iO 

=00 


^ 

3  1761  06633 

' 

; 
; 

m 

1 

i 

Presented  to  the 

UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO 
LIBRARY 

by  the 

ONTARIO  LEGISLATIVE 
LIBRARY 


1980 


Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 

in  2010  with  funding  from 

University  of  Toronto 


http://www.archive.org/details/knightofmaltaenvOOsuee 


THE 

KNIGHT  OF  MALTA 

ENVY 

One  of  the  Seven  Cardinal  Sins 


By 
EUGENE      SUE 


ILLUSTRATED 


a/ 


Nattnnal  Htbrarg  (Unmpang 
Nm  Inrk 


.ii<^» 


Sbtttou  S?  Huxr 

UMITED  TO  ONE  THOUSAND  SETS 


Copyright,  igoo 
By    Francis   A.    Niccolls   &   Co. 


A-' 


CONTENTS. 


CHAPTER 

PAGE 

I. 

Introduction 11 

II. 

MiSTRAON     .... 

.           17 

III. 

The  Watchman 

.       29 

IV. 

Stephanette 

.       37 

V. 

The  Betrothed 

47 

VI. 

Maison  -  Forte  .         .         , 

54 

VII. 

The  Supper 

62 

vm. 

The  Lover         .... 

72 

IX. 

The  Picture 

81 

X. 

The  Recorder  . 

89 

XI. 

Taking  the  Census  . 

97 

XII. 

The  Bohemian  .... 

110 

XUI. 

The  Guzla  of  the  Emir 

117 

XIV. 

Jealousy   

124 

XV. 

The  Summons    .... 

132 

XVI. 

The  Overseers  op  the  Port 

143 

XVII. 

The  Judgment  .... 

154 

xvin. 

The  Telescope 

171 

XIX. 

The  Little  Satchel 

180 

XX. 

The  Sacrifice  . 

187 

XXI. 

Our  Lady  of  Seven  Sorrows 

197 

XXII. 

The  Brother  of  Mercy. 

204 

7 

CONTENTS. 

CHAPTER  PAGE 

XXIII.  The  Commander 213 

XXIV.  The  Polacre 221 

XXV.  The  Ked  Galleon  and  the  Sybarite     .     228 

XXVI.     PoG  AND  Erebus 239 

XXVII.     Conversation .250 

XXVIII.     Hadji 261 

XXIX.     Christmas 271 

XXX.     The  Arrest 287 

XXXI.     The  Descent 294 

XXXII.  The  Chebec          .         .         .      ,  .         .         .304 

XXXIII.  Discovery 321 

XXXIV.  The  Letters 325 

XXXV.     The  Murderer 337 

XXXVI.     Plans 344 

XXXVII.     The  Interview 350 

XXXVIII.  The  Three  Brothers          .         .         .         .357 

XXXIX.  Preparations  for  the  Combat         .         .     365 

XL.     The  Challenge 375 

XLL     The  Combat 384 

XLII.     Conclusion 3©0 


LIST   OF   ILLUSTRATIONS 

PAGB 

"  Found  himsp^lf  face  to  face  "       .         .  Frontispiece 

"He  began  to  sing".         .         .         .         .         .         .118 

"  pog,  calm  and  unmoved,  opened  his  breast"    .     255 


Knight  of  Malta. 


THE    KNIGHT   OF   MALTA. 


CHAPTER   I. 

INTRODUCTION. 

The  travellers  who  now  sail  along  the  picturesque 
coasts  within  the  district  of  the  Bouches-du-Rhone  — 
the  peaceable  inhabitants  of  shores  perfumed  by  the 
orange-trees  of  Hyeres,  or  the  curious  tourists,  whom 
steamboats  are  continually  transporting  from  Marseilles 
to  Nice  or  to  Genes  —  are  perhaps  ignorant  of  the 
fact  that  two  hundred  years  ago,  under  the  flourishing 
administration  of  Cardinal  Richelieu,  the  seashore  of 
Provence  was,  almost  every  day,  plundered  by  Algerian 
pirates,  or  other  robbers  from  Barbary,  whose  audacity 
knew  no  bounds.  Not  only  did  they  capture  all  the 
merchant  vessels  leaving  port,  —  although  these  ships 
were  armed  for  war,  —  but  they  landed  under  the  can- 
non even  of  the  forts,  and  carried  away  with  impunity 
the  inhabitant  whose  dwellings  were  not  adequately 
armed  and  fortified. 

These  depredations  increased  to  such  a  degree  that  in 
1633  Cardinal  Richelieu  instructed  M.  de  S^guiran,  one 
of  the  most  eminent  men  of  that  time,  to  visit  the  coast 
of  Provence,  for  the  purpose  of  ascertaining  the  best 
means  of  protecting  them  from  the  invasion  of  pirates. 

We  will  quote  a  passage  from  the  memoir  of  M.  de 
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S^guiran  in  order  to  give  to  the  reader  an  exact  idea 
of  the  scenes  which  are  to  follow. 

"  There  is,"  says  he,  "  in  the  town  of  La  Ciotat,  a  sen- 
try-box which  the  consuls  have  had  built  on  one  of  the 
points  of  the  rock  of  Cape  I'Aigle,  in  which  they  keep  a 
man,  very  expert  in  navigation,  on  guard  night  and  day, 
to  watch  for  pirate  vessels. 

"  Every  evening,  toward  nightfall,  the  guard  in  the 
sentry-box  of  La  Ciotat  kindles  his  fire,  which  is  con- 
tinued by  all  the  other  similar  sentry-boxes  to  the  light- 
house of  Bouc. 

"  This  is  a  certain  signal  that  there  is  not  a  corsair 
in  the  sea. 

"  If  the  said  guard  in  the  sentry-box  has,  on  the  con- 
trary, recognised  one,  he  makes  two  fires,  as  do  all  the 
others  from  Antibes  to  the  lighthouse  of  Bouc,  and  this 
is  accomplished  in  less  than  a  half-hour  of  time. 

"  The  inhabitants  of  La  Ciotat  confess  that  commerce 
has  been  better  during  the  last  few  years.  But  as  far 
as  can  be  learned,  it  is  ruined. 

"  The  corsairs  from  Barbary  in  one  year  seized  eighty 
vessels  and  put  about  fifty  of  their  best  sailors  in 
chains." 

As  we  have  said,  so  great  was  the  terror  that  these 
Barbary  pirates  inspired  along  the  coast  that  every  house 
was  transformed  into  a  fortress. 

"  Continuing  our  way,"  says  M.  de  Sdguiran,  "  we 
arrived  at  the  house  of  the  lord  of  Boyer,  gentleman  of 
the  king's  chamber,  which  house  we  found  in  a  state 
of  defence,  in  case  of  a  descent  of  the  corsairs,  —  having 
a  terrace  in  front,  facing  the  port,  and  on  it  twelve  pieces 
of  cast  iron,  several  pieces  of  less  calibre,  and  two 
swivel-guns,  and  in  the  said  house  four  hundred  pounds 
of  powder,  two  hundred  balls,  two  pairs  of  armour,  and 
twelve  muskets  and  short  pikes. 

"  At  Bormez  and  at  St.  Tropez,"  says  M.  de  Sdguiran, 
further  on,  '■  com.merce  is  so   seriously  injured  that  it 
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cannot  amount  to  ten  thousand  pounds,  which  is  a  con- 
sequence not  only  of  the  poverty  of  the  inhabitants,  but 
also  of  the  invasions  made  by  pirates,  who  enter  their 
ports  almost  every  day,  so  that  very  often  vessels  are 
compelled  to  touch  port,  in  order  that  the  men  who  man 
them  may  escape,  or  the  inhabitants  of  the  place  arm 
themselves. 

"  At  Martignes,  a  community  whieh  has  suffered  great 
losses  in  the  persons  of  its  inhabitants,  —  esteemed  the 
best  and  most  courageous  seamen  on  the  Mediterranean, 
—  many  of  them  have  been  made  slaves  by  the  corsairs 
of  Algiers  and  Tunis,  who  practise  their  piracies  more 
than  ever,  in  the  sight  of  the  forts  and  fortresses  of  that 
province." 

The  reader  can  imagine  the  contempt  of  these  Barbary 
pirates  for  the  forts  on  the  coast,  when  he  knows  that 
the  seashore  was  in  such  a  deplorable  state  of  defence 
that  M.  de  Seguiran  says,  in  another  passage  of  his 
report  to  Cardinal  Richelieu  : 

"•  The  next  day,  January  24th,  at  seven  o'clock  in  the 
morning,  we  weiit  to  the  fortified  castle  named  Cassis, 
belonging  to  the  Lord* Bishop  of  Marseilles,  where  we 
found  that  the  entire  garrison  consisted  of  a  porter  only, 
a  servant  of  the  said  bishop,  who  showed  us  the  place, 
and  where  there  were  only  two  small  pieces  of  ordnance, 
one  of  which  had  been  emptied." 

Later,  the  Archbishop  of  Bordeaux  made  the  same 
remark  in  reference  to  one  of  the  strongest  positions  of 
Toulon. 

"  The  first  and  most  important  of  these  forts,"  says 
the  warrior  prelate  in  his  report,  "  is  an  old  tower  where 
there  are  two  batteries,  in  which  fifty  cannon  and  two 
hundred  soldiers  could  be  placed  ;  there  are  good  cannon 
within,  but  all  are  dismounted,  and  no  ammunition, 
except  what  was  sent  by  order  of  your  Eminence  [Car- 
dinal Richelieu]  fifteen  days  ago.  The  commandant  is  a 
simple,  good  man,  who  has  for  garrison  only  his  wife 
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and  her  servant,  and,  according  to  what  he  says,  he  has 
not  received  a  farthing  in  twenty  years." 

Such  was  the  state  of  things  a  few  years  before  Car- 
dinal Richelieu  was  invested  by  Louis  XI IL  with  the 
office  of  grand  master  in  chief  and  general  superintend- 
ent of  the  navigation  and  commerce  of  France. 

In  studying  attentively  the  aim,  the  progress,  the 
methods,  and  results  of  the  government  of  Richelieu,  — 
in  comparing,  in  a  woi'd,  the  point  of  departure  of  his 
administration  with  the  imperious  conclusion  of  abso- 
lute centralisation  toward  which  it  always  tended,  and 
which  he  attained  so  victoriously,  —  one  is  especially 
impressed  by  the  character  of  the  navy,  by  the  incred- 
ible confusion  and  multiplicity  of  powers  or  rival  rights 
which  covered  the  seashore  of  the  kingdom  with  their 
inextricable  network. 

When  the  cardinal  was  entrusted  with  the  maritime 
interests  of  France,  he  could  count  but  little  upon  the 
support  of  a  weak,  timid,  restless,  and  capricious  king; 
besides,  he  felt  that  France  was  secretly  agitated  by  pro- 
found political  and  religious  discords.  Alone,  opposing 
the  exorbitant  pretensions  represented  by  the  most  pow- 
erful houses  of  France,  —  haughty  and  jealous  guardians 
of  the  last  traditions  of  feudal  independence,  —  it  was 
essential  that  the  will  of  Richelieu  should  be  indomita- 
ble, even  obstinate,  in  order  to  crush  beneath  the  level 
of  administrative  unity  interests  so  numerous,  so  tena- 
cious, and  so  rebellious  !  Such  was,  however,  the  work 
of  this  great  minister. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  the  ardent  and  sacred  love  of 
the  general  good,  the  noble,  instinctive  perception  of  the 
needs  and  progress  of  humanity,  —  those  pure  and  serene 
aspirations  of  a  DeWitt  or  a  Franklin,  —  would  not  have 
sufficed  the  cardinal  in  undertaking  and  sustaining  so 
fierce  a  struggle  ;  perhaps,  too,  it  was  essential  that  he 
should  feel  himself  animated  by  an  unbridled,  insatiable 
ambition,  in  order  to  cope  with  so  many  formidable  an- 
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tagonisms,  to  despise  so  many  outcries,  to  prevent  or 
punish  so  many  dangerous  revolts  by  prison,  exile,  or  the 
scaffold,  and  at  last  achieve  the  end  of  gathering  in  his 
dying  and  sovereign  hand  all  the  resources  of  the  state. 

It  was  by  this  means  —  we  think  so,  at  least  —  that 
the  genius  of  Richelieu,  exalted  by  an  unconquerable 
personality,  succeeded  in  consummating  this  admirable 
centralisation  of  conflicting  powers,  —  the  constant  aim 
and  glorious  end  of  his  administration. 

Unfortunately,  he  died  at  the  time  he  was  beginning 
to  organise  this  authority  so  valiantly  conquered. 

If  France,  at  the  time  of  the  cardinal's  death,  pre- 
sented still  upon  her  surface  the  distinct  evidences  of  a 
complete  social  overthrow,  the  soil  was  at  least  beginning 
to  be  freed  from  the  thousand  parasitical  and  devouring 
forces  which  had  so  long  exhausted  her  strength. 

So,  one  might  say  that  almost  always  eminent  men, 
although  of  diverse  genius,  are  bom  in  time  to  achieve 
the  great  laljours  of  governments. 

To  Richelieu,  that  resolute  and  indefatigable  clearer 
of  untilled  ground,  succeeds  Mazarin,  who  levelled  the 
earth  so  profoundly  ploughed,  —  then  Colbert,  who  sowed 
it,  and  made  it  fruitful. 

The  imperial  will  of  Richelieu  appeared  under  one  of 
its  most  brilliant  aspects  in  the  long  struggle  he  was 
obliged  to  sustain,  when  he  was  entrusted  with  the  or- 
ganisation of  the  navy. 

Up  to  that  time,  the  governor-generals  of  Provence 
had  always  challenged  the  orders  of  the  admiralty  of 
France,  styling  themselves  the  "  born  admirals  "  of  the 
Levant. 

As  such,  they  pretended  to  the  maritime  authority  of 
the  province ;  a  few  of  these  governors,  such  as  the 
Counts  of  Tende  and  of  Sommerives,  and,  at  the  period 
of  which  we  speak,  the  Duke  of  Guise,  had  received  from 
the  king  special  letters  which  conferred  upon  them  the 
title  of  admiral.     These  concessions,  drawn  from  the 
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weakness  of  the  monarch,  far  from  supporting  the  pre- 
tentions of  the  governor-generals,  protested,  on  the  con- 
trary, against  their  usurpation,  since  these  titles  proved 
clearly  that  the  command  of  sea  and  land  ought  to  be 
separate. 

Thus  we  see  how  divided  and  antagonistic  were  these 
rival  powers,  that  the  cardinal,  in  performing  the  func- 
tions of  his  office  as  grand  master  of  navigation,  wished 
imperiously  to  unite  and  centralise. 

It  can  be  seen  by  this  rapid  and  cursory  view,  and  by 
the  extracts  which  we  have  borrowed  from  the  report 
of  M.  de  S^guiran,  that  a  frightful  disorder  reigned  in 
every  department  of  power. 

This  disorder  was  the  more  increased  by  the  perpetu- 
ally recurring  conflicts  of  jurisdiction,  either  through  the 
governors  of  the  province,  or  thi'ough  the  admiralties, 
or  through  the  feudal  claims  of  many  gentlemen  whose 
estates  commanded  a  forest  or  a  river. 

In  a  word,  abandonment  or  disorganisation  of  fortified 
places,  ruin  of  commerce,  robbery  of  the  treasury,  inva- 
sion of  the  seashore,  terror  of  populations  retiring  into 
the  interior  of  the  country,  in  the  hope  of  flying  from 
the  attacks  of  these  Barbary  pirates,  —  such  was  the 
gi'ievous  picture  presented  by  Provence  at  the  period 
in  which  this  story  opens, —  a  story  of  incredible  facts 
which  seem  rather  to  belong  to  the  barbarity  of  the 
middle  ages  than  to  the  seventeenth  century. 
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CHAPTER   II. 

MISTRAON. 

About  the  end  of  the  month  of  June,  1633,  three 
distinguished  travellers,  arriving  at  Marseilles,  estab- 
lished themselves  in  the  best  inn  of  the  city.  Their 
dress  and  accent  were  foreign.  It  was  soon  known  that 
they  were  Muscovites,  and  although  their  attendants 
were  not  numerous,  they  lived  in  magnificent  style. 
The  eldest  of  the  three  travellers  had  called  upon  the 
Marshal  of  Vitry,  Governor  of  Provence,  then  residing 
in  Marseilles,  and  the  marshal  had  returned  his  visit,  a 
circumstance  which  greatly  enhanced  the  dignity  of  the 
foreigners. 

They  employed  their  time  in  visiting  the  public  build- 
ings, the  port,  and  the  docks.  The  preceptor  of  the 
youngest  of  these  travellers,  with  the  permission  of  the 
Marshal  of  Vitry,  made  careful  inquiry  of  the  consuls 
concerning  the  productions  and  commerce  of  Provence, 
the  condition  of  the  merchant  service,  its  equipment 
and  destination,  evidently  anxious,  for  the  benefit  of  his 
pupil,  to  make  a  comparison  between  the  growing  navy 
of  the  North  and  the  navy  of  one  of  the  most  important 
provinces  of  France. 

One  day  these  Muscovites  directed  their  journey 
toward  Toulon. 

The  eldest  of  the  three  foreigners  appeared  to  be  fifty 
years  old.  His  countenance  presented  a  singular  union 
of  pride  and  severity.  He  was  attired  in  black  velvet; 
a  long  red  beard  covered  his  breast,  and  his  hair,  of  the 
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same  colour,  mingled  with  a  few  silver  locks,  showed 
beneath  a  Tartar  cap  trimmed  with  costly  fur.  His  sea- 
green  ejes,  his  sallow  complexion,  his  hooked  nose,  his 
heavy  eyebrows,  and  his  thin  lips  gave  him  a  hard  and 
ironical  expression. 

He  walked  at  some  distance  from  his  companions, 
and  seldom  spoke,  and  when  he  did  it  was  only  to  hurl 
at  them   some   bitter  sarcasm. 

The  age  and  appearance  of  the  two  other  Muscovites 
presented  a  striking  contrast. 

One,  who  seemed  to  be  the  preceptor  of  the  younger, 
was  about  forty-five  years  old.  He  was  short  and  fat, 
almost  to  obesity,  although  he  seemed  to  have  a  vigorous 
constitution. 

He  wore  a  long  robe  of  coarsely  woven  brown  silk, 
after  the  manner  of  the  Orientals,  and  an  Asiatic  cap ; 
a  Persian  dagger  of  rare  workmanship  ornamented  his 
girdle  of  orange-coloured  silk.  His  fat,  ruddy  face, 
covered  with  a  thick  brown  beard,  and  his  thick  lips 
breathed  sensuality  ;  his  small,  gray  eyes  sparkled  with 
malice.  Sometimes,  in  a  shrill  voice,  he  gave  vent  to 
some  jest  of  audacious  cynicism,  frequently  in  Latin, 
and  always  borrowed  from  Petronius  or  Martial ;  so  that 
the  other  two  travellers,  with  allusion  to  the  taste  of 
their  companion  for  the  works  of  Petronius,  had  given 
him  the  name  of  one  of  the  heroes  of  this  writer,  and 
called  him  Trimalcyon. 

The  pupil  of  this  singular  preceptor  seemed  at  the 
most  to  be  only  twenty  years  of  age.  His  person  was 
of  the  ordinary  size,  but  most  elegant ;  his  dress,  like 
that  of  the  Muscovites  of  the  age,  was  a  happy  union  of 
the  fashions  of  the  North  and  the  East,  arranged  with 
perfect  taste.  His  long  brown  hair  fell  in  natural 
curls  from  a  black  cap,  fiat  and  without  brim,  set  on 
one  side  and  ornamented  with  a  gold  and  purple  band ; 
the  two  ends  of  this  band,  finely  embroidered  and 
fringed,  fell  over  the  collar  of  a  black  woollen  jacket, 
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embossed  with  designs  in  purple  and  gold,  and  fastened 
to  the  hips  by  a  cashmere  shawl ;  a  second  jacket  with 
loose  sleeves,  made  of  rich  black  Venetian  fabric,  and 
lined  with  scarlet  taffeta,  reached  a  little  below  the 
knees ;  large,  loose  Moorish  trousers,  hanging  over  red 
morocco  buskins,  completed  the  picturesque  attire. 

An  observer  would  have  been  embarrassed  in  assign- 
ing a  certain  character  to  the  countenance  of  this 
young  man.  His  features  were  of  perfect  regularity ;  a 
young,  silky  beard  shaded  his  chin  and  lips ;  his  large 
eyes  shone  like  black  diamonds,  under  his  straight 
brown  eyebrows ;  the  dazzling  enamel  of  his  teeth 
scarcely  equalled  the  deep  carmine  of  his  lips ;  his  com- 
plexion was  of  a  soft  brown  pallor,  and  his  slender 
figure  seemed'  to  combine  strength  and  elegance. 

But  this  physiognomy,  as  charming  as  it  was  expres- 
sive and  variable,  reflected  in  turn  the  different  impres- 
sions which  the  two  companions  of  this  young  man  made 
on  his  mind. 

If  Trimalcyon  uttered  some  gross  and  licentious  jest, 
the  young  man,  whom  we  will  call  Erebus,  applauded  it 
with  a  mocking,  sneering  smile,  or,  perhaps,  replied  in 
words  which  surpassed  the  cynicism  of  his  preceptor. 

If  the  nobleman,  Pog,  a  silent  and  morose  man,  made 
a  remark  of  unusual  bitterness,  suddenly  the  nostrils  of 
Erebus  would  dilate,  his  upper  lip  curl  disdainfully,  and 
his  whole  face  express  the  most  contemptuous  sarcasm. 

On  the  contrary,  if  Erebus  did  not  come  under  these 
two  fatal  influences,  or  an  absurd  boasting  did  not 
make  him  appear  the  advocate  of  vice,  his  face  would 
become  sweet  and  serene,  —  an  attractive  dignity  beamed 
from  his  beautiful  features ;  for  cynicism  and  irony  only 
passed  over  his  soul,  —  noble  and  pure  instincts  soon 
resumed  their  sway,  as  a  pure  fountain  regains  its  clear- 
ness when  the  disturbing  element  no  longer  troubles 
its  crystal  waters.  Such  were  these  three  distinguished 
persons. 
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They  were  walking,  as  we  have  said,  from  Marseilles 
to  Toulon. 

Erebus,  silent  and  thoughtful,  walked  a  few  steps  in 
front  of  his  companions.  The  road  plunged  into  the 
defiles  of  Ollioules,  and  hid  itself  in  the  midst  of  these 
solitary  rocks. 

Erebus  had  just  reached  a  small  open  space,  where  he 
could  overlook  a  great  part  of  the  route,  which  at  this 
point  was  very  steep  and  formed  a  sort  of  elbow  around 
the  eminence  upon  which  the  young  man  stood.  Inter- 
rupted in  his  reverie  by  the  sound  of  singing  in  the 
distance,  Erebus  stopped  to  listen. 

The  voice  came  nearer  and  nearer. 

It  was  a  woman's  voice,  with  a  resonance  of  wonder- 
ful power  and  beauty. 

The  air  and  the  words  she  sang  expressed  an  un- 
affected melancholy.  Soon,  at  a  sudden  turn  of  the 
road,  Erebus  could  see,  without  being  seen,  a  company 
of  travellers;  they  quietly  accommodated  themselves  to 
the  step  of  their  saddle-horses,  that  climbed  the  steep  road 
with  difficulty. 

If  the  coast  of  Provence  was  often  desolated  by  pirates, 
the  interior  of  the  country  was  as  little  safe,  for  the  nar- 
row passes  of  Ollioules,  solitudes  almost  impenetrable, 
had  many  times  served  as  a  refuge  for  brigands.  Erebus 
was  not  astonished  to  see  the  little  caravan  advance  with 
a  sort  of  military  circumspection. 

The  danger  did  not  seem  to  be  imminent,  for  the 
young  girl  continued  to  sing,  but  the  cavalier  who  led 
the  march  took  the  precaution  to  adjust  his  musket  on 
his  left  thigh,  and  at  frequent  intervals  to  test  his  fire- 
arms, leaving  behind  him  a  little  cloud  of  bluish  smoke. 

This  man,  a  military  figure  in  the  full  strength  of 
manhood,  wore  an  old  leather  jerkin,  a  large  gray  cap, 
scarlet  breeches,  heavy  boots,  and  rode  a  small  white 
horse ;  a  hanger  or  hunting-knife  was  fastened  to  his 
belt,  and  a  tall  black  hound,  with  long  hair  and  a  leather 
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collar  bristling  with  iron  points,  walked  in  front  of  his 
horse. 

About  thirty  steps  behind  this  forward  sentinel  came 
an  old  man  and  a  young  girl. 

The  latter  was  mounted  on  an  ambling  nag,  as  black 
as  jet,  elegantly  caparisoned  with  a  silk  net  and  a  blue 
velvet  cloth  ;  the  silver  mounting  of  the  bridle  glittered 
in  the  rays  of  the  setting  sun ;  the  reins,  scarcely  held  by 
the  young  girl,  fell  carelessly  upon  the  neck  of  the  nag, 
whose  gentle  and  regular  step  by  no  means  interrupted 
the  harmonious  measure  of  the  beautiful  traveller's 
song. 

She  wore  right  royally  the  charming  riding-habit  so 
often  reproduced  by  painters  in  the  reign  of  Louis  XIII. 
On  her  head  was  a  large  black  hat  with  blue  feathers, 
which  fell  backward  on  a  wide  collar  of  Flanders  lace  ; 
her  close-fitting  coat  of  pearl-gray  taffeta,  with  large, 
square  basques,  had  a  long  skirt  of  the  same  material 
and  colour,  both  skirt  and  waist  ornamented  with  deli- 
cate lace-work  of  sky-blue  silk,  whose  pale  shade 
matched  admirably  the  colour  of  the  habit.  If  one 
ever  doubted  the  fact  that  the  Greek  type  had  Ijeen 
preserved  in  all  its  purity  among  a  few  of  the  families 
of  Marseilles  and  lower  Provence,  since  the  colonisation 
of  the  Phoenicians,  —  the  rest  of  the  population  recalling 
more  the  Arabian  and  Ligurian  physiognomy,  —  the  fea- 
tures of  this  young  girl  would  have  presented  a  striking 
proof  of  the  transmission  of  the  antique  beauty  in  all  its 
original  perfection. 

Nothing  could  be  more  agreeable,  more  delicate,  or 
purer  than  the  exquisite  lines  of  her  lovely  countenance  ; 
nothing  more  limpid  than  the  blue  of  her  large  eyes, 
fringed  with  long  black  lashes ;  nothing  whiter  than  the 
ivory  of  her  queenly  brow,  around  which  played  the  light 
chestnut  curls  that  contrasted  beautifully  with  the  per- 
fect arch  of  eyebrows  as  black  as  jet,  and  soft  as  vel- 
vet; the  proportions  of  her  well-rounded  form  resembled 
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Hebe,  or  the  Venus  of  Praxiteles,  rather  than  the  Venus 
of  Milo. 

As  she  sang  she  yielded  herself  to  the  measured  step 
of  her  steed,  and  every  movement  of  her  charming  and 
graceful  body  revealed  new  treasures  of  beauty. 

Her  small,  arched  foot,  encased  in  a  boot  of  cordovan 
leather,  laced  to  the  ankle,  appeared  from  time  to  time 
beneath  the  ample  folds  of  her  long  skirt,  while  her 
hand,  as  small  as  that  of  a  child,  gloved  in  embroidered 
chamois-skin,  carelessly  played  with  the  switch  by  which 
she  urged  the  gait  of  her  nag. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  picture  the  frankness  which 
shone  from  the  pure  brow  of  this  young  girl,  the  serenity 
of  her  large  blue  eyes,  bright  with  happiness  and  hope 
and  youth,  the  unsophisticated  sweetness  of  her  smile, 
and,  above  all,  the  look  of  solicitude  and  filial  veneration 
which  she  often  directed  toward  the  aged  but  robust 
father  who  accompanied  her. 

The  eager,  hardy,  and  joyous  air  of  this  old  gentle- 
man contrasted  not  a  little  with  his  white  moustache, 
and  the  vinous  colour  of  his  cheeks  announced  the  fact 
that  he  was  not  indifferent  to  the  seductions  of  the 
generous  wines  of  Provence. 

A  black  cap  with  a  red  plume,  a  scarlet  doublet 
trimmed  with  silver,  and  mantle  of  the  same,  a 
shoulder-strap  of  richly  embroidered  silk,  supporting 
a  long  sword,  and  high  boots  of  white  sheepskin,  with 
gilded  spurs,  testified  to  the  quality  of  Raimond  V., 
Baron  des  Anbiez,  chief  of  one  of  the  most  ancient 
houses  of  Provence,  and  related  or  allied  to  the  most 
illustrious  baronial  houses  of  Castellane,  Baux,  Frans, 
and  Villeneuve. 

The  road  which  the  little  caravan  followed  was  so 
narrow  that  it  permitted  two  horses  to  walk  abreast 
with  difficulty  ;  a  third  person  rode  a  few  steps  behind 
the  baron  and  his  daughter.  Two  servants,  well-mounted 
and  well-armed,  closed  the  march. 
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This  third  person,  a  young  man  of  about  twenty-five 
years,  tall  and  well-made,  with  a  handsome  and  amia- 
ble face,  managed  his  horse  with  grace  and  ease.  He 
wore  a  green  hunting-habit,  trimmed  with  gold  lace. 

His  face  expressed  an  indescribable  delight  in  the 
contemplation  of  Mile.  Reine  dcs  Anbiez,  who,  without 
discontinuing  her  song,  every  now  and  then  turned  to 
him  with  a  charming  glance,  to  which  the  Chevalier 
Honorat  de  Berrol  responded  with  all  the  ardour  of  an 
infatuated  and  betrothed  lover. 

The  baron  listened  to  his  daughter's  singing  with  joy 
and  paternal  pride ;  his  genial  and  venerable  counte- 
nance beamed  with  happiness. 

His  contemplative  felicity  was,  nevertheless,  not  a 
little  disturbed  by  the  sudden  jumps  of  his  little  horse, 
brought  from  the  island  of  Camargne,  —  a  bay  stallion 
with  long  mane  and  a  long  black  tail,  a  wicked  eye 
and  ferocious  disposition,  full  of  fire,  and  evidently  pos- 
sessed with  a  desire  to  unhorse  his  master  and  regain 
his  liberty  in  the  solitary  swamps  and  wild  heath  where 
he  was  born. 

Unfortunately  for  the  designs  of  Mistraon,  —  named 
for  the  impetuous  northwest  wind,  on  account  of  the 
rapidity  of  his  gait  and  his  bad  character,  —  the  baron 
was  an  excellent  horseman. 

Although  suffering  from  the  consequences  of  a  wound 
in  the  hip,  received  in  the  civil  war,  Raimond  V.,  seated 
on  one  of  those  ancient  saddles  which  in  our  day  we 
call  picket-saddles,  answered  these  vicious  caprices  of 
the  untamable  animal  with  sound  blows  of  whip  and 
spur.  Mistraon,  with  that  patient  and  diabolical  saga- 
city which  horses  carry  to  the  point  of  genius,  after 
several  vain  attempts,  stolidly  waited  a  more  favourable 
occasion  for  dismounting  his  rider. 

Reine  des  Anbiez  continued  to  sing. 

Like  a  child,  she  amused  herself  by  waking  the  echoes 
in  the  gorges  of  Ollioules,  making  by  turn  loud  and  soft 
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modulations,  which  would  have  put  a  nightingale  to 
despair. 

She  had  just  ma;de  a  most  brilliant  and  musical  arpeg- 
gio, when  suddenly,  anticipating  the  echo,  a  male  voice, 
sweet  and  melodious,  repeated  the  young  girl's  song 
with  incredible  exactness. 

For  some  moments  these  two  charming  voices,  meet- 
ing by  chance  in  a  marvellous  union,  were  repeated 
by  the  many  echoes  of  this  profound  solitude. 

Reine  stopped  singing,  and  blushed  as  she  looked  up 
at  her  father. 

The  baron,  astonished,  turned  to  Honorat  de  Berrol, 
and  said,  with  his  habitual  exclamation :  "  Manjour ! 
chevalier,  who  in  the  devil  is  imitating  the  voice  of  an 
angel  ?  " 

In  the  first  moment  of  surprise  the  baron  had  unfortu- 
nately let  the  reins  fall  on  Mistraon's  neck. 

For  some  time  the  deceitful  animal  kept  his  step  with 
a  gravity  and  dignity  worthy  of  a  bishop's  mule,  then  in 
two  vigorous  bounds,  and  before  the  baron  had  time  to 
recover  himself,  he  climbed  up  an  escarpment  which 
shut  in  the  road. 

Unhappily,  the  horse  had  made  such  an  effort  in 
ascending  this  steep  acclivity,  that  he  fell  upon  his  head, 
the  reins  went  over  his  ears,  and  floated  at  random.  All 
this  happened  in  less  time  than  is  required  to  write  it. 

The  baron,  an  excellent  master  of  horse,  although  not 
a  little  surprised  by  the  adventure  of  Mistraon,  reseated 
himself  in  the  saddle ;  his  first  effort  was  to  try  to  seize 
the  reins,  —  he  could  not  reach  them.  Then,  notwith- 
standing his  courage,  he  shuddered  with  horror,  as  he 
saw  himself  at  the  mercy  of  an  unbridled  horse  that  in 
his  frenzy  was  trying  to  leap  the  precipitous  edge  of  a 
torrent  bed. 

This  deep  and  wide  gulf  lay  parallel  with  the  road, 
and  was  separated  from  it  only  by  a  space  of  fifty  feet. 

Seated  in  his  saddle,  and  by  reason  of  his  wound  un- 
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able  to  get  out  of  it  before  the  horse  could  plunge  into 
the  abyss,  the  old  man  gave  his  last  thought  to  his  God 
and  his  daughter,  —  made  a  vow  of  a  weekly  mass  and 
an  annual  pilgrimage  to  the  Chapel  of  Notre  Dame  de  la 
Garde,  and  prepared  to  die. 

From  the  height  where  he  was  standing,  Erebus  saw 
the  danger  of  the  baron  ;  he  saw  that  he  was  separated 
from  him  by  the  deep  bed  of  the  torrent,  ten  or  twelve 
feet  wide,  toward  which  the  horse  was  plunging. 

With  a  movement  more  rapid  than  thought,  and  an 
almost  desperate  leap,  Erebus  cleared  the  abyss,  and 
rolled  under  the  animal's  feet.  The  baron  screamed 
with  terror,  —  he  believed  his  saviour  would  be  carried 
over  into  the  gulf,  for,  notwithstanding  the  pain  and 
fright  which  this  violent  jerk  had  given  him,  Mistraon 
was  not  able  to  ari-est  the  impetuosity  of  his  spring,  and 
dragged  Erebus  several  steps. 

The  latter,  endowed  with  extraordinary  strength  and 
admirable  presence  of  mind,  had,  as  he  fell,  wound  the 
reins  around  his  wrists,  while  the  horse,  overcome  by 
the  enormous  weight  which  hung  upon  him,  seated  him- 
self on  his  haunches,  having  exhausted  the  impulse 
which  instigated  such  activity. 

Scarcely  ten  steps  separated  the  baron  from  the  edge 
of  the  gulf,  when  Ei-ebus  slowly  raised  himself,  seized 
the  bloody  bridle-bit  with  one  hand,  and  with  the  other 
threw  over  the  smoking  neck  of  Mistraon  the  reins  which 
he  offered  to  the  old  man. 

All  this  transpired  so  rapidly  that  Reine  des  Anbiez 
and  her  betrothed,  climbing  the  escarpment,  arrived  near 
the  baron  without  having  suspected  the  frightful  danger 
he  had  just  escaped. 

Erebus,  having  replaced  the  reins  in  the  old  man's 
hands,  picked  up  his  cap,  shook  the  dust  from  his 
clothes,  and  readjusted  his  hair,  and,  save  the  unnatural 
flush  upon  his  cheeks,  nothing  in  his  appearance  revealed 
the  part  he  had  taken  in  this  event. 

25 


THE   KNIGHT   OF   MALTA. 

"  My  God,  father,  why  did  you  climb  this  steep  ?  What 
imprudence  ! "  cried  Reine,  excited  but  not  frightened, 
as  she  bounded  lightly  from  her  nag,  without  seeing  the 
unknown  person  standing  on  the  other  side  of  the  baron's 
horse. 

Then,  seeing  the  pallor  and  emotion  of  the  old  man 
as  he  made  a  painful  descent  from  his  horse,  the  young 
girl  perceived  the  danger  which  had  threatened  the 
baron,  and  throwing  herself  into  his  arms,  she  ex- 
clamed  : 

"  Father,  father,  what  has  happened  to  you  ?" 

"  Reine,  my  darling  child,"  said  the  lord  of  Anbiez 
with  a  broken  voice,  embracing  his  daughter  with  effu- 
sion. "Ah,  how  frightful  death  would  have  been, — ■ 
never  to  see  you  again  !  " 

Reine  withdrew  herself  suddenly  from  her  father's 
arms,  put  her  two  hands  on  the  old  man's  shoulders, 
and  looked  at  him  with  a  bewildered  air. 

"  But  for  him,"  said  the  baron,  cordially  pressing  in 
his  own  hands  the  hand  of  Erebus,  who  had  stepped  for- 
ward, gazing  with  admiration  on  the  beauty  of  Reine, 
"  but  for  this  young  man,  but  for  his  courageous  sacri- 
fice, I  should  have  been  dashed  to  pieces  in  this  gulf." 

In  a  few  words  the  old  man  told  his  daughter  and 
Honorat  de  Berrol  how  the  stranger  had  saved  him 
from  certain  death. 

Many  times  during  this  recital  the  blue  eyes  of  Reine 
met  the  black  eyes  of  Erebus ;  if  she  slowly  turned  her 
glance  away  to  fix  it  on  her  father  with  adoration,  it  was 
not  because  the  manner  of  this  young  man  was  bold  or 
presumptuous ;  on  the  contrary,  a  tear  moistened  his 
eyes,  and  his  charming  face  expressed  the  most  pro- 
found emotion.  He  contemplated  this  pathetic  scene 
with  a  sublime  pride.  When  the  old  man  opened  his 
arms  to  him  with  paternal  affection,  he  threw  himself 
into  them  with  inexpressible  delight,  pressed  liim  many 
times  to  his  heart,  as  if  he  had  been  attracted  to  the  old 
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gentleman  by  a  secret  sympathy,  as  if  this  young  heart, 
still  noble  and  generous,  had  anticipated  the  throbs  of 
another  noble  and  generous  heart. 

Suddenly  Trimalcyon  and  Pog,  who,  twenty  steps  dis- 
tant, had  witnessed  this  scene  from  the  height  of  the 
rock  where  they  were  resting,  cried  out  to  their  young 
companion  some  words  in  a  foreign  language. 

Erebus  started,  the  baron,  his  daughter,  and  Honorat 
de  Berrol  turned  their  heads  quickly. 

Trimalcyon  looked  at  the  baron's  daughter  with  a  sort 
of  vulgar  and  sneering  admiration. 

The  strange  physiognomy  of  these  two  men  surprised 
the  baron,  while  his  daughter  and  Honorat  regarded 
them  with  an  instinctive  terror. 

A  skilful  painter  would  have  found  wealth  of  material 
in  this  scene.  Imagine  a  profound  solitude  in  the  midst 
of  tremendous  rocks  of  reddish  granite,  whose  summit 
only  was  lighted  by  the  last  rays  of  the  sun.  On  the 
first  plane,  almost  on  the  edge  of  the  torrent  bed,  the 
baron  with  his  left  arm  around  Reine,  grasping  in  his 
right  hand  the  hand  of  Erebus,  and  fixing  an  anxious, 
surprised  look  on  Pog  and  Trimalcyon. 

These  two,  on  the  second  plane,  the  other  side  of  the 
gulf,  standing  up  side  by  side,  with  their  arms  crossed, 
outlining  a  characteristic  silhouette  upon  the  azure  sky, 
distinctly  perceptible  across  the  ragged  edges  of  the  rocks. 

Lastly,  a  few  steps  from  the  baron,  stood  Honorat  de 
Berrol,  holding  his  horse  and  Reine's  nag,  and  farther 
still  the  two  servants,  one  of  whom  was  occupied  in 
readjusting  the  harness  of  Mistraon. 

At  the  first  words  of  the  strangers,  the  beautiful  fea- 
tures of  Erebus  expressed  a  sort  of  distressed  impatience  ; 
he  seemed  to  be  undergoing  an  inward  struggle  ;  his  face, 
which  awhile  ago  was  radiant  with  noble  passions,  grad- 
ually grew  sombre,  as  if  he  were  submitting  to  a  mysterious 
and  irresistible  influence. 

But  when  Trimalcyon,  in  a  shrill  and  bantering  voice, 
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again  uttered  a  few  words,  as  he  designated  Reine  bj  an 
insolent  glance,  when  the  lord  Pog  had  added  a  biting 
sarcasm  in  the  same  language,  unintelligible  to  the  other 
actors  in  this  scene,  the  features  of  Erebus  completely 
changed  their  expression. 

With  an  almost  disdainful  gesture,  he  roughly  repulsed 
the  hand  of  the  old  man,  and  fixed  an  impudent  stare  on 
Mile,  des  Anbiez.  This  time  the  girl  blushed  and  dropped 
her  eyes. 

This  sudden  metamorphosis  in  the  manners  of  the 
stranger  was  so  striking  that  the  baron  recoiled  a  step. 
Nevertheless,  after  a  silence  of  a  few  seconds,  he  said  to 
Erebus,  in  a  voice  deeply  moved : 

"  How  shall  I  acknowledge,  sir,  the  service  you  have 
just  rendered  me  ?  " 

"  Oh,  sir,"  added  Reine,  overcoming  the  peculiar 
emotion  which  the  last  look  on  the  part  of  Erebus  had 
inspired,  "  how  shall  we  ever  be  able  to  prove  our  grat- 
itude to  you  ?  " 

"  By  giving  me  a  kiss,  and  this  pin  as  a  remembrance 
of  you,"  replied  the  impudent  young  man. 

He  had  scarcely  uttered  these  words,  when  his  mouth 
touched  Reine's  virginal  lips,  and  his  bold  hand  tore 
away  the  little  pin  enamelled  with  silver,  which  was 
fastened  in  the  young  girl's  waist. 

After  this  double  larceny,  Erebus,  with  wonderful 
agility,  again  cleared  the  gulf  behind  him,  and  rejoined 
his  companions,  with  whom  he  soon  disappeared  behind 
a  mass  of  rocks. 

Reine's  fright  and  emotion  were  so  violent  that  she 
turned  deathly  pale,  her  knees  gave  way,  and  she  fell 
fainting  in  the  arms  of  her  father. 

The  next  day  after  this  scene,  the  three  Muscovites 
took  leave  of  the  marshal,  Duke  of  Yitry,  departed  from 
Marseilles  with  their  attendants,  and  proceeded  on  their 
way  to  Languedoc. 

28 


CHAPTER   III. 

THE   WATCHMAN. 

The  gulf  of  La  Ciotat,  equally  distant  from  Toulon 
and  Marseilles,  lies  in  between  the  two  capes  of  Alon 
and  I'Aigle.     The  latter  rises  on  the  west  of  the  bay. 

By  order  of  the  council  of  the  town  of  La  Ciotat,  a 
sentry-box  for  the  use  of  a  watchman  had  been  erected 
on  the  summit  of  this  promontory.  It  was  the  duty  of 
this  man  to  watch  for  the  coming  of  pirates  from  Bar- 
bary,  and  to  signal  their  approach  by  kindling  a  fire 
which  could  be  seen  all  along  the  coast. 

The  scene  we  are  about  to  describe  occurred  at  the 
foot  of  this  sentry-box  about  the  middle  of  the  month  of 
December,  1G33. 

An  impetuous  northwest  wind,  the  terrible  mistraon 
of  Provence,  was  blowing  with  fury.  The  sun,  half- 
obscured  by  great  masses  of  gray  clouds,  was  slowly 
sinking  in  the  waves,  whose  immense  dark  green  curve 
was  broken  by  a  wide  zone  of  reddish  light,  which 
diminished  in  proportion  as  the  black  clouds  extended 
over  the  horizon. 

The  summit  of  Cape  I'Aigle,  where  the  watchman's 
box  was  situated,  commanded  the  entire  circumference 
of  the  gulf ;  the  last  limestone  spurs  of  the  whitish 
mountains  of  Sixfours,  and  Notre  Dame  de  la  Garde,' 
descending  like  an  amphitheatre  to  the  edge  of  the  gulf, 
here  joined  themselves  to  little  cliffs  formed  of  fine 
white  sand,  which,  lifted  up  by  the  south  wind,  invaded 
a  part  of  the  coast.     A  little  farther,  on  the  declivity  of 
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a  series  of  hills,  shone  the  lights  of  several  quicklime 
ovens,  whose  black  smoke  increased  the  gloomy  aspect 
of  the  sky.  Almost  at  the  foot  of  the  cape  of  I'Aigle, 
at  the  entrance  of  the  bay,  backed  up  against  the  moun- 
tains, could  be  seen,  as  the  crow  flies,  the  island  Yerte 
and  the  little  town  La  Ciotat,  belonging  to  the  diocese 
of  Marseilles  and  the  jurisdiction  of  Aix. 

The  town  formed  almost  a  trapezium,  the  base  of 
which  rested  on  the  port.  This  port  held  a  dozen  small 
vessels,  called  polacres  and  caravels,  laden  with  wines 
and  oil,  waiting  for  favourable  weather  to  return  to  the 
coast  of  Italy.  About  thirty  boats  designed  for  sardine 
fishing,  called  essanyids  by  the  inhabitants  of  Provence, 
were  moored  in  a^little  bay  of  the  gulf,  named  the  cove 
of  La  Fontaine.  The  belfries  of  the  churches  and  of  the 
convent  of  the  Ursulines  were  the  only  tilings  which 
broke  the  monotony  of  the  dwellings,  almost  entirely 
covered  with  tiles. 

On  the  hillsides  which  commanded  the  town,  fields  of 
olive-trees  could  be  seen,  several  clusters  of  green  oak 
and  hillocks  of  vines,  and  at  the  extreme  horizon  the  pine- 
covered  summits  of.  the  chain  of  Roquefort  mountains. 

At  the  eastern  limit  of  the  bay  of  La  Ciotat,  between 
the  points  Carbonieres  and  Seques,  the  ancient  Roman 
ruins,  called  Torrentum,  could  be  distinguished,  and 
farther  and  farther  toward  the  north  several  windmills, 
thrown  here  and  there  upon  the  heights,  served  as  sea- 
marks to  the  vessels  which  came  to  anchor  in  the  gulf. 

Outside,  and  west  of  the  cape  of  L'Aigle,  almost  upon 
the  edge  of  the  sea,  rose  a  fortified  mansion  named  Les 
Anbiez,  of  which  we  will  speak  later. 

The  summit  of  the  cape  of  L'Aigle  formed  a  table- 
land fifty  feet  in  circumference.  Almost  everywhere 
was  the  same  precipitous  rock  of  yellowish  sandstone, 
variegated  with  brown ;  sea-broom,  heather,  and  clover 
crossed  it  here  and  there ;  the  watchman's  sentry-box 
was  erected  under  the  cover  of  two  stunted  oaks  and  a 
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gigantic  pine,  which  had  braved  the  fury  of  the  tempests 
for  two  or  three  centuries. 

When  the  wind  was  very  violent,  although  the  promon- 
tory was  more  than  three  hundred  feet  above  the  level 
of  the  sea,  one  could  hear  the  muttering  thunder  of  the 
surf,  as  the  waves  broke  themselves  against  its  base. 

The  watchman's  box,  solidly  built  of  large  blocks  of 
stone,  was  covered  over  with  slabs  taken  from  the  same 
quarry,  so  that  the  massive  construction  was  able  to 
resist  the  most  violent  winds. 

The  principal  opening  of  this  cabin  looked  toward 
the  south,  and  from  it  the  horizon  was  completely  in 
view. 

Near  the  door  was  a  wide  and  deep  square  kiln,  made 
of  iron  grating  placed  on  layers  of  masonry.  This  kiln 
was  kept  filled  with  vine  branches  and  fagots  of  olive- 
wood,  ready  to  produce  a  tall  and  brilliant  flame,  which 
could  be  seen  at  a  great  distance.  The  furniture  of  this 
cabin  was  very  poor,  with  the  exception  of  a  carved  ebony 
casket,  ornamented  with  the  coat  of  arms  and  the  cross 
of  Malta,  which  treasure  contrasted  singularly  with  the 
modest  appearance  of  this  little  habitation.  A  walnut 
chest  contained  a  few  marine  books,  quite  eagerly  sought 
after  by  the  learned  of  our  day,  among  others  "  The 
Guide  of  the  Old  Harbour  Pilot  "  and  "  The  Torch  of 
the  Sea."  From  the  rough  lime-plastered  walls  hung 
a  cutlass,  a  battle-axe,  and  a  wheel-lock  musket. 

Two  coarse,  illuminated  engravings,  representing  St. 
Elmo,  the  patron  of  mariners,  and  the  portrait  of  the 
grand  master  of  the  hospitable  order  of  St.  John  of 
Jerusalem,  then  existing,  were  nailed  above  the  ebony 
casket.  To  conclude  the  inventory  of  furniture,  on  the 
floor  near  the  fireplace,  where  a  large  log  of  olive  wood 
was  slowly  burning,  a  rush  matting,  covered  over  with  an 
old  Turkish  carpet,  formed  a  moderately  good  bed,  for 
the  inhabitant  of  this 'isolated  retreat  was  not  wholly 
indifferent  to  comfort. 
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The  watchman  on  the  cape  of  L'Aigie  was  attentively 
examining  all  the  points  of  the  horizon,  with  the  aid  of 
a  Galileo  spy-glass,  at  that  time  known  by  the  name 
of  long-view\  The  setting  sun  pierced  the  thick  curtain 
of  clouds,  and  with  its  last  rays  gilded  the  red  trunk  of 
the  tall  pine,  the  rough  ridges  of  the  little  cabin  walls, 
and  the  -corners  of  the  brown  rock  upon  which  the 
watchman  was  leaning. 

The  calm,  intelligent  face  of  this  man  was  now  lighted 
with  intense  interest. 

His  complexion,  burned  by  the  wind  and  tanned  by 
the  sun,  was  the  colour  of  brick,  and  here  and  there 
showed  deep  wrinkles.  The  hood  of  his  long-sleeved 
mantle,  hiding  his  white  hair,  shaded  his  black  eyes  and 
eyebrows ;  his  long,  gray  moustache  fell  considerably  be- 
low his  lower  lip,  where  it  mingled  with  a  heavy  beard, 
which  covered  the  whole  of  his  chin. 

A  red  and  green  woollen  girdle  fastened  his  sailor 
trousers  around  his  hips ;  straps  supported  his  leather 
gaiters  above  his  knees ;  a  bag  of  richly  embroidered 
stuff,  hanging  from  his  belt  by  the  side  of  a  long  knife 
in  its  sheath,  contained  his  tobacco,  while  his  cachim- 
babaou,  or  long  Turkish  pipe  with  an  earthen  bowl,  lay 
against  the  outer  wall  of  his  cabin. 

For  ten  years  Bernard  Fcyrou  had  been  watchman  on 
the  cape  of  L'Aigie.  He  had  recently  been  elected 
assignee  of  the  overseer  fishers  of  La  Ciotat,  who  held 
their  session  every  Sunday  when  there  was  matter  for 
consideration.  The  watchman  had  served  as  patron 
seaman  on  the  galleys  of  ]\Ialta  for  more  than  twenty 
years,  never  in  all  his  navigations  having  left  the  Com- 
mander Pierre  des  Anbiez,  of  the  venerable  nation  of 
Provence,  and  brother  of  Raimond  Y.,  Baron  des  Anbiez, 
who  lived  on  the  coast  in  the  fortified  house  of  which 
we  have  spoken.  On  each  of  these  voyages  to  France 
the  commander  never  failed  to  visit  the  watchman. 
Their  interviews  lasted  a  long  time,  and  it  was  observed 
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that  the  habitual  melancholy  of  the  commander  increased 
after  these  conversations. 

Peyrou,  a  lifelong  sufferer  from  serious  wounds,  and 
unfit  for  active  service  on  the  sea,  had  been,  at  the  rec- 
ommendation of  his  old  captain,  chosen  watchman  by 
the  council  of  the  town  of  La  Ciotat.  When  on  Sunday 
he  presided  at  the  consultation  of  the  overseers,  an  ex- 
perienced sailor  supplied  his  place  at  the  sentry-box. 
Naturally  endowed  with  a  sense  of  right  and  justice,  and 
living  ten  years  in  solitude,  between  the  sky  and  the  sea, 
Peyrou  had  added  much  to  his  intelligence  by  medita- 
tion. Already  possessing  the  nautical  and  astronomical 
knowledge  necessary  to  an  officer  on  a  galley  of  the 
seventeenth  century,  he  continued  to  learn  by  a  con- 
stant study  of  the  great  phenomena  of  nature  always 
before  his  eyes. 

Thanks  to  his  experience,  and  his  habit  of  comparing 
cause  and  effect,  no  one  knew  better  than  himself  how 
to  predict  the  beginning,  the  duration,  and  the  end  of 
the  storms  which  prevailed  on  the  coast. 

He  announced  the  calm  and  the  tempest,  the  dis- 
astrous hurricanes  of  the  mutraon,  as  the  northwester 
was  named  in  Provence,  the  gentle,  fruitful  rains  of 
the  miegion,  or  south  wind,  and  the  violent  tornado 
of  the  labechades,  or  wind  from  the  southwest;  in  fact, 
the  form  of  the  clouds,  the  soft  or  brilliant  azure  of  the 
sky,  the  various  colours  of  the  sea,  and  all  those  vague, 
deep,  and  undefined  noises  which  occasionally  spring  up 
in  the  midst  of  the  silence  of  the  elements  were  for  him 
so  many  evident  signs,  from  which  he  deduced  the  most 
infallible  conclusions. 

Never  a  captain  of  a  merchantman,  never  a  cockswain 
of  a  bark,  put  to  sea  without  having  consulted  Master 
Peyrou. 

Men  ordinarily  surround  with  a  sort  of  superstitious 
reverence  and  halo  those  who  live  apart  from  the  rest  of 
the  world. 
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Peyrou  was  no  exception  to  the  rule. 

As  his  predictions  about  the  weather  were  almost 
invariably  realised,  the  inhabitants  of  La  Ciotat  and  the 
environs  soon  persuaded  themselves  that  a  man  who 
knew  so  much  of  the  things  in  the  sky  could  not  be 
ignorant  of  the  things  on  the  earth. 

Without  passing  exactly  as  a  sorcerer,  the  hermit  of 
the  cape  of  L'Aigie,  consulted  in  so  many  important  cir- 
cumstances, became  the  depositary  of  many  secrets. 

A  dishonest  man  would  have  cruelly  abused  this  power, 
but  Peyrou  took  advantage  of  it  to  encourage,  sustain, 
and  defend  the  good,  and  to  accuse,  confound,  and 
intimidate  the  wicked. 

A  practical  philosopher,  he  felt  that  his  opinion, 
his  predictions,  and  his  threats  would  lose  much  if 
their  authority  was  not  supported  by  a  certain  cabalis- 
tic display ;  hence,  although  he  did  so  with  reluc- 
tance, he  accompanied  each  opinion  with  a  mysterious 
formula. 

The  excellent  spy-glass  was  a  marvellous  aid  to  his 
power  of  divination.  Not  only  did  he  turn  it  to  the 
horizon  in  order  to  discover  the  chebecs  and  piratical 
vessels  of  Barbary,  but  he  directed  it  to  the  little  town 
of  La  Ciotat,  —  on  the  houses,  the  fields,  and  the  beach, 
—  and  thus  surprised  many  secrets  and  mysteries,  and 
by  this  means  increased  the  reverence  he  inspired. 

Peyrou,  however,  was  altogether  above  the  vulgar 
sorcerer  by  his  entire  disinterestedness.  Had  he  some 
honest  poverty  to  befriend,  he  ordered  one  of  his  wealthier 
clients  to  put  a  moderate  offering  in  some  secret  spot 
which  he  indicated ;  the  poor  client,  informed  by  Peyrou, 
went  to  the  spot  and  foimd  the  mysterious  alms. 

Instigated  by  a  blind  zeal,  the  priests  of  the  diocese 
of  Marseilles  wished  to  criminate  the  mysterious  life  of 
Peyrou,  but  the  surrounding  population  immediately  as- 
sumed such  a  menacing  attitude,  and  the  town  council 
bore  such  testimony  to  the  excellence  of  the  watchman's 
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character,  that  he  was  permitted  to  live  his  solitary  life 
in  peace. 

His  only  companion  in  this  profound  retreat  was  a 
female  eagle  which,  two  years  before,  had  come  to  lay 
her  eggs  in  one  of  the  hollows  of  the  inaccessible  rocks 
which  bordered  the  coast.  The  male  bird  had  no  doubt 
been  killed,  as  the  watchman  never  saw  him. 

Peyrou  gave  food  to  the  young  eagles  ;  by  degrees  the 
mother  grew  accustomed  to  the  sight  of  him,  and  the 
year  after,  she  returned  in  perfect  confidence  to  lay  in 
.the  nest  which  Peyrou  had  prepared  for  her  in  a  neigh- 
bouring rock. 

Often  the  eagle  perched  on  the  branches  of  the  tall 
pine  which  shaded  the  watchman's  house,  and  some- 
times walked  with  a  heavy  and  awkward  step  on  the 
little  platform. 

Upon  that  day,  Brilliant,  for  so  the  watchman  had 
named  the  noble  bird,  seduced  him  from  his  reverie.  She 
tumbled  down  from  the  topmost  branch  of  the  pine,  and 
with  half-open  wings  ran  up  to  her  friend  with  the 
ungraceful,  waddling  gait  of  a  bird  of  prey.  Her  plu- 
mage, black  and  brown  on  the  wings,  was  ash-coloured 
and  spotted  with  white  on  the  body  and  neck ;  her  for- 
midable talons,  covered  with  thick  and  shining  scales, 
terminated  in  three  claws  and  a  sharp  spur  of  smooth, 
black  horn. 

Brilliant  looked  up  at  the  watchman,  lifting  high  her 
flat,  gray  head,  where  glittered  two  bold  round  eyes, 
whose  iris  dilated  in  a  transparent  cornea,  the  colour  of 
topaz. 

Her  beak,  strong  and  bluish  like  burnished  steel,  dis- 
closed, when  it  opened,  a  slender  tongue  of  pale  red. 

To  attract  the  watchman's  attention,  the  eagle  gently 
bit  the  end  of  his  shoe,  made  of  fawn  leather. 

Peyrou  stooped  and  caressed  Brilliant,  who  ruffled  her 
feathers  and  uttered  a  discordant  and  broken  cry. 

But  suddenly,  hearing  a  step  in  the  narrow  foot-path 
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which  led  to  the  cabin,  the  eagle  lifted  herself,  uttered  a 
long  barking  cry,  stretched  her  powerful  wings,  hovered 
a  moment  over  the  colossal  pine,  and  like  an  arrow  shot 
into  space.  Soon  nothing  could  be  seen  but  a  black  spot 
on  the  deep  blue  sky. 


CHAPTER   IV. 

STEPHANETTE. 

A  YOUNG  girl  with  lioht  complexion,  black  eyes,  white 
teeth,  and  a  bright  and  mischievous  smile,  appeared,  and 
stopped  a  moment  on  the  last  ste|t  of  the  stair  of  rocks 
which  led  to  the  house  of  the  watchman. 

She  wore  the  graceful  and  picturesque  costume  of  the 
girls  of  Provence  :  a  l)rown  petticoat  and  red  waist,  with 
wide  basques  and  tight  sleeves.  Her  little  felt  hat  left 
visible  the  beautiful  nape  of  her  neck  and  long  tresses  of 
black  hair  rolled  under  a  scarlet  silk  net. 

Orphan  and  foster-sister  to  Mile.  Reine  des  Anbiez, 
Stephanette  served  her  in  the  duties  of  a  companion, 
and  was  treated  more  as  a  friend  than  a  servant. 

Stephanette's  heart  was  good,  true,  and  grateful,  her 
conduct  irreproachable.  Her  only  fault  was  a  mischie- 
vous village  coquetry,  which  was  the  despair  of  the  fishers 
and  captains  of  small  craft  in  the  gulf  of  La  Ciotat,  nor 
will  we  except  from  the  number  of  these  interesting 
victims  her  betrothed.  Captain  Luquin  Trinquetaille, 
captain  of  the  polacre,  Holy  Terror  to  the  3IoorSy  hy 
the  Grace  of  God,  —  a  long  and  significant  appellation, 
inscribed  at  full  length  on  the  stern  of  Captain  Trinque- 
taille's  boat. 

Gallantly  armed  with  six  swivel-guns,  it  was  the 
business  of  the  polacre  to  escort  vessels  from  La  Ciotat 
which,  forced  by  their  commerce  to  have  free  intercourse 
with  the  coasts  of  Italy,  dreaded  the  attacks  of  pirates. 

Stephanette  shared  the  veneration  that  the  watchman 
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on  the  cape  of  I'Aigle  inspired  among  the  inhabitants  of 
the  neighbourhood.  She  trembled  as  she  approached 
him  with  downcast  eyes. 

"  May  God  keep  you,  my  child  I "  said  Peyrou,  affec- 
tionately, for  he  loved  her  as  he  loved  all  who  belonged 
to  the  family  of  his  old  captain,  the  Commander  des 
Anbiez. 

"  May  St.  Magnus  and  St.  Elzear  aid  you,  Master 
Peyrou  ! "  replied  Stephanette,  with  her  most  beautiful 
curtsey. 

"  Thank  you  for  your  good  wishes,  Stephanette. 
How  are  monseigneur  and  Mile.  Reine,  your  young  and 
beautiful  mistress  ?  Has  she  recovered  from  her  fright 
of  the  other  day  ?  " 

"•  Yes,  Master  Peyrou  ;  mademoiselle  is  better,  al- 
though she  is  still  quite  pale.  But  was  ever  such  a 
miscreant  seen  ?  To  dare,  kiss  mademoiselle  !  and  that, 
too,  in  the  presence  of  monseigneur  and  her  betrothed ! 
But  people  say  these  Muscovites  are  barbarians.  They 
are  more  savage  and  more  of  Antichrist  than  the  Turks 
themselves,  are  they  not,  Master  Peyrou  ?  They  will  be 
damned  twice  in  a  doubly  hot  fire." 

Without  replying  to  Stephanette's  theological  argu- 
ment, the  watchman  said  to  her :  "  Does  not  monsei- 
gneur resent  this  breach  of  good  manners  ?  " 

"  He !  Why,  Master  Peyrou,  as  true  as  Rosseline  is 
a  saint  in  Paradise,  the  same  day  that  monseigneur  came 
so  near  falling  into  the  chasm  of  Ollioules,  he  supped  as 
merrily  as  if  he  had  just  returned  from  a  patronal  feast. 
Indeed,  it  is  so,  —  and  he  drank  two  cups  of  Spanish 
wine  to  the  health  of  the  young  miscreant !  And  would 
you  believe  it.  Master  Peyrou,  he  is  never  tired  of  boast- 
ing of  the  courage  and  agility  of  the  Muscovite  !  Yes, 
he  said :  '  Manjour !  instead  of  stealing  the  pin  and 
kiss  like  a  thief,  why  did  he  not  ask  for  them,  —  my 
daughter  Reine  would  have  given  him  a  kiss,  and  with  a 
good  heart  too  ! '     And  ever  since  that  day  monseigneur 
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is  constantly  saying,  '  Really,  these  Muscovites  are 
strange  companions.'  But  for  all  that,  M.  Honorat  de 
Berrol  turns  red  with  indignation  whenever  he  hears 
this  impudent  fellow,  who  stole  a  kiss  from  his  be- 
trothed, mentioned.  And  another  strange  thing,  Mas- 
ter Peyrou,  is  that  monseigneur  is  not  willing  to  get 
rid  of  that  wicked  little  horse,  ^listraon,  that  has  been 
the  cause  of  all  the  mischief ;  he  rides  it  in  preference 
to  any  other.  Now  say.  Master  Peyrou,  don't  you  think 
that  is  tempting  Providence  ?  " 

"  Have  these  strangers  departed  from  Marseilles  ? " 
asked  the  watchman,  without  replying  to  Stephanette. 

"  Yes,  Master  Peyrou,  they  say  they  have  taken  the 
route  to  Languedoc,  after  having  made  a  visit  to  the 
Marshal  of  Vitry.  They  say,  too,  that  this  wicked  duke 
is  quite  worthy  of  being  acquainted  with  such  rascals. 
Ah,  if  monseigneur  had  his  way,  the  marshal  would  not 
be  governor  of  Provence  very  long.  The  baron  cannot 
hear  him  mentioned  without  flying  into  a  passion,  — 
such  a  passion !  you  have  no  idea  of  it,  Master  Peyrou." 

"  Yes,  my  child,  I  have  seen  the  baron,  at  the  time  of 
the  revolt  of  the  Cascabeoux,  act  as  his  father  did  at  the 
time  of  the  revolt  of  the  Razats,  under  Henry  HI.,  and 
again  at  the  time  of  the  rebellion  of  the  Gascons  against 
the  Duke  d'Epernon,  under  the  last  reign.  Yes,  yes ;  I 
know  that  Raimond  V.  hates  his  enemies  as  much  as  he 
loves  his  friends." 

"  You  are  right,  Master  Peyrou,  and  monseigneur's 
anger  against  the  governor  has  increased  since  this 
recorder  of  the  admiralty  of  Toulon,  Master  Isnard,  who 
they  say  is  so  wicked,  has  been  visiting  the  castles  of 
the  diocese  by  order  of  his  Eminence,  the  cardinal. 
Monseigneur  says  these  visits  are  an  outrage  upon  the 
nobility,  and  that  the  Marshal  of  Vitry  is  a  scoundrel. 
Between  us,  I  am  of  the  same  opinion,  since  he  protects 
shameless  Muscovites  who  have  the  insolence  to  kiss 
young  girls  when  they  are  not  expecting  it." 
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"  My  opinion  is,  Stephanette,  that  you  are  very  severe 
upon  young  men  who  kiss  young  girls,"  said  the  old 
man  with  mock  gravity,  "  which  proves  that  you  are 
naturally  ferocious,  —  but  what  do  you  want  of  me  ?" 

"Master  Peyrou,''  said  the  girl,  with  an  air  of  embar- 
rassment, "  1  want  to  know  if  the  weather  promises  a 
good  passage  to  Nice,  and  if  one  could  leave  this  port 
with  safety." 

"  You  wish,  then,  to  go  to' Nice,  my  child  ?" 

"  No,  not  I  exactly,  but  a  brave  and  honest  sailor 
who  —  who  —  " 

"  Ah,  I  understand,  I  understand,"  said  the  watch- 
man, interrupting  Stephanette's  stammering ;  "  you 
mean  young  Bernard,  patron  of  the  tartan,  the  Sacred 
Balm." 

"  No,  no,  Master  Peyrou,  I  assure  you  I  do  not  mean 
him,"  said  the  girl,  turning  as  red  as  a  cherry. 

"  Come,  come,  you  need  not  blush  like  that,"  and  the 
watchman  added,  in  a  lower  tone  :  "  Was  the  beautiful 
bouquet  of  green  thyme,  that  he  tied  three  days  ago  to 
your  window  bar  with  rose  coloured  ribbon,  to  your 
taste  ? " 

"  A  bouquet  of  green  thyme  !  What  bouquet  are  you 
talking  about.  Master  Peyrou  ?  " 

The  watchman  held  up  a  threatening  finger  to  Ste- 
phanette and  said :  "  What !  last  Thursday,  at  day- 
break, did  not  the  patron  Bernard  carry  a  bouquet  to 
your  window  ?" 

"  Wait,  —  let  me  see.  Master  Peyrou,"  said  the  young 
girl,  with  an  air  of  recalling  something  to  her  memory  ; 
"  was  it  then  yesterday  that,  in  opening  my  casement,  I 
found  something  like  a  bundle  of  dried  herbs  ?  " 

'•  Stephanette,  Stephanette !  you  cannot  deceive  the 
old  watchman.  Listen  ;  patron  Bernard  had  hardly  de- 
scended, when  you  came  and  untied  the  rose  coloured 
ribbon,  and  put  the  bouquet  in  a  pretty  terra-cotta 
vase,  and  you  have  watered  it  every  morning  ;  yester- 
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day   was   the   only  day  you    neglected    it,  and    it   has 
withered  —  " 

The  young  girl  stared  at  the  watchman  in  utter  amaze- 
ment.    This  revelation  seemed  like  sorcery. 

The  oM  nan  looked  at  her  with  a  mischievous  expres- 
sion, and  continued : 

>•'  So  it  is  not  the  patron  Bernard  who  is  going  to 
Nice  ? " 

"  No,  Master  Peyrou." 

"  Then  it  must  be  the  pilot  Terzarol." 

"  The  pilot  Terzarol !  "  cried  Stephanette,  clasping  her 
hands,  "  may  Our  Lady  help  me,  if  1  know  anything 
about  this  pilot  going  to  sea." 

''  Well,  well,  my  child,  1  was  mistaken  about  Bernard, 
for  it  is  true  that  you  have  allowed  his  bouquet  to  wither, 
but  1  am  not  mistaken  about  Terzarol,  because  yesterday, 
from  the  height  of  the  castle  turret,  you  passed  more 
than  two  hours  looking  at  the  bold  pilot  throwing  nets." 

"1,  Master  Peyrou,  1  ?" 

"  Your  very  self,  Stephanette,  and  at  each  cast  of  the 
net,  Terzarol  waved  his  cap  in  triumph,  and  you  waved 
your  handkerchief  in  congratulation ;  he  ought  to  have 
made  a  good  haul,  so  enthusiastically  did  he  labour, — 
you  come  then  to  ask  me  if  Terzarol  will  have  a  good 
voyage  to  Nice  ? " 

This  time  Stephanette  began  to  feel  afraid,  as  she 
realised  how  much  the  watchman  knew. 

"  Ah,  my  faith,  Master  Peyrou,  you  know  everything  ! " 
cried  she,  innocently. 

The  old  man  smiled,  shook  his  head,  and  replied  in 
the  words  of  the  Provencal  proverb,  "  Experienco  passo 
scieneo,  —  experience  passes  science." 

The  poor  child,  fearing  that  the  watchman's  marvellous 
discoveries  concerning  her  innocent  coquetry  might  give 
him  a  bad  opinion  of  her,  cried,  with  tears  in  her  eyes, 
as  she  clasped  her  hands : 

"  Ah,  Master  Peyrou,  I  am  an  honest  girl ! " 

41 


THE   KNIGHT    OF    MALTA. 

"  I  know  it,  my  child,"  said  the  watchman,  pressing 
her  hand  affectionately.  "  I  know  that  you  are  worthy 
of  the  protection  and  affection  which  your  noble  and 
kind  mistress  shows  you.  It  is  only  girlish  mischief  and 
lo\  e  of  fun  which  tempts  you  to  turn  the  heads  of  these 
young  men,  and  make  poor  Luquin  Trinquetaille  jealous, 
Luquin,  who  loves  you  so  much  and  so  faithfully.  But 
listen,  Stephanettc,  you  know  the  proverb  of  the  vine- 
dressers in  our  valleys :  Paou  vignuse  hen  tengudos,  — 
have  few  vines  and  culti^atc  them  well.  Instead  of 
scattering  your  coquetries,  concentrate  all  your  charms 
upon  your  betrothed,  who  will  prove  a  good  and  honest 
husband  for  you,  —  that  would  be  far  better,  —  and  then, 
you  see,  my  child,  these  young  men  are  quick,  inflam- 
mable, and  courageous ;  self-love  comes  in,  rivalry  exas- 
perates, a  combat  follows,  blood  flows,  and  then  —  " 

"Ah,  Master  Peyrou,  then  I  should  die  of  despair. 
All  of  this  is  folly.  I  was  wrong,  I  admit,  to  amuse  my- 
self with  the  admiring  glances  of  Bernard  and  Terzarol, 
for  I  love  Luquin  and  he  loves  me ;  we  are  going  to  be 
married  the  same  day  as  Mile,  and  M.  Honorat  de 
Berrol,  —  the  baron  desires  it.  Really,  Master  Peyrou, 
you,  who  find  out  everything,  ought  to  know  that  I  think 
of  nobody  but  Luquin.  It  is  about  his  voyage  that  I 
have  come  to  consult  you.  Master  Talebard-Talebardon, 
consul  of  La  Ciotat,  is  about  to  send  to  Nice  three 
tartans  laden  with  merchandise.  He  has  made  a  bargain 
with  Luquin  to  escort  them  ;  do  you  think.  Master  Pey- 
rou, the  passage  will  be  good  ?  Can  he  put  to  sea  with 
safety  ?  Is  there  no  pirate  in  sight  ?  Oh,  if  a  corsair 
is  in  sight,  or  a  storm  threatens,  he  will  not  depart ! " 

"  Oh,  so,  so,  my  child,  do  you  think  you  have  so  much 
influence  over  this  bold  artilleryman  ?  You  are  mis- 
taken, I  think.  What !  keep  him  in  port  when  there  is 
danger  in  going  out  ?  You  might  as  well  try  to  anchor 
a  ship  with  a  thread  from  your  distaff." 

"  Oh,  be  quiet.  Master  Peyrou,"  said  Stephanette,  re- 
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gaining  her  composure  ;  "  to  keep  Luquin  near  me,  I  need 
not  tell  him  of  winds  or  tempests  or  of  pirates.  I  will 
only  tell  him  that  I  will  give  Bernard  a  ribbon  to  put  on 
his  lance  at  the  next  tilting-match,  or  that  I  will  ask 
the  pilot  Terzarol  for  a  good  place  at  one  of  the  windows 
of  his  mother's  house,  that  I  may  go  with  Dulceline,  the 
housekeeper  at  Maison-Forte,  to  see  the  wrestling  and 
leaping  over  the  cross-bar  in  La  Ciotat ;  then,  I  swear  to 
you,  Master  Peyrou,  Luquin  will  not  go  out  of  the  gulf, 
not  if  the  consul,  Talebard-Talcbardon,  covered  the  deck 
of  his  polacre  with  pieces  of  silver." 

"  Ah,  what  a  cunning  gipsy  you  are !  "  said  the  old 
man,  smiling.  "  I  would  never  have  thought  of  such 
tricks.  Alas,  alas  !  Buoii  vielfa  rego  drecho,  —  the  old 
ox  makes  a  straight  furrow.  But  come,  now,  Stepha- 
nette,  make  yourself  easy ;  you  need  not  rob  your  waist 
of  a  ribbon  for  Bernard  nor  ask  for  a  window  at  the 
Terzarol  house :  the  wind  blows  from  the  west,  and  if  it 
does  not  change  at  sunset,  and  if  Martin-Bouffo,  the  deep 
grotto  of  roaring  waters  in  the  gulf,  says  nothing  to- 
morrow at  daybreak  Luquin  will  be  able  to  go  out 
of  the  gulf  and  sail  for  Nice  without  fear ;  as  to  the  pas- 
sage, I  will  answer  for  that ;  as  to  the  pirates,  I  am  going 
to  give  you  a  charm  that  is  sure  in  its  effect,  if  not  to 
confuse  them  entirely,  at  least  to  prevent  their  carrying 
off  the  Holy  Terror  to  the  Moors,  by  the  Grace  of  God." 

"  Ah,  how  thankful  I  will  be.  Master  Peyrou ! "  said 
the  young  girl,  as  she  assisted  him  to  rise,  for  he  walked 
with  considerable  pain. 

The  old  man  went  into  his  cabin,  took  a  little  bag 
covered  with  cabalistic  signs  and  gave  it  to  Stephanette, 
instructing  her  to  order  Luquin  to  conform  scrupulously 
to  the  directions  he  would  find  in  it. 

"  How  good  you  are.  Master  Peyrou !  How  shall  I 
reward  —  " 

"  By  promising  me,  my  child,  henceforth  to  allow  Ber- 
nard's bouquets  to  dry  on  the  bars  of  your  window, — 
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then,  believe  me,  there  will  be  no  more  of  them,  be- 
cause a  bouquet  that  is  watered  makes  many  others  grow. 
Ah !  and  you  must  promise  me,  too,  not  to  encourage 
pilot  Terzarol's  fishing,  because  to  please  you  he  would 
destroy  all  the  fish  in  the  bay,  and  he  would  finish  by 
being  called  before  the  overseer  fishers,  and  1  would  be 
obliged  to  condemn  him.  By  the  way,  how  goes  on  the 
discussion  between  monseigneur  and  the  consuls,  on 
the  right  of  fishing  in  the  cove,  —  does  Raimond  V.  still 
keep  his  seines  there  ? " 

"  Yes,  Master  Peyrou,  and  he  will  not  take  them 
away  ;  he  says  that  the  right  of  fishing  there  belongs  to 
him  up  to  the  rocks  of  Castrembaou,  and  that  he  will 
not  yield  that  right  to  anybody." 

"  Listen,  Stephanette :  your  mistress  has  her  father's 
ear ;  do  you  persuade  her  to  counsel  him  to  arrange  it 
amicably  with  the  consuls :  that  will  be  the  best  for  all 
parties." 

"  Yes,  Master  Peyrou,  make  yourself  easy  about  it,  I 
will  mention  it  to  Mile.  Reine." 

"  Very  well,  my  child,  —  good-bye,  and  above  all,  no 
more  coquetry,  —  do  you  promise  me  that?" 

"  Yes,  Master  Pevrou,  onlv  —  only  —  " 

"  Well,  say  it." 

"  Only,  you  see,  Master  Peyrou,  I  would  not  Hke  to 
make  Bernard  and  Terzarol  despair  entirely,  —  not  on 
my  own  account,  Our  Lady,  no,  but  on  account  of 
Luquin,  because  I  must  have  some  means  of  keeping 
him  in  port,  in  case  of  great  danger,  you  see.  Master 
Peyrou,  — and  for  that  purpose,  jealousy  is  worth  more 
than  all  the  anchors  of  his  ship." 

"  That  is  right,"  said  the  watchman,  with  a  significant 
smile,  "  you  must  think  of  Luquin  above  all  things." 

The  young  girl  dropped  her  eyes  and  smiled,  then 
said :  "  Ah,  I  was  about  to  forget.  Master  Peyrou,  to 
ask  you  if  you  thought  that  monsieur,  the  commander, 
and  the  Reverend  Father  Elzear  would  arrive  here  for 
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the  Christinas  holidays,  as  the  baron  hopes.  He  is  so 
anxious  to  see  his  two  brothers  again  —  do  you  know  that 
Christmas  has  been  twice  celebrated  at  Maison-Forte 
without  them  ?  " 

At  the  mention  of  the  commander,  the  face  of  the 
watchman  took  on  an  expression  of  profound  melan- 
choly. 

"  If  God  grants  my  most  earnest  prayers,  my  child, 
they  will  both  come,  but,  alas.  Father  Elzear  has  gone 
to  redeem  captives  in  Algiers,  as  a  worthy  and  courage- 
ous brother  of  mercy,  and  the  faith  of  those  Barbary 
people  is  perfidious  !  " 

"  Yes,  Master  Peyrou,  as  Father  Elzear  learned  by 
experience  when  he  was  kept  in  the  convict-prison 
among  slaves  for  one  year  I  At  his  age,  too,  to  suffer 
so  much ! " 

"  And  without  a  murmur, —  without  losing  his  adorable 
saintliness  —  " 

"  Speaking  of  them,  Master  Peyrou,  why  is  the  com- 
mander's galley,  instead  of  being  white  and  gold  like 
the  gallant  galleys  of  the  king,  and  of  monseigneur,  the 
Duke  of  Guise,  always  painted  in  black  like  a  coffin  ? 
Why  are  its  sails  and  masts  black  ?  Really,  nothing 
looks  more  solemn,  and  his  sailors  and  his  soldiers,  they 
look  as  hard  and  severe  as  Spanish  monks ;  and  then  the 
commander  himself  looks  so  sad.  I  never  saw  a  smile  on 
his  pale  face  but  once,  and  that  was  when  he  arrived  at 
Maison-Forte  and  embraced  monseigneur  and  my  mis- 
tress. Yet,  my  God,  what  a  melancholy  smile !  Is  it 
not  strange,  Master  Peyrou,  and  all  the  more  so  because 
Luquin  told  me,  the  other  day,  that  when  he  w^as  artil- 
leryman on  board  La  Guisarde,  the  admiral's  galley,  in 
the  waters  of  the  Levant,  many  a  time  he  has  seen  the 
commanders  and  captains  of  Malta^  at  Naples,  and  not- 
withstanding the  severity  of  their  order,  they  were  as 
merry  as  other  officers." 

The  watchman  for  some  moments  seemed  as  if  he  no ' 
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longer  heard  the  girl ;  his  head  had  fallen  upon  his 
breast,  he  was  lost  in  profound  meditation,  and  when 
Stephanette  bade  him  farewell,  he  responded  only  by  an 
affectionate  gesture  of  the  hand.  Some  time  after  the 
departure  of  the  young  girl,  he  went  into  his  cabin, 
opened  the  carved  ebony  box  he  found  there,  sprung 
the  secret  lock  of  a  double  bottom,  and  took  out  of  it  a 
little  casket  chased  with  silver ;  an  embassed  Maltese 
cross  ornamented  its  cover. 

For  a  long  time  he  gazed  at  this  casket  with  sorrow- 
ful attention ;  the  sight  of  it  seemed  to  awaken  the 
most  bitter  memories.  Then,  assuring  himself  that  this 
mysterious  trust  was  still  intact,  he  shut  the  doors  of 
the  ebony  chest  and,  like  a  dreamer,  returned  to  his 
seat  at  the  door  of  his  cabin. 
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THE  BETROTHED. 

Stephanette  left  the  watchman  with  a  light  heart. 
She  was  just  about  to  quit  the  esplanade,  when  she  saw, 
on  the  last  steps  of  the  stairway,  the  tall  figure  of  Cap- 
tain Luquin  Trinquetaille.  With  an  imperative  sign  the 
young  girl  ordered  him  to  return  by  the  way  he  had 
come. 

The  sailor  showed  an  exemplary  submission;  he 
stopped,  made  a  right-about,  with  the  quickness  and 
precision  of  a  German  grenadier,  and  gravely  descended 
the  steps  he  had  just  mounted. 

Had  the  meeting  been  arranged  by  the  lovers  ?  We 
do  not  know,  but  certain  it  was  that  Stephanette,  pre- 
ceded by  her  obedient  adorer,  descended  the  narrow, 
winding  flight  of  steps  which  conducted  to  the  watch- 
man's cabin,  with  the  lightness  of  a  gazelle. 

Many  times  Luquin  turned  his  head,  to  catch  a  sight 
of  the  neat  ankle  and  little  foot,  which  cleared  the 
rough  rocks  so  nimbly,  but  Stephanette,  with  a  threaten- 
ing gesture,  and  queen-like  dignity,  arrested  the  curiosity 
of  the  ex-artilleryman,  who  was  compelled  to  accelerate 
his  gait  in  obedience  to  the  oft-repeated  words : 

"Go  on,  Luquin,  go  on  !  " 

While  the  lovers  are  descending  the  escarpment  of  the 
cape  of  I'Aigle,  we  will  say  a  few  words  about  Luquin 
Trinquetaille.  He  was  a  robust  fellow  of  thirty  years, 
brown  and  sunburnt.     He  had  a  manly  figure,  a  frank, 
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ingenuous  manner,  somewhat  vain ;  he  wore  a  costume 
which  marked  both  the  soldier  and  the  sailor,  —  a  mili- 
tary coat,  and  Provencal  breeches,  fastened  around  his 
waist  by  the  belt  which  held  his  broadsword. 

The  air  was  cold,  and  over  his  coat  he  wore  a  mantle, 
the  seams  of  which  were  braided  in  red  and  blue  wool ; 
the  hood  half  covered  his  forehead,  and  under  it  could 
be  seen  a  forest  of  black  curls. 

When  they  had  reached  the  foot  of  the  mountain, 
Stephanette,  in  spite  of  her  agility,  felt  the  need  of 
rest. 

Luquin,  delighted  with  an  opportunity  for  conversa- 
tion, carefully  sought  a  spot  where  she  could  be  com- 
fortably seated. 

When  he  had  found  it,  he  gallantly  took  off  his  man- 
tle and  spread  it  out  on  the  rock,  so  that  Stephanette 
could  have  a  seat  with  a  back ;  then,  crossing  his  hands 
on  the  head  of  his  cane,  and  leaning  his  chin  on  his 
hands,  he  contemplated  Stephanette  with  a  calm  and 
happy  adoration. 

When  she  had  recovered  from  the  effects  of  her  pre- 
cipitous descent,  Stephanette  turned  to  Luquin,  and  said, 
with  the  air  of  a  spoiled  child,  and  a  woman  sure  of  her 
despotic  domination : 

"  Why,  Luquin,  did  you  come  to  the  watchman's 
cabin  for  me,  when  I  told  you  to  wait  for  me  at  the 
foot  of  the  mountain  ?  " 

Luquin,  preoccupied  with  admiration  for  Stephanette's 
fine  colour,  which  the  walk  had  imparted,  did  not  reply. 

"  Did  ever  anybody  see  the  like  ?  "  cried  she,  with  an 
impatient  stamp  of  her  little  foot.  "  Do  you  hear  what 
I  say  to  you,  Luquin  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  the  captain,  coming  out  of  his  reflective 
mood  ;  "  all  that  T  know  is  that  from  Nice  to  Bayonne, 
from  Bayonne  to  Calais,  from  Calais  to  Hambourg,  from 
Hambourg  to  —  " 

"  Have  you  finished  your  European  trip,  Luquin  ?  " 
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"  Indeed,  from  one  pole  to  the  other  there  is  not  a 
prettier  girl  than  you,  Stephanette." 

"  What !  Did  you  make  such  an  extensive  voyage  to 
arrive  at  that  discovery,  captain  ?  I  pity  the  privateers 
of  the  Holy  Terror  to  the  Moors ^  by  the  Grace  of  God, 
if  the  voyages  of  this  poor  old  polacre  have  no  better 
results ! " 

"  Do  not  speak  ill  of  my  polacre,  Stephanette ;  you 
will  be  glad  to  see  its  blue  and  white  pavilion  when  I 
return  from  Nice,  and  how  you  will  watch  for  my  coming 
from  the  turret  of  Maison-Forte  !  " 

Luquin's  conceitedness  disgusted  Stephanette ;  she  re- 
plied, with  an  ironical  air : 

"  Well,  well !  1  see  that  a  watchman  on  the  cape  of 
L'Aigle  is  altogether  unnecessary.  All  the  young  girls 
who  wait  impatiently  for  the  return  of  Captain  Trinque- 
taille,  and  all  the  jealous  ones  who  watch  his  departure 
with  their  eyes  fixed  on  the  sea,  will  be  sufficient  to 
discover  the  pirates.  There  is  nothing  more  to  fear 
from  corsairs." 

Luquin  took  on  an  air  of  modest  triumph,  and  said : 

"  By  St.  Stephen,  my  patron,  1  am  too  sure  of  your 
love,  and  too  happy  in  it,  Stephanette,  to  care  if  I  am 
expected  or  regretted  by  other  girls ;  and  although  Rose, 
the  daughter  of  the  haberdasher  in  La  Ciotat,  —  who  re- 
sembles the  flower  whose  name  she  bears,  —  often  tells 
me  —  " 

"  My  faith  !  Thank  you  for  your  confidences,  Luquin," 
said  Stephanette,  with  a  jealous  impatience  she  could  not 
dissimulate.  "  If  I  told  you  all  that  the  patron  Ber- 
nard or  Master  Terzarol  said  to  me,  it  would  take  till 
evening." 

Captain  Luquin  frowned  when  he  heard  the  names  of 
his  rivals,  and  exclaimed  : 

"  Thunder  of  heaven !  If  I  knew  that  those  two  rascals 
dared  even  to  look  at  your  shoes  as  you  pass,  I  would 
make  a  figurehead  for  my  polacre  of  one,  and  a  weather- 
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cock  for  my  mast  of  the  other !  But  no !  They  know 
that  Luquin  Trinquetaille  is  your  betrothed,  and  his 
name  rhymes  too  well  with  battle  for  them  to  want 
an  issue  with  me." 

"  Well,  well,  my  fine  bully ! "  replied  Stephanette, 
recalling  the  watchman's  advice,  and  fearing  to  excite 
the  jealousy  of  the  inflammable  captain ;  "  if  Bernard 
and  Terzarol  talk  to  me  ever  so  long,  I  shall  reply  that 
every  one  knows  I  am  too  much  in  love  with  the  most 
wicked  devil  in  La  Ciotat.  But  wait,  —  see  here  what 
Master  Peyrou  gave  me  for  you.  Read  that,  and  do 
everything  he  orders.  It  is  late ;  the  sun  is  setting, 
and  it  is  getting  cold.  Let  us  go  back  to  Maison-Forte ; 
mademoiselle  will  be  anxious." 

The  two  lovers  hastened  on  their  way,  and,  as  they 
walked,  Trinquetaille  read  the  following  instructions 
given  by  the  watchman : 

"  Every  morning  at  sunrise  the  captain  will  change 
the  charge  of  his  cannon,  and  will  put  on  the  ball  one 
of  the  red  flies  affixed  to  this  paper. 

"  After  that,  make  a  double  cross  on  the  ball  with 
the  thumb  of  the  left  hand.  From  sunrise  to  sunset, 
cabin-boys  must  relieve  each  other  on  the  watch  at  the 
top  of  the  mast;  they  will  always  look  at  the  east 
and  the  south,  and  every  five  minutes  repeat  '  St. 
Magnus.' 

"  Set  the  swords  in  order  on  the  stern,  three  by  three, 
point  downward. 

"  Set  the  muskets  on  the  right  of  the  deck,  three  by 
three. 

"  On  the  day  of  departure,  at  the  rising  of  the  moon, 
carry  on  deck  a  vase  filled  with  oil ;  throw  in  it  seven 
grains  of  salt,  saying  with  each  grain  '  St.  Elmo  and  St. 
Peter.' 

"  Leave  the  vase  on  deck  until  the  moon  goes  down. 
At  that  moment  cover  it  over  with  a  black  veil,  on  which 
write  in  vermilion  the  word  '  Syrakoe.'     Every  morning 
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at  sunrise,  rub  the  arms  and  the  locks  of  the  muskets 
with  this  oil." 

At  this  point,  Captain  Trinquetaille  stopped  and  said 
to  Stephanette : 

"  By  St.  Elmo,  Master  Peyrou  is  a  sorcerer.  Three 
months  ago,  if  I  had  had  these  flies  of  magic  paper,  my 
swivel-guns,  instead  of  resting  mute  on  their  pivots 
when  I  applied  the  match,  would  have  replied  sharply 
to  that  Tunis  chebec  which  surprised  our  convoy,  and 
we  did  not  see  until  it  was  almost  on  us  —  " 

"  But,  Luquin,  do  not  your  sentinels  see  at  a  dis- 
tance ? " 

"  No ;  and  if,  while  they  were  watching,  they  had  said 
'  St.  Magnus '  every  five  minutes,  as  Master  Peyrou  says 
in  his  sorcery,  it  is  certain  the  virtue  of  St.  Magnus 
would  have  prevented  the  pirates'  approach  without 
being  seen." 

"  And  would  you  have  made  use  of  this  magic  oil  for 
the  muskets,  Luquin  ?  " 

"  Without  doubt,  the  day  that  my  guns  would  not  go 
off,  I  would  have  given  all  the  oil  which  burns  in  the 
eternal  lamp  of  the  Chapel  of  Notre  Dame  de  la  Garde, 
for  one  drop  of  this  oil  with  the  seven  grains  of  salt,  and 
that  formidable  word  '  Syrakoe  '  written  on  the  cover." 

"  Why  so,  Luquin  ?  " 

"  My  artillery  was  useless,  and  I  wished  to  board  the 
chebec  with  a  grand  reinforcement  of  musket-shot,  but 
as  wicked  fate  would  have  it,  the  arms  were  below,  and 
the  locks  of  the  muskets  were  rusty ;  you  see,  then, 
Stephanette,  if  we  had  arranged  the  arms  on  deck,  three 
by  three,  and  had  rubbed  the  musket  locks  with  this 
magic  oil  of  Syrakoe,  we  would  have  been  able  to  resist, 
and  perhaps  capture  this  pirate  chebec  instead  of  flying 
before  it,  like  a  cloud  of  sparrows  from  a  hawk ! " 

It  is  easy  to  see  that,  under  these  mysterious  and 
cabalistic  formulse,  the  watchman  on  the  cape  of  L'Aigle 
gave  the  best  practical  advice,  and  endeavoured  to  re- 
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store  such  nautical  precautions  and  practices  as  had, 
through  negligence  or  want  of  care,  fallen  into  disuse. 

The  red  flies,  placed  every  morning  on  the  balls  with 
a  sign  of  the  cross,  had  no  doubt  a  very  negative  virtue, 
but  to  perform  this  magical  operation,  it  was  necessary 
to  change  the  charge  of  the  artillery,  often  damaged  by 
the  water  of  the  sea,  which  swept  the  deck,  and  thus  the 
powder  was  kept  dry  and  the  guns  ready  for  use. 

The  counsel  of  the  watchman,  followed  exactly,  pre- 
vented serious  disaster,  whether  it  pertained  to  the  oil 
of  Syrakoe,  or  the  cries  of  "  8t.  Magnus,"  or  the  arms 
arranged  three  by  three  on  the  deck. 

In  looking  steadily  toward  the  east  and  the  south, 
points  of  crossing  by  the  pirates,  the  sentinels  of  course 
could  give  warning  of  their  approach. 

In  invoking  St.  Magnus  every  five  minutes,  they 
would  not  run  the  risk  of  sleeping  at  their  posts. 

In  short,  it  was  important  to  have  always  on  deck 
arms  in  good  condition  and  readiness.  The  watchman 
accomplished  this  by  ordering  them  to  be  arranged  in 
stacks  of  three,  and  carefully  rubbed  with  oil,  which 
would  preserve  them  from  the  inclemency  of  the 
weather. 

In  formulating  his  recommendations  in  cabalistic 
phrase,  he  assured  the   execution  of  them. 

After  renewed  praises  of  the  watchman's  wisdom, 
Luquin  and  Stephanette  arrived  at  Maison-Forte.  Not- 
withstanding her  air  of  gaiety,  the  young  girl's  heart 
was  deeply  pained  at  the  thought  of  her  lover's  depar- 
ture the  next  morning.  Tears  flowed  down  her  cheeks ; 
she  extended  her  hand  to  Trinquetaille,  and  said,  with  a 
trembling  voice : 

"  (xood-bye,  Luquin,  every  morning  and  evening  1  will 
p'-ay  Ood  to  keep  you  from  meeting  these  wicked  pirates. 
Oh,  why  do  you  not  abandon  this  perilous  calling,  which 
gives  me  continual  anxiety  ?  " 

"  I  will,  when   1  have  gained  enough,  so   that  Mile. 
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Trinquetaille  "  —  only  the  nobility  had  the  title  of  ma- 
dame  —  "  need  not  envy  the  richest  citizen  of  La  Ciotat." 

"  How  can  you  talk  so,  Luquin  ? "  said  the  young  girl, 
reproachfully,  as  she  wiped  the  tears  from  her  eyes. 
"  What  matters  finery  and  a  little  more  comfort  to  me, 
when  you  are  risking  your  life  every  day  ?  " 

"  Do  not  be  distressed,  iStephanette,  the  watchman's 
advice  shall  not  be  lost :  with  the  help  of  St.  Magnus, 
and  the  magic  oil  of  Syrakoe,  I  can  defy  all  the  pirates 
of  the  regency.  But,  good-bye,  Stephanette,  good-bye, 
and  think  of  Luquin." 

With  these  words,  the  worthy  captain  pressed  Ste- 
phanette's  white  hands,  and  hurried  away,  lest  he  should 
betray  the  emotion  which  filled  his  heart,  as  if  it  were  a 
thing  unworthy  of  him. 

The  young  girl's  eyes  followed  her  lover  as  long  as 
possible,  and  at  nightfall  she  entered  Maison-Forte,  the 
home  of  Raimond  V.,  Baron  des  Anbiez. 
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MAISON-FORTE. 

Maison-Forte,  or  Castle  des  Anbiez,  stood  upon  the 
seashore.  In  the  time  of  storm,  the  waves  beat  upon 
the  terrace  or  rampart  which  stood  out  from  the  shore 
to  protect  the  entrance  into  the  port  of  La  Ciotat,  where 
were  anchored  a  few  fishing-boats,  and  the  pleasure  tartan 
of  Raimond  Y.,  Baron  des  Anbiez. 

The  aspect  of  the  castle  presented  nothing  remarkable. 
Built  in  the  middle  of  the  fifteenth  century,  its  archi- 
tecture, or  rather  its  construction,  was  massive.  Two 
towers  wdth  pointed  roof  flanked  the  main  body  of  the 
dwelling  exposed  to  the  south,  and  commanding  a  view 
of  the  sea.  Its  thick  walls,  built  of  sandstone  and  gran- 
ite, were  of  reddish  gray  colour,  and  were  irregularly  cut 
by  a  few  windows,  which  resembled  loopholes  for  cannon. 

The  only  framed  windows  of  a  gallery,  which  ran 
across  the  entire  length  of  the  castle,  on  the  first  floor, 
were  large  and  bowed. 

Three  of  them  opened  upon  a  balcony  ornamented 
with  a  beautiful  grating  of  hammered  iron,  in  the  mid- 
dle of  which  was  carved  the  baron's  coat  of  arms.  The 
same  coat  of  arms  showed  upon  the  entablature  of  the 
principal  door. 

A  short  flight  of  steps  descended  to  the  terrace. 

The  necessities  of  civil  and  religious  war,  at  the  end 
of  the  last  century,  and  the  constant  fear  of  pirates,  had 
altered  this  terrace  into  an  armed  and  embattled  ram- 
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part,  parallel  with  the  facade  of  the  castle,  and  joined  to 
the  foot  of  the  turrets  by  two  sides  of  a  right  angle. 

A  few  old  orange-trees  with  shining  leaves  testified  to 
the  ancient  character  of  this  esplanade,  once  a  smiling 
flower  garden,  but  two  sentry-boxes  for  scouts,  a  few  en- 
closures for  cannon-balls,  eight  pieces  of  ordnance,  two 
of  which  were  mounted,  and  a  long,  turning  culverin 
showed  that  Maison-Forte  of  the  Baron  des  Anbiez  was 
in  a  good  state  of  defence. 

The  position  of  this  castle  was  the  more  important 
as  the  little  bay  it  commanded,  as  well  as  the  Gulf  of 
La  Ciotat,  offered  the  only  place  where  vessels  could 
anchor ;  the  rest  of  the  coast  presenting  a  line  of  un- 
approachable rocks. 

The  fa9ade  of  the  Castle  des  Anbiez  which  looked 
north,  and  the  surrounding  land,  were  very  picturesque. 

Irregular  buildings,  added  to  the  principal  edifice 
according  to  the  different  requirements  of  successive  pro- 
prietors, broke  the  monotony  of  its  lines. 

The  stables,  dog-kennels,  sheepfolds,  commons,  and 
lodgings  for  labourers  and  farmers,  formed  the  enclosure 
of  an  immense  court,  planted  with  two  rows  of  syca- 
mores. This  court  was  reached  by  a  drawbridge  over  a 
wide  and  deep  ditch. 

Every  evening  this  bridge  was  removed,  and  a  heavy 
door  of  oak,  strongly  supported  on  the  inside,  put  the 
little  colony  in  safety  for  the  night. 

Every  window  of  these  buildings  opened  upon  the 
court,  with  the  exception  of  a  few  dormer  windows, 
solidly  protected  by  iron  grating,  which  looked  out 
upon  the  plain. 

Maison-Forte  counted  about  two  hundred  persons 
among  its  dependents,  —  servants,  farmers,  labourers, 
and  shepherds. 

Among  them  were  sixty  men  of  from  thirty  to  fifty 
years,  accustomed  to  the  use  of  arms  during  the  civil 
wars   in  which  the  impetuous   baron  had   taken   part. 


THE   KNIGHT   OF   MALTA. 

Royalist  and  Catholic,  Raimond  V.  had  always  mounted 
his  horse  when  it  was  necessary  to  defend  the  ancient 
rights  and  possessions  of  Provence  against  governors  or 
their  deputies,  for  the  kings  of  France  were  not  kings  of 
Provence,  but  counts. 

The  intendants  of  justice  or  presidents  of  courts, 
whose  office  it  was  to  collect  the  taxes,  and  to  announce 
to  the  assembled  states  the  assessment  of  voluntary 
gifts  which  Provence  owed  to  the  sovereign,  were  almost 
always  the  first  victims  of  these  revolts  against  royal 
authority,  made  with  the  cry  of  "  Long  live  the  king !  " 

Under  such  circumstances  Raimond  V.  was  among 
the  first  to  rebel.  In  the  last  rebellion  of  Cascaveoux, 
—  so  named  from  the  word  cascavoeu,  the  Provencal  for 
little  bell,  which  the  insurgents  fastened  to  the  end  of  a 
leather  strap,  and  rang  as  they  cried,  "  Long  live  the 
king,"  —  none  sounded  the  battle-cry,  and  shook  his 
bell  more  violently,  or  made  his  dependents  shake  this 
signal  of  revolt,  with  more  enthusiastic  ardour  than 
Raimond  V. 

In  that,  the  baron  showed  himself  the  worthy  son  of 
his  father,  Raimond  IV.,  one  of  the  gentlemen  most  seri- 
ously compromised  in  the  rebellion  of  the  Razats,  which 
name  originated  from  the  fact  that  the  Provencals  had 
been  as  spoiled  of  their  possessions  as  if  a  razor  had 
been  employed.  This  rebellion  broke  out  under  Henry 
III.,  in  1578,  and  was  suppressed  with  great  difficulty  by 
Marshal  de  Retz. 

The  baron  looked  with  great  impatience  upon  the 
growth  of  the  power  of  Cardinal  Richelieu,  at  the  ex- 
pense of  the  royal  authority,  and  the  disappearance  of 
the  sovereign  beneath  the  shadow  of  the  prime  minister. 

Similar  movements  of  resistance  manifested  themselves 
in  Languedoc  and  in  Provence,  in  favour  of  Gaston  of 
Orleans,  brother  of  Louis  XIII.,  whom  the  royalist  fac- 
tion opposed  to  the  .cardinal. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  the  baron  would  never  have 
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taken  an  active  part  in  these  intrigues,  but  for  the  appre- 
hension caused  by  the  pirates  along  the  coast,  but,  com- 
pelled to  concentrate  his  forces  in  order  to  defend  his 
house  and  estate,  he  declaimed  violently  against  the  car- 
dinal, especially  since  the  latter  had  given  the  govern- 
ment of  Provence  to  the  Marshal  of  Vitry. 

These  important  functions  had,  up  to  that  time,  been 
filled  by  the  Duke  of  Guise,  admiral  of  the  Levant,  who, 
to  the  great  delight  of  the  Provencals,  after  many  ob- 
stacles, had  replaced  the  Duke  d'Epernon. 

"  The  young  lion  has  devoured  the  old  bear,"  said 
Caesar  of  Nostradamus  on  this  subject  at  the  celebration 
of  the  nomination  of  the  young  Lorraine  prince  for  this 
important  post. 

When  the  Marshal  of  Vitry  was  promoted  to  the  posi- 
tion  of  Governor  of  Provence,  the  nobility  gave  vent  to 
their  indignation,  because  a  member  of  the  house  of  Lor- 
raine was  not  considered  worthy  of  this  dignity,  usually 
reserved  for  a  prince  of  the  blood. 

When  Louis  Gallucio,  marquis,  was  Duke  of  Vitry,  it 
was  remarked  that  the  Cardinal  de  Retz,  without  other- 
wise blaming  him  for  having  been  one  of  the  murderers 
of  the  Marshal  of  Ancre,  said  simply  of  him  :  "  He  had 
little  sense,  but  he  was  bold  to  temerity,  and  the  part  he 
had  in  the  murder  of  the  Marshal  of  Ancre  gave  him,  in 
the  eyes  of  the  world,  a  certain  air  of  business  and  exe- 
cution." This  speech  gives  us  an  idea  of  the  times  and 
manners. 

The  Baron  des  Anbiez,  notwithstanding  his  fondness 
for  independence  and  rebellion,  was  the  best  and  most 
generous  of  men. 

Adored  by  the  peasants  of  his  domain,  and  revered  by 
the  inhabitants  of  the  little  town  of  La  Ciotat,  who  always 
found  him  ready  to  direct  their  troops  and  aid  them 
with  all  his  power  to  defend  themselves  from  the  pirates, 
he  exercised  a  powerful  influence  throughout  the  neigh- 
bourhood. 
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Finally,  his  vigorous  opposition  to  several  orders  of 
the  Marshal  of  A'itry,  which  seemed  to  him  to  aim  a 
blow  at  the  rights  of  Provence,  had  been  highly  and 
generally  approved  in  the  country. 

When  Stephanette  returned  to  Maison-Forte,  the  sun 
was  just  setting.  The  first  care  of  the  young  girl  was 
to  go  to  Mile.  Reine  des  Anbiez.  Reine  was  accustomed 
to  occupy  a  chaml)er  situated  on  the  first  floor  of  one 
of  the  turrets  of  the  castle. 

This  room  was  round  in  shape,  serving  her  as  a 
cabinet  for  study,  and  was  furnished  with  great  care  and 
expense. 

The  baron,  loving  his  daughter  to  idolatry,  had  de- 
voted to  the  interior  arrangement  of  this  room  a  con- 
siderable sum.  The  circular  walls  were  covered  with 
rich  Flemish  tapestry  of  deep  green,  with  designs  of  a 
darker  shade,  en  wrought  with  threads  of  gold. 

Among  other  pieces  of  furniture  was  a  walnut  book- 
case, curiously  carved  in  the  style  of  the  renaissance, 
and  encrusted  with  Florentine  mosaic.  A  rich,  thick 
Turkey  carpet  covered  the  floor.  The  spaces  separating 
the  beams  of  the  ceiling  were  of  azure  blue,  studded  with 
arabesques  of  gold  of  delicate  workmanship. 

A  silver  lamp  was  suspended  from  the  main  girder  by 
a  chain  of  silver.  The  form  of  these  lamps,  still  used 
in  some  villages  of  Provence,  was  very  simple.  They 
were  made  of  a  square  of  metal,  the  edges  of  which,  an 
inch  in  height,  contained  the  oil,  and  formed  a  sort  of 
beak  at  each  angle  from  which  issued  the  wicks. 

On  a  table  with  curved  legs  placed  in  the  embrasure 
of  the  window  lay  a  lute,  a  theorbo,  and  some  pieces  of 
unfinished  tapestry. 

Two  portraits,  one  of  a  woman,  the  other  of  a  man, 
in  the  costume  of  the  reign  of  Henry  III.,  were  placed 
above  this  table,  and  lit  up  by  oblique  rays  through  little 
windows  in  leaden  frames,  which  were  set  in  the  long 
and  narrow  casement. 
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To  supply  the  want  of  a  chimney  a  large  copper  coal- 
pan,  curiously  carved,  and  supported  by  four  massive 
claws,  stood  in  a  corner  of  the  room.  It  contained  a  bed 
of  ashes  and  some  embers,  upon  which  were  smoking 
some  sprigs  of  fragrant  broom. 

Reinc  des  Anbiez  wore  a  dress  of  heavy  brown  Tours 
silk,  with  a  train,  and  tight  waist  and  sleeves  ;  her  cheeks 
were  flushed,  and  her  features  expressed  not  surprise 
only  but  fright. 

She  seized  her  waiting-woman  by  the  hand,  and  con- 
ducted her  to  the  table,  and  said  to  her : 

"Look!" 

The  object  to  which  she  called  the  attention  of  Stepha- 
nette  was  a  little  vase  of  rock  crystal. 

From  its  long  and  slender  neck  issued  an  orange- 
coloured  lily,  with  an  azure  blue  calyx,  in  which  stood 
pistils  of  silvery  whiteness.  This  brilliant  flower  ex- 
haled a  delicious  odour  which  resembled  the  mingled 
perfume  of  vanilla,  lemon,  and  jessamine. 

"Oh,  mademoiselle,  what  a  beautiful  flower !  Is  it  a 
present  from  the  Chevalier  de  Berrol  ?  " 

At  the  mention  of  her  betrothed' s  name,  Reine  turned 
pale  and  red  by  turns ;  then,  without  replying  to  Stepha- 
nette,  she  took  up  the  vase  with  a  sort  of  fear,  and  showed 
her  a  beautifully  enamelled  figure  which  she  had  discov- 
ered there,  and  the  representation  of  a  white  dove  with  a 
rose-coloured  beak,  and  extended  wings,  holding  in  its 
purplish  bronze  feet  a  branch  of  olive. 

''  Our  Lady  !  "  screamed  Stephanette  in  fright.  "  It 
is  the  very  picture  of  the  enamelled  pin  that  young  mis- 
creant robbed  you  of  in  the  rocks  of  OUioules,  after  he 
had  saved  monseigneur's  life." 

"  But  who  brought  this  vase  and  flower  here  ?  "  asked 
Reine. 

"  You  do  not  know,  mademoiselle  ? " 

Reine  turned  pale  and  made  a  sign  in  the  affirmative. 

"  Holy  Virgin,  this  must  be  sorcery  !  "  cried   Stepha- 
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nette,  setting  the  vase  back  on  the  table  as  if  it  had 
burned  her  hand. 

Reine  could  scarcely  control  her  emotion,  but  said  to 
her: 

"  A  little  while  ago,  when  I  went  out  to  see  my  father 
mount  his  horse,  I  promenaded  until  nightfall  in  the 
great  walk  by  the  drawbridge,  and  when  I  returned  1 
found  this  flower  on  this  table.  My  first  thought,  like 
yours,  was  that  Chevalier  de  Berrol  had  sent  it  or  brought 
it,  although  such  a  flower  in  this  season  would  be  a  mir- 
acle ;  1  asked  if  the  chevalier  had  arrived  at  Maison- 
Forte,  and  was  told  he  had  not ;  besides,  I  had  the  key 
of  this  appartment  with  me." 

"  Then,  mademoiselle,  it  must  be  magic." 

"  I  do  not  know  what  to  think.  In  examining  the 
vase  more  attentively,  i  see  the  enamelled  likeness  of 
the  pin  that  —  " 

Reine  could  not  say  more. 

Her  face  and  form  betrayed  the  violent  emotion 
which  the  memory  of  that  strange  day  caused  her, 
the  day  when  the  foreigner  had  dared  approach  his 
lips  to  hers. 

"  We  must  consult  the  chaplain  or  the  watchman, 
mademoiselle,"  exclaimed   Stephanette. 

"  No,  no,  be  silent.  Do  not  noise  abroad  this  mystery 
which  frightens  me  in  spite  of  myself.  Let  us  examine 
this  apartment  well  ;  perhaps  we  may  discover  some- 
thing." 

*'  But  this  flower,  this  vase,  mademoiselle  !  " 

As  a  reply,  Reine  threw  the  flower  in  the  coal-pan. 

It  almost  seemed  that  the  poor  flower  turned  itself  in 
pain  upon  the  burning  coals ;  the  light  hissing  produced 
by  the  water  which  oozed  out  from  the  stem,  seemed  like 
plnintive  cries. 

Soon  it  was  in  ashes. 

Then  Reine  opened  the  window  which  looked  upon  the 
esplanade,  and  threw  out  the  crystal  flagon.     It  broke 
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with  a  noise  upon  the  parapet,  and  its  fragments  fell  into 
the  sea. 

At  this  moment  sounded  heavy  steps,  and  click  of 
spurs  upon  the  flagstones  of  the  staircase.  The  hoarse 
voice  of  Raimond  V.  called  joyously  to  his  daughter  to 
come  and  see  —  that  demon  of  a  Mistraon ! 

"  Not  a  word  of  this  to  my  father,"  said  Reine  to 
Stephanette,  putting  her  finger  on  her  lips. 

And  she  descended  to  meet  the  good  old  gentleman. 
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Reine,  hiding  her  emotion,  joined  her  father.  Rairaond 
V.  kissed  his  daughter's  brow  tenderly,  then,  taking  her 
arm,  descended  the  last  steps  of  the  staircase  which  led 
from  the  tower.  He  wore  an  old  green  military  coat, 
braided  with  gold,  somewhat  tarnished,  scarlet  breeches, 
great  boots  of  sheepskin  covered  with  mud,  and  long 
spurs  of  rusty  iron. 

He  held  his  gray  cap  in  his  hand,  and  although  the 
weather  was  quite  cold,  the  wrinkled  and  sunburnt  brow 
of  Raimond  V.  was  covered  with  sweat. 

By  the  light  of  a  torch,  a  valet,  holding  by  the  bridle 
the  treacherous  and  obstreperous  Mistraon,  whose  flanks 
were  foaming  with  perspiration,  could  be  seen  in  the 
court  of  the  castle. 

A  great  black  hunting  dog  with  long  hair,  and  a  little 
yellow  and  white  spaniel,  were  lying  at  the  feet  of  the 
stallion  from  Camargne. 

The  dog  was  panting ;  his  ears  lying  on  his  head,  his 
month  open  and  filled  with  foam,  his  eyes  half  closed, 
and  the  feverish  palpitation  of  his  sides,  all  announced 
that  he  had  just  run  a  rapid  race.  The  sight  of  Mistraon 
added  to  Roine's  annoyance  by  recalling  the  scene  on  the 
rocks.  But  the  baron,  preoccupied  by  the  success  of  the 
chase,  had  not  the  penetration  to  discover  the  agitation 
of  his  daughter. 

He  detached  a  leather  strap  which  held  a  large  hare 
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to  the  bow  of  his  saddle,  and  proudly  presented  the  game 
to  Reine,  as  he  said  : 

"  Would  you  believe  it,  Eclair,"  and  at  the  name  the 
dog  lifted  his  fine  intelligent  head,  "  caught  this  hare  in 
thirteen  minutes  on  the  marshes  of  Savenol.  It  was  old 
Genet,"  and  at  this  name  the  little  spaniel  lifted  his 
head,  "  that  put  him  on  the  track.  Mistraon  is  so  fleet 
that  I  did  not  lose  sight  of  Eclair  from  the  time  I  began 
to  climb  the  hill  of  black  stones.  I  made,  I  am  sure, 
more  than  a  league  and  a  half." 

"  Oh,  father,  why  will  you  ride  this  horse,  after  the 
frightful  experience  you  have  had  with  him  ?  " 

"  Manjour ! "  cried  the  old  gentleman,  with  an  air  of 
mock  gravity,  "  never  shall  it  be  said  that  Raimond 
V.  succumbed  to  one  of  the  indomitable  sons  of  Ca- 
margne." 

"But,  father—" 

"  But,  my  daughter,  I  yield  no  more  on  land  than  on 
sea,  and  1  say  that,  because  I  have  just  been  visiting  the 
seines  that  those  rascals  in  La  Ciotat  wish  to  prevent  my 
laying  beyond  the  rocks  of  Castrembaou.  Just  now,  too, 
I  met  the  consul  Talebard-Talebardon  on  his  nag,  and 
he  talked  about  it.  And  he  had  the  effrontery  to  threaten 
me  with  the  tribunal  of  overseers,  of  which  the  watch- 
man is  the  assignee  !  Manjour,  I  laughed  so  much,  that 
this  demon,  Mistraon,  took  advantage  of  my  distraction 
and  flew  like  an  arrow." 

"  More  dangers,  father ;  this  horse  will  be  the  death  of 
you ! " 

"  Be  easy,  my  child,  although  I  have  not  such  a  vig- 
orous fist  as  the  half  savage  young  Muscovite  who  so 
adroitly  arrested  Mistraon  on  the  border  of  a  precipice, 
the  bridle  and  the  spur  and  the  whip  know  how  to 
reason  with  a  vicious  horse  and  his  pranks.  But  permit 
me,  my  beautiful  lady  of  the  castle,  to  oifer  you  the  foot 
of  the  animal  that  I  have  captured." 

And  the  baron  drew  a  knife  from  his  pocket,  cut  off 
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the  right  foot  of  the  hare,  and  gallantly  presented  it  to 
his  daughter,  who  accepted,  not  without  some  repug- 
nance, this  trophy  of  the  chase.    « 

Mistraon  was  led  back  to  the  stable,  but  Eclair  and 
Genet,  favourites  of  the  baron,  followed  him  side  by  side, 
as,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  his  daughter,  he  made  what  he 
called  his  evening  inspection,  while  waiting  for  the  hour 
of  supper. 

The  women  and  young  girls  were  spinning  at  the 
wheel,  the  men  mending  their  nets  and  cleaning  imple- 
ments of  husbandry.  Master  Laramde,  the  old  sergeant 
of  the  company  raised  by  the  baron  during  the  civil 
troubles,  and  majordomo  and  commander  of  the  castle 
garrison,  exacted  that  all  of  the  baron's  tenants,  who,  in 
turn,  performed  the  service  of  sentinel  on  the  terrace 
which  bordered  the  sea,  should  be  armed  in  military 
style. 

Others  were  engaged  in  decorating  long  lances,  des- 
tined for  jousts  on  the  water,  or  to  be  used  in  jumping 
the  cross-bar,  the  usual  Christmas  amusements,  in  the 
colours  of  the  baron,  red  and  yellow.  Some,  more  seri- 
ously occupied,  prepared  the  seed  for  late  sowing ;  some 
were  weavmg,  with  great  care,  baskets  out  of  rushes,  to 
hold  presents  of  fruit,  made  at  Christmas. 

These  occupations  were  enlivened  by  songs  peculiar 
to  the  country,  sometimes  accompanied  by  some  marvel- 
lous legend,  or  terrible  recital  of  the  cruelties  of  pirates. 

In  an  upper  hall  filled  with  fruit,  children  and  old 
men  were  busy  in  examining  long  garlands  of  grapes, 
which  hung  from  the  rafters  of  the  ceiling,  or  packing 
in  baskets  sweet-smelling  figs,  dried  upon  layers  of  straw. 

Farther  on  was  the  laundry,  where  the  washer- 
women, under  the  supervision  of  a  gentlewoman,  Dulce- 
line,  the  housekeeper,  were  occupied  in  perfuming  the 
linen  of  the  castle,  by  putting  between  its  folds,  whiter 
than  snow,  the  leaves  of  aromatic  herbs. 

Often   the  sharp  voice  of  Dulccline    rose  above  the 
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songs  of  the  washerwomen,  as  she  reprimanded  some 
idlers. 

By  the  side  of  the  laundry  was  the  pharmacy  of  the 
castle,  where  the  peasants  of  the  neighbourhood  founa 
all  their  remedies.  This  pliarmacy  belonged  to  the  de- 
partment of  the  baron's  chaplain,  Abb^  Mascarolus,  an 
old  and  excellent  priest  of  angelic  piety  and  rare  sim- 
plicity. The  chaplain  had  an  extensive  acquaintance 
with  medical  men  and  their  attainments,  and  firmly 
believed  in  the  strange  pharmacy  of  that  time. 

In  spite  of  the  continual  apprehension  of  a  visit  from 
the  pirates,  all  the  inhabitants  of  Maison-Forte  shared 
the  traditional  gaiety,  so  to  speak,  which  the  approach 
of  Christmas,  the  most  joyous  and  most  important  festi- 
val of  the  year,  always  brought  to  Provence. 

Every  evening  before  supper,  the  baron  made,  in  com- 
pany with  his  daughter,  what  he  called  his  inspection ; 
that  is,  he  went  through  the  whole  theatre  of  the  vari- 
ous occupations  with  which  we  have  been  entertaining 
the  reader,  chatting  familiarly  with  everybody,  listen- 
ing to  requests  and  complaints,  often  impatient  and 
sometimes  flying  into  a  passion  and  scolding,  but 
always  full  of  justice  and  kindness,  and  so  cordial  in 
his  good-humour  that  his  bursts  of  irritation  were  soon 
forgotten. 

Raimond  V.  kept  a  large  part  of  his  domain  in  good 
condition.  He  sat  up  a  long  time  at  night  to  talk  with 
his  principal  shepherds,  labourers,  farmers,  and  vine- 
dressers, convinced  of  the  wisdom  of  the  two  Provencal 
proverbs,  worthy  of  the  watchman  on  the  cape  of 
I'Aigle :  Jjiici  doou  mestre  engraisso  lou  chivaou,  —  the 
eye  of  the  master  fattens  the  horse.  Bouen  pastre, 
bouen  ave,  —  good  shepherd,  good  flock. 

The  old  gentleman  usually  completed  his  circuit  by  a 
visit  to  the  pharmacy,  where  he  found  Abb6  Mascarolus, 
who  gave  him  a  sort  of  hygienic  statement  of  the  health 
of  the  inhabitants  of  the  domain  Des  Anbiez. 
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To-day,  he  passed  by  the  laundry,  going  directly  to 
the  pharmacy,  accompanied  by  Reine.  Preparations 
for  the  Christmas  holidays  were  going  on  all  through 
the  castle,  but  the  most  important  solemnity  of  all  was 
reserved  for  the  care  of  the  venerable  Dulceline,  who 
had  entreated  the  abb6  to  enlighten  her  with  his 
counsels. 

This  was  the  cradle  or  crib,  a  sort  of  picture  placed 
every  Christmas  day  in  the  most  beautiful  room  of  the 
habitation,  —  castle,  cottage,  or  mansion. 

This  picture  represented  the  birth  of  the  infant  Jesus ; 
there  were  the  stable,  the  ox,  the  ass,  St.  Joseph,  and 
the  Virgin  holding  on  her  knees  the  Saviour  of  the 
world. 

Every  family,  poor  or  rich,  deemed  it  absolutely  req- 
uisite to  have  a  cradle  as  elegant  as  could  be  afforded, 
ornamented  with  garlands  and  tinsel,  and  illuminated 
with  a  circle  of  candles. 

As  Raimond  V.  passed  the  laundry,  he  was  surprised 
not  to  see  Dulceline,  and  asked  where  she  was. 

"  ^lonseigneur,"  said  a  young  girl  with  black  eyes 
and  cheeks  the  colour  of  a  pomegranate,  "  Mile.  Dulce- 
line is  in  the  chamber  of  the  philters,  with  the  ablie  and 
Thereson  ;  she  is  at  work  on  the  cradle,  and  forbids  us  to 
enter." 

"  The  devil ! "  said  the  baron,  "  the  supper-bell  has 
rung,  and  the  abb^  must  say  grace  for  us." 

He  advanced  to  the  door ;  it  was  fastened  on  the 
inside ;  he  knocked. 

"  Come,  come,  abb^,  supper  is  ready,  and  I  am  as 
hungry  as  the  devil." 

"  One  moment,  monseigneur,"  said  Dulceline,  "  we 
cannot  open,  —  it  is  a  secret." 

"  What,  abbe,  you  have  secrets  with  Dulceline  ?  "  said 
the  old  gentleman,  laughing. 

"Ah,  monseigneur,  God  save  us!  Thereson  is  with 
us,"   screamed   the   old    lady,  offended   at   the    baron's 
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pleasantry.  As  she  opened  the  door,  she  presented  a 
pale,  wrinkled  face,  framed  in  a  ruff  and  cap,  worthy  of 
the  pencil  of  Holbein. 

The  abb^,  fifty  years  old,  was  dressed  in  a  black  robe 
and  cap,  which  fit  his  head  closely  and  displayed  his 
gentle  face  to  advantage. 

Thereson,  as  soon  as  the  baron  entered,  hid  the  cradle 
under  a  cloth-  The  baron  approached,  and  was  about  to 
lift  it,  when  Dulceline  cried,  in  a  beseeching  tone : 

"  Oh,  monseigneur  I  permit  us  the  pleasure  of  surpris- 
ing you ;  rest  assured  this  will  be  the  most  beautiful 
cradle,  that  has  ever  adorned  the  great  hall  of  Maison- 
Forte,  and  it  ought  to  be,  by  Our  Lady,  shice  the  com- 
mander and  Father  Elzear  are  coming  such  a  distance 
to  assist  at  the  Christmas  festivity." 

"  Manjour !  I  shall  be  unhappy  indeed  if  they  do  not 
come,"  said  the  baron :  "  two  years  have  passed  since 
my  brothers  have  spent  a  night  or  a  day  in  our  father's 
house,  and  by  St.  Bernard,  my  patron,  who  assists  me, 
the  Lord  will  grant  us  a  reunion  this  time !" 

"  God  will  hear  you,  monseigneur,  and  I  join  my 
prayers  to  yours,"  said  the  ablte.  Then  he  added: 
"  Monseigneur,  did  you  have  a  successful  hunt  ? " 

"  Very  good,  abbe,  see  for  yourself  I  "  and  the  baron 
took  the  hare's  foot  that  Reine  held  in  her  hand,  and 
showed  it  to  the  abbe. 

"  If  mademoiselle  does  not  desire  to  keep  this  foot," 
said  the  abb^,  "  I  will  ask  her  for  it,  for  my  pharmacy, 
and  will  monseigneur  tell  me  if  it  is  the  right  or  the  left 
foot  of  the  animal  ?  " 

"  And  what  are  you  going  to  do  with  it,  abb^  ?  " 

"  Monseigneur,"  said  the  good  Mascarolus,  pointing 
to  an  open  volume  on  the  table,  "  I  have  just  received 
this  book  from  Paris.  It  is  the  journal  of  M.  de  Mau- 
caunys,  a  very  illustrious  and  learned  man,  and  I  read 
here,  page  317  :  '  Recipe  for  the  gout.  Lay  against 
the  thigh,  between  the  trousers  and  the  shirt,  on  the 
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side  affected,  two  paws  of  a  hare  killed  between  Lady 
Day  of  September  and  Christmas,  but  with  the  imj)or- 
tant  restriction,  that  the  hind  left  paw  must  be  used  if  it 
is  the  right  arm  which  is  ailing,  and  the  right  fore  paw 
if  it  is  the  leg  or  the  left  thigh  which  is  ailing :  on  the 
instant  the  application  is  made,  the  pain  will  cease.'  " 

''  Stuff!  "  cried  the  baron,  laughing  with  all  his  might. 
"  This  is  a  wonderful  discovery  ;  now  the  poachers  will 
claim  to  be  apothecaries,  and  they  will  catch  hares  only 
to  cure  the  gout." 

The  good  abbe,  quite  embarrassed  by  the  sarcasms  of 
the  baron,  continued  to  read  to  keep  himself  in  counte- 
nance, and  added :  "  1  see,  baron,  on  page  177,  wood- 
lice,  given  to  dropsical  nightingales,  will  cure  them 
entirely." 

Here  the  laughter  of  the  good  gentleman  was  more 
uproarious.  Rcine,  notwithstanding  her  preoccupation, 
could  not  repress  a  smile,  and  finally  laughed  with  her 
father. 

The  Ahh6  Mascarolus  smiled  softly,  and  bore  these 
innocent  railleries  with  Christian  resignation,  and  no 
longer  tried  to  defend  an  empiricism  which,  no  doubt, 
may  find  analogies  in  medical  books  of  the  present  day. 

Raimond  V.  took  leave  of  the  pharmacy  to  find  pleas- 
ure elsewhere,  when  Laramie,  majordomo  and  master 
of  ceremonies,  came  to  announce  that  supper  had  been 
waiting  a  long  time. 

Laramie,  the  advance  guard  of  the  baron's  escort 
through  the  gorges  of  Ollioules,  had  the  physiognomy 
of  a  real  pandour ;  his  complexion  reddened  by  wine- 
drinking,  his  rough  voice,  his  white  and  closely  cut 
hair,  his  long  gray  moustache,  and  his  continual  swear- 
ing, were  by  no  means  to  the  taste  of  Dulceline. 

She  received  the  entrance  of  the  majordomo  into  the 
sanctuary  of  the  abb^  with  a  sort  of  muttered  remon- 
strance, which  at  last  changed  to  sharp  and  loud  com- 
plaint, when  she  saw  that  Laramie  had  the  indiscretion 
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to  approach  the  veil  which  covered  the  mysterious  cradle 
aiid  try  to  lift  it. 

"  Well,  well,  Laramie,"  said  the  baron,  "  Manjour, 
do  you  claim  more  privileges  than  your  master,  and 
insist  upon  seeing  the  wonders  that  Duleeline  is  hiding 
from  our  eyes  ?  Come,  come,  take  this  lamp  and  light 
our  way." 

Then,  turning  to  Mascarolus,  Raimond  Y.  said  humor- 
ously :  "  Since,  according  to  your  fine  book,  wood-lice 
will  cure  dropsy  in  nightingales,  you  ought  to  try  your 
remedy  on  this  old  scouudrel,  who  surely  is  threatened 
with  dropsy,  for  he  is  a  veritable  old  bottle,  swollen 
with  wine,  ready  to  burst ;  as  for  the  rest,  like  the  night- 
ingale, he  will  sing  at  night,  —  and  the  devil  knows 
what  songs ! " 

"  Yes,  monseigneur,  and  with  a  voice  loud  enough  to 
wake  the  whole  castle,  and  make  the  owls  fly  from  the 
top  of  the  old  tower,"  added  Duleeline. 

"And  just  as  true  as  I  drank  two  glasses  of  Sauve- 
chr^tien  wine  this  morning,  screech  owls  know  the 
owls,  Duleeline,  my  dear,"  said  the  majordomo  with  a 
jocose  manner  as  he  passed,  lamp  in  hand,  before  the 
superintendent  of  the  laundry. 

"  Monseigneur,"  cried  she,  "  do  you  hear  the  inso- 
lence of  Master  Laramie  ?  " 

"-And  you  shall  be  avenged,  my  dear,  for  I  will  make 
him  drink  a  pint  of  water  to  your  health.  Come,  come, 
go  on,  majordomo,  the  soup  will  get  cold." 

The  baron,  Reine,  and  the  abbe  left  the  pharmacy 
and  descended  the  stairs,  and  crossed  the  long  and  dark 
gallery  which  united  the  two  wings  of  Maison-Forte ; 
they  entered  a  large  dining-room,  brilliantly  lighted  by 
a  good  fire  of  beech,  olive  roots,  and  fir-apples,  which 
.jhed  through  the  whole  room  the  odour  of  balsam. 

The  immense  chimney,  with  a  large  stone  mantel, 
and  andirons  of  massive  iron,  smoked  a  little,  but  by 
way  of  compensation,  the  windows  latticed  with  lead, 
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aud  the  heavy  doors  of  oak  were  not  hermetically  sealed, 
and  the  smoke  found  a  way  of  escape  through  the  nu- 
merous openings. 

The  north  wind,  entering  these  cracks,  made  a  shrill 
whistle,  which  was  victoriously  combatted  l)y  the  merry 
crackling  of  the  beech  and  olive  logs  which  burned  in 
the  fireplace. 

The  walls,  simply  plastered  with  lime,  as  well  as  the 
ceiling  with  its  great  projecting  girders  of  black  oak, 
had  no  other  ornament  than  the  skins  of  foxes  and 
badgers  and  wolves,  nailed  at  symmetrical  distances 
by  the  careful  hand  of  the  majordomo. 

In  the  spaces  between  the  skins  hung  fishing-lines, 
weapons  of  the  chase,  whips,  and  spurs ;  and  as  curiosi- 
ties, a  Moorish  bridle  with  its  two-edged  bit  and  top-not 
of  crimson  silk. 

On  an  oak  dresser,  with  a  beautifully  bowed  front, 
stood  an  ancient  and  massive  silver  plate,  whose  rich- 
ness contrasted  singularly  with  the  almost  savage  rus- 
ticity of  the  hall. 

Great  bottles  of  white  glass  were  filled  with  the  gen- 
erous wines  of  Provence  aud  Languedoc ;  smaller  flagons 
contained  Spanish  wines,  easily  and  promptly  brought 
from  Barcelona  by  coasting  ships. 

A  few  rustic  valets,  attired  in  cassocks  of  brown 
serge,  served  the  table  under  the  orders  of  the  major- 
domo,  the  liveries  with  the  colours  of  the  baron  never 
leaving  the  wardrobe  except  on  feast-days. 

The  oblong  table  placed  near  the  fireside  rested  on  a 
thick  carpet  of  Spanish  broom  or  esparto.  The  rest  of 
the  hall  was  paved  with  Hags  of  sandstone. 

At  the  head  of  the  table  was  the  armorial  chair  of 
Raimond  V. ;  at  his  right,  the  cover  for  his  daughter,  at 
his  left,  the  cover  for  the  stranger,  —  a  custom  of  touch- 
ing hospitality. 

Below  this  place  was  the  cover  for  the  chaplain. 

The  table  was  delicately  and  abundantly  served. 
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Around  an  enormous  tureen  of  soup,  made  of  the 
excellent  sea  eels  of  La  Ciotat,  and  fragments  of  sword- 
fish  and  sea  dates,  were  fowls  from  the  Pyrenees,  which 
surrounded  a  perfectly  roasted  goose ;  on  the  other  side, 
a  saddle  of  lamb  three  months  old,  and  the  half  of  a  kid 
one  month  old,  justified  by  their  appetising  odour  the 
culinary  proverb  :  Cabri  d'un  mes,  agneou  de  tres,  —  kid 
of  one  month,  lamb  of  three ;  shell-fish  of  all  kinds,  such 
as  oysters  and  mussels,  having  above  all  the  flavour  of 
the  rock,  as  the  Provencals  say,  filled  the  spaces  left  be- 
tween substantial  viands. 

Side-dishes  strongly  salted  and  spiced,  such  as  shrimps, 
lobsters,  artichokes,  celery,  and  tender  fennel,  formed  a 
formidable  reserve  which  Raimond  V.  called  to  his  aid, 
when  his  appetite  showed  signs  of  exhaustion. 

This  profusion,  which  at  first  glance  seemed  so  prodi- 
gal, was  easily  explained  by  the  abundant  resources  of 
the  country,  the  customary  hospitality  of  the  time,  and 
the  great  number  of  persons  a  lord  was  expected  to  en- 
tertain. 

Grace  being  said  by  the  worthy  Abbd  Mascarolus,  the 
baron,  his  daughter,  and  the  chaplain  sat  down  to  the 
table,  and  Laramie  took  his  usual  post  behind  the  chair 
of  his  master. 
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The  baron  was  scarcely  seated,  when  he  said : 

"  What  in  the  devil  is  the  matter  with  my  head  ? 
Is  Honorat  not  going  to  take  supper  with  us  ? " 

"  He  promised  yesterday  to  do  so,"  said  Reine. 

"  And  do  you  allow  your  betrothed  to  break  his 
word?     What  o'clock  is  it,  Laramie?" 

"  Monseigneui',  1  have  just  posted  the  two  sentinels  on 
the  rampart." 

"  That  is  to  say  it  is  eight  o'clock,  is  it  not,  captain  ?  " 
merrily  answered  the  baron  to  the  majordomo,  tending 
his  glass. 

"  Yes,  raonseigneur,  somewhat  past  eight." 

"  Ah,  that ! "  replied  the  old  gentleman,  replacing  his 
glass  on  the  table,  not  without  having  emptied  it.  "  I 
hope  nothing  has  happened  to  Honorat." 

"  Father,  why  not  send  a  messenger  on  horseback  to 
Berrol  at  once  ?  "  said  Reine,  with  keen  interest. 

"  You  are  right,  my  child  ;  at  any  rate,  we  would  feel 
assured  :  there  is  not  nnich  to  fear,  but  at  night  the  road 
through  the  morasses  of  Berrol  is  not  safe." 

"  Whom  shall  I  send  for  the  chevalier,  monseigncur  ?  " 
said  Laramie. 

The  baron  was  about  to  reply  when  the  Chevalier  de 
Berrol  appeared,  })receded  by  a  valet  who  carried  a  lamp. 

"  Where  in  the  devil  do  you  come  from,  my  son  ?"  said 
the  Baron  des  Anbiez,  extending  his  hand  to  Honorat, 
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wIk^iti  he  called  son  since  he  was  to  marry  his  daughter. 
"  Did  you  meet  the  fairies  in  the  quagmires  of  Ber- 
rol?" 

"  No,  my  father,  I  was  at  the  house  of  Seigneur  de 
Saint- Yves,  and  then  —  "  Suddenly  he  approached  the 
young  girl,  and  said,  "  Excuse  me,  I  pray,  Reine,  for 
being  late." 

She  extended  her  hand  to  him  with  charming  grace, 
and  said,  with  a  penetrating,  almost  serious  tone : 

"  I  am  happy,  very  happy  to  see  you,  Honorat,  for  we 
were  anxious." 

There  was  in  these  few  words,  and  in  the  look  which 
accompanied  them,  such  an  expression  of  confidence, 
tenderness,  and  solicitude,  that  the  chevalier  started 
with  delight. 

"  Come,  come,  sit  down  to  the  table,  and  as  you  have 
made  your  peace  with  Reine,  tell  us  what  detained  you 
at  the  house  of  Seigneur  de  Saint-Yves." 

The  chevalier  handed  his  sword  and  cap  to  Laramie, 
and  taking  a  seat  by  the  side  of  the  baron,  replied : 

"  The  recorder  of  the  admiralty  of  Toulon,  who  is 
making  a  tour  of  the  province,  accompanied  by  a  scribe 
and  two  guards  of  the  governor,  has  come  by  order  of  the 
latter  to  visit  the  castle  of  Seigneur  de  Saint-Yves." 

"  Manjour  !  "  cried  the  impetuous  baron,  "  I  am  sure 
that  it  concerns  some  insolent  command  !  This  marshal, 
murderer  of  our  favourites,  never  means  to  give  us  an- 
other ;  and  they  say  this  recorder  is  the  most  arrant 
knave  that  ever  announced  a  decree." 

"  Oh,  father,  control  yourself, "  said  Reine. 

"  You  are  right ;  Vitry  does  not  deserve  a  generous 
anger.  But  it  is  hard,  nevertheless,  for  the  Proven9al 
nobility  to  see  such  a  man  hold  functions  which,  hereto- 
fore, have  always  been  given  to  princes  of  the  blood. 
But  we  live  in  strange  times.  Kings  are  asleep,  cardi- 
nals reign,  and  bishops  wear  the  cuirass  and  the  belt. 
Do  you  think  that  is  very  canonical,  abb^  ? " 
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The  good  Mascarolus  never  liked  to  give  a  decided 
opinion,  and  he  replied,  humbly : 

"  Without  doubt,  monseigneur,  the  canons  of  Jean 
VIII.  and  the  text  of  St.  Ambrose  forbid  prelates  to 
bear  arms ;  but  on  the  other  hand  the  literal  interpreta- 
tion of  the  Council  of  Worms  authorises  them  to  do 
so  —  with  the  Pope's  approbation  —  when  they  possess 
domains  independent  of  the  Crown.  Under  Louis  the 
Young,  the  Bishops  of  Paris  went  to  battle.  Hincmar 
and  Hervien,  Archl/ishops  of  Reims,  led  their  troops 
under  Charles  the  Bald,  and  under  Charles  the  Simple ; 
Tristan  de  Salazar,  Archbishop  of  Reims,  thoroughly 
armed,  mounted  on  a  good  charger,  a  javelin  in  his 
hand—" 

"  Well,  well,  abbd,"  interrupted  the  baron,  "  by  the 
grace  of  the  cardinal,  we  shall  grow  accustomed  to  the 
sight  of  bishops  equipped  as  soldiers,  with  a  helmet  for 
mitre,  a  military  coat  as  a  stole,  a  lance  instead  of  a 
cross,  and  shedding  blood  in  the  place  of  sprinkling  holy 
water,  —  it  is  altogether  proper.  Some  wine,  Lararaee  ! 
And  you,  Honorat,  finish  your  story." 

"  The  fact  is,"  said  the  chevalier,  "  the  recorder 
Isnard,  who  they  say  has  no  pity  for  poor  people,  came, 
in  the  company  of  lawyers,  to  inform  himself  of  the  num- 
ber of  arms  and  quantity  of  ammunition  that  Seigneur 
de  Saint-Yves  kept  in  his  castle,  —  in  short,  to  draw 
up  an  account  of  it,  according  to  the  orders  of  the 
Marshal  of  Vitry." 

The  baron  had  just  emptied  his  glass  gloriously.  He 
still  lield  it  between  his  thumb  and  the  index  finger  of 
his  right  hand.  When  he  heard  these  words  he  remained 
motionless,  looking  at  Honorat  with  a  bewildered  ex- 
pression, and  wiping  mechanically,  with  the  back  of  his 
left  hand,  his  white  moustache,  which  was  soaked  in 
wine. 

The  chevalier,  without  remarking  the  baron's  aston- 
ishment, continued :    "  As  the    Seigneur  de  Saint-Yves 
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hesitated  to  comply  with  the  demand  of  the  recorder, 
who  insisted  almost  with  threats,  saying  that  he  acted 
by  order  of  the  governor  of  the  province,  in  the  name 
of  the  cardinal,  I  wished  to  interpose  between  them, 
and  —  " 

"  What !  Saint- Yves  did  not  nail  these  crows  by  the 
feet  and  hands  to  the  door  of  his  manor,  to  serve  as  a 
scarecrow  to  the  others ! "  cried  the  baron,  purple  with 
indignation,  and  setting  his  glass  on  the  table  so  vio- 
lently that  it  broke  in  pieces. 

"  Father  !  "  said  Reine,  alarmed,  as  she  saw  the  veins 
which  furrowed  the  baron's  bald  forehead,  swollen  to 
bursting,  "  Father,  what  does  it  matter  to  you  ?  No 
doubt  the  Seigneur  de  Saint- Yves  has  acceded  to  the 
governor's  demands." 

"  He  !  obey  such  orders  ! "  shouted  Raimond  V.,  "  he ! 
if  he  could  be  guilty  of  such  cowardice,  and  dared 
appear  again  at  the  next  assembly  of  the  nobility  of  Aix, 
I  would  seize  him  by  the  collar,  and  chase  him  out  of 
the  hall  with  blows  of  my  sword-belt.  What !  a  recorder 
must  enter  our  houses  to  take  account  of  our  arms,  our 
powder,  and  our  balls,  as  a  bailiff  takes  account  of  a 
merchant's  goods !  Manjour !  if  it  were  the  express 
and  signed  order  of  the  King  of  France,  our  count,  I 
would  reply  to  such  an  order  with  good  shots  from 
musket  and  cannon." 

"  But,  sir,  —  "  said  Honorat. 

"  Visit  our  castles  !  "  cried  the  baron,  more  and  more 
exasperated.  "  Ah,  it  is  not  enough  to  have  placed  at 
the  head  of  the  old  nobility  of  Provence  a  Vitry  !  —  a 
hired  assassin,  —  but  this  cardinal  —  may  hell  confound 
him ;  pray  for  him,  abbe,  for  he  has  devilish  need  of 
it  —  must  impose  upon  us  the  most  humiliating  obliga- 
tions !  Visit  our  houses,  forsooth  !  Ah,  Vitry,  you  wish 
to  know  how  we  can  fire  our  muskets  and  cannon,  and, 
by  God's  death,  come  and  lay  siege  to  our  castles 
and  you  shall   know ! "     Then  turning  with  eagerness 
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to    Honorat,  he    asked :    "  But   what   has    Saint-Yves 
done  ?" 

"  Sir,  at  the  time  I  left  him,  he  was  proposing  to  enter 
into  an  agreement  to  draw  up,  himself,  the  inventory 
demanded,  and  send  it  directly  to  the  marshal." 

"  Laramie,"  said  the  baron,  rising  abruptly  from  the 
table,  "have  Mistraon  saddled,  mount  live  or  six  of  my 
men  and  arm  them  well,  and  get  ready  yourself  to 
follow  me." 

"  In  the  name  of  Heaven,  father,  what  are  you  going 
to  do?"  cried  Reine,  taking  one  of  the  baron's  hands  in 
her  own. 

"  Prevent  that  good  man,  Saint-Yves,  committing 
a  cowardice  which  would  dishonour  the  nobility  of 
Provence.  He  is  old  and  feeble,  and  he  has  not  many 
persons  around  him ;  he  will  suffer  himself  to  be  intimi- 
dated.    Laramie,  my  arms,  and  to  horse,  to  horse !  " 

"  This  black  night,  over  such  bad  roads  —  surely  you 
will  not  dream  of  it,"  said  Honorat,  taking  the  other 
hand  of  the  baron. 

"  Did  you  hear  me,  fjaram^e !  "  shouted  Rairaond  V. 

"  But,  sir,  —  "  said  Honorat. 

"  Eh,  Manjour,  my  young  master,  I  do  what  you 
ought  to  have  done !  At  your  age,  1  would  have  thrown 
the  recorder  and  his  guards  out  of  the  window.  God's 
death !  the  blood  of  your  fathei-s  does  not  run  in  the 
veins  of  you  young  men !  Laram^t;,  my  arms,  and  to 
horse  ! " 

Honorat  made  no  response  to  the  baron's  reproaches. 
He  looked  at  Reine  and  shook  his  head  to  make  her 
understand  her  father's  injustice  to  his  conduct. 

The  young  girl  understood  the  situation,  and  while 
Laramie  was  occupied  in  taking  down  his  master's  arms 
from  one  of  the  panoplies  which  ornamented  the  dining- 
hall,  she  said : 

"  Laramie,  have  my  nag  saddled  too ;  I  will  accom- 
pany monseigneur." 
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"  To  the  devil  with  such  folly ! "  said  the  baron, 
shrugging  his  shoulders. 

"■  Folly  or  not,  I  intend  to  accompany  you,  fa- 
ther." 

"  No,  no,  a  hundred  times  no.  You  shall  not  go  with 
me  ;  such  roads,  and  at  sucli  an  hour  !  " 

"  I  will  follow  you,  father.  You  know  I  am  wilful 
and  obstinate." 

"  Certainly,  as  a  goat,  when  you  set  your  mind  to  it ; 
but  this  time  I  hope  you  will  yield  to  me." 

"  I  am  going  down-stairs  to  prepare  for  my  departure," 
said  Reine.     "  Come,  Honorat." 

"  To  the  devil  with  such  nonsense  !  She  is  capable  of 
doing  it  as  well  as  saying  it.  Ah,  there  it  is,  T  have 
been  too  good ;  I  have  been  too  indulgent  to  her ;  she 
abuses  it !  "  cried  the  old  gentleman,  stamping  his  foot 
with  anger.  Then  taking  a  milder  tone,  he  said :  "  Let 
us  see,  Reine,  my  daughter,  my  dear  daughter,  be 
reasonable ;  just  one  dash  of  a  gallop,  and  I  am  with 
Saint-Yves  in  time  to  drive  away  these  wretches  with 
blows  of  my  whip,  and  I  return." 

Reine  made  a  step  toward  the  door. 

"  But  you  may  join  me,  Honorat ;  you  are  as  unmoved 
as  a  worm." 

"  Ah,  father,  do  you  forget  that  just  now  you  stigma- 
tised as  cowardice  his  firm  and  prudent  conduct  in  this 
affair?" 

"  He,  Honorat,  my  son,  a  coward  ?  I  would  cut  any- 
body in  the  face  who  would  dare  say  it.  If  I  said  that, 
I  was  wrong,  —  it  was  anger  that  carried  me  away. 
Honorat,  my  son  —  " 

Raimond  V.  opened  his  arms  to  Honorat,  who  em- 
braced him,  and  said : 

"  Believe,  me,  sir,  do  not  undertake  this  journey.  My 
God !  you  will  see  these  people  only  too  soon." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  that  ?  " 

"  To-morrow  morning,  without   doubt,  they   will  be 

77 


THE   KNIGHT   OF  MALTA. 

here,  —  not  one  house  of  the  nobility  will  be  exempt 
from  this  measure." 

"  They  will  be  here  to-morrow  !  "  cried  the  baron,  with 
an  expression  of  joy  dillicult  to  portray.  "  Ah,  the 
recorder  will  be  here  to-morrow,  he  who  has  condemned 
poor  devils  to  the  galleys  for  the  crime  of  smuggling. 
Ah,  he  will  be  here  to-morrow !  As  God  lives,  it  fills 
my  heart  with  joy.  Laramee,  do  not  have  the  horses 
saddled,  no,  no,  only  to-morrow  at  daybreak  prepare 
twenty  good  poles  from  hazel-trees,  because  I  hope  we 
will  break  a  good  many ;  then  arrange  a  seesaw  above 
the  moat,  and  —  but  I  will  tell  you  to-night  when  I  go 
to  bed.  Some  wine,  Laramee,  some  wine  ;  give  me  my 
father's  cup  and  Spanish  wine,  1  must  drink  with  solem- 
nity to  such  a  piece  of  news ;  some  wine  of  Xeres,  I  tell 
you,  —  wine  of  Lamalgue  to  the  devil !  since  the  minions 
of  the  petty  tyrant  of  Provence  will  be  here  to-morrow, 
and  we  will  be  able  to  lash  them  soundly  with  the  straps 
that  ought  to  be  laid  on  Yitry." 

Having  said  this,  the  baron  sat  down  again  in  his  arm- 
chair ;  each  one  took  his  place,  to  the  great  delight  of  the 
poor  abl)6,  who,  during  this  scene,  had  not  dared  to  utter 
a  word. 

The  supper,  interrupted  by  this  incident,  was  finished 
with  a  certain  constraint. 

Raimond  V.,  preoccupied  with  the  reception  that  he 
was  i)reparing  for  the  agents,  stopped  every  few  mo- 
ments to  whisper  something  in  Laramde's  ear ;  it  was 
easy  to  guess  the  subject  of  these  secret  conferences,  by 
the  air  of  profound  satisfaction  with  which  the  old  sol- 
dier received  the  instructions  of  his  master. 

Like  all  soldiers,  Laramie  cherished  an  instinctive 
hatred  of  men  of  the  law,  and  he  did  not  dissimulate  his 
joy  at  the  thought  of  the  reception  awaiting  the  recorder 
and  his  scribe  the  next  day. 

Reine  and  Honorat  exchanged  glances  of  distress ; 
they  knew  the  obstinate   and  irascible  temper  of   the 
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baron,  his  taste  for  rebellion,  and  aversion  to  Marshal 
of  Yitry. 

The  young  girl  and  her  lover  feared,  not  without 
reason,  that  the  baron  might  become  involved  in  some 
serious  difficulty.  Recent  and  terrible  examples  had 
proven  that  Richelieu  desired  to  put  an  end  to  the  inde- 
pendence of  the  lords,  and  absorb  their  feudal  privileges 
in  the  power  of  the  king. 

Unfortunately,  they  could  not  dream  of  preventing 
Raimond  Y.,  when  once  he  determined  upon  any  course 
of  action,  and  his  dependents  were  only  too  willing  to 
second  his  dangerous  projects. 

The  good  Abbe  Mascarolus  ventured  to  say  a  few  words 
on  obedience,  —  that  the  lords  owed  it  to  themselves  to 
set  the  example ;  but  a  severe  glance  from  the  eye  of 
the  baron  cut  short  the  chaplain's  moralising,  and  he 
dared  not  defend  the  marshal  as  he  had  defended  the 
warlike  bishops. 

Reine  was  not  a  little  frightened  at  the  baron's  extrav- 
agant bursts  of  merriment  and  laughter,  as  he  talked 
aside  with  Laramee. 

When  supper  was  over,  according  to  the  ancient  and 
invariable  usage  of  hospitality,  the  baron  took  a  lamp, 
and  himself  conducted  Honorat  de  Berrol  to  the  cham- 
ber he  was  to  occupy. 

As  upon  previous  occasions,  the  young  man  wished  to 
spare  the  baron  Ibis  ceremonial,  arguing  that  his  posi- 
tion as  a  betrothed  lover  rendered  it  unnecessary,  but 
the  old  gentleman  replied  that  not  until  after  the  festivi- 
ties of  Christmas,  when  the  marriage  rite  was  to  be  cele- 
brated, could  he  be  treated  with  less  formality ;,  until 
then,  he  must  receive  all  the  attention  due  a  gentleman 
who  slept  under  his  roof. 

Reine  entered  her  chamber,  followed  by  Stephanette. 
Her  apartment  was  near  that  of  her  father,  and  listening 
she  discovered  to  her  great  regret  that  Laramie  remained 
with  him  longer  than  was  his  habit,  and  that  the  baron 
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continued  to  make  plans  for  the  discomfiture  of  the 
recorder  and  officers.  At  a  late  hour  of  the  night,  she 
heard  the  majordomo  order  some  of  the  baron's  servants 
to  carry  invitations. 

Distressed  by  these  indications,  she  dismissed  Ste- 
phanette,  and  returned  to  her  chamber. 

A  new  object  of  astonishment,  almost  of  terror, 
awaited  her  there. 
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After  having  shut  the  door  which  communicated 
with  her  father's  rooms,  Reine  walked  mechanically  to 
the  table  standing  in  the  embrasure  of  the  window. 
What  was  her  astonishment  to  see  on  this  table  a  little 
picture  encased  in  a  frame  of  filigree,  set  with  precious 
stones. 

Her  heart  beat  violently ;  she  recalled  the  crystal 
vase,  and  a  secret  presentiment  told  her  that  this  picture 
had  some  mysterious  connection  with  the  adventure 
among  the  rocks  of  OUioules. 

She  approached  it,  trembling. 

The  perfection  of  this  picture,  painted  on  vellum,  in 
imitation  of  ancient  manuscripts,  was  incredible. 

It  represented  the  scene  in  the  gorges  of  OUioules  at 
the  very  moment  when  the  baron,  embracing  his  daugh- 
ter, had  extended  his  hand  to  the  young  stranger ;  at 
a  distance  on  the  rock,  Pog  and  Trimalcyon,  the  two 
foreign  personages  of  whom  we  have  spoken,  appeared 
to  command  the  scene. 

Although  Reine  had  seen  these  two  men  but  a  mo- 
ment, the  likeness  in  the  picture  was  so  striking  that 
she  recognised  them.  She  shuddered  involuntarily  at 
the  sinister  expression  of  Pog's  face,  easily  known  by  his 
long  red  beard  and  the  bitter  smile  which  contracted 
his  lips. 

The  features  of  the  baron,  as  well  as  those  of  Reine, 
were  rendered  with  surprising  fidelity  and  perfect  art, 
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although  the  faces  were  scarcely  larger  thau  the  nail  of 
the  little  linger.  They  were  drawn  with  a  delicacy 
which  was  marvellous. 

Notwithstanding  the  inimitable  skill  displayed  in  this 
ravishing  picture,  an  odd,  extravagant  thing  destroyed 
its  harmony  and  effect. 

The  pose,  person,  and  costume  of  Erebus  —  the  strange 
young  man  —  were  perfectly  portrayed ;  but  his  head 
disappeared  beneath  a  small  cloud,  in  the  centre  of 
which  was  represented  the  enamelled  dove  already  por- 
trayed on  the  crystal  vase. 

This  omission  was  strange,  and  perhaps  cleverly  cal- 
culated, inasmuch  as  Reine,  in  spite  of  her  fear  and 
astonishment,  could  not  help  calling  memory  to  her  aid 
in  order  to  complete  the  portrait  of  the  stranger. 

She  saw  it  in  her  own  mind,  instead  of  on  the  vellum 
which  she  held  in  her  hand. 

There  was,  besides,  on  the  part  of  the  stranger,  a  sort 
of  delicacy  in  thus  effacing  his  own  features  under  a 
symbol  which  represented  to  his  mind  the  most  precious 
memory  of  that  day  ;  or  he  may  have  adopted  this  means 
to  quiet  the  scruples  of  the  young  girl,  should  she  decide 
to  keep  the  picture. 

In  order  to  comprehend  the  struggle  between  the 
desire  to  keep  the  picture  and  the  resolve  to  destroy  it, 
which  rose  in  the  young  girl's  mind,  we  must  say  a  few 
words  about  Reine's  love  for  Honorat  de  Berrol,  and  her 
own  sentiments  after  the  adventure  in  the  gorges  of 
Ollioules. 

Honorat  de  Berrol  was  an  orphan  and  distant  relative 
of  Raimond  V.  He  had  considerable  fortune,  his  estates 
lying  near  those  of  the  baron,  and  community  of  interest 
as  well  as  other  ties  bound  the  chevalier  and  the  old 
gentleman. 

For  two  or  three  years  Honorat  came  almost  every 
day  to  Maison-Forte.  The  chevalier  was  the  impersona- 
tion of  rectitude,  sincerity,  and  honour.     His  education, 
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without  being  extraordinary,  was  superior  to  that  of 
most  young  men  of  his  age. 

He  was  actively  occupied  in  the  management  of  his 
estates ;  his  order  and  his  economy  were  remarkable, 
although,  when  an  opportunity  presented  itself,  he  knew 
how  to  be  generous. 

His  mind  was  not  unusual,  but  he  had  plenty  of  good 
sense  and  reason,  and  his  character,  naturally  charm- 
ing, could  be  firm  and  decided  when  circumstances 
demanded  it. 

His  predominating  characteristic  was  a  love  of  justice. 
Little  given  to  enthusiasm  or  exaggeration,  and  supremely 
happy  in  his  position,  he  looked  forward  to  his  marriage 
with  the  baron's  daughter  with  a  pure  and  serene  joy. 

There  was  no  romantic  aspect  to  this  love.  Before 
allowing  himself  to  fall  in  love  with  Reine,  Honorat  had 
frankly  expressed  his  intentions  to  the  baron,  and  asked 
him  to  learn  his  daughter's  feelings. 

The  good  gentleman,  who  never  temporised  or  resorted 
to  half-measures,  replied  to  Honorat  that  the  alliance 
would  be  agreeable  to  him,  and  at  once  told  Reine  of 
the  chevalier's  proposal. 

Reine  was  then  sixteen  years  old  ;  she  was  pleased 
with  the  appearance  and  bearing  of  the  Chevalier  de 
Berrol,  for  the  manners  of  most  of  the  country  gentle- 
men who  visited  Maison-Forte  suffered  much  by  com- 
parison with  those  of  her  amiable  relative. 

Reine  accepted  the  baron's  plans,  and  the  baron  wrote 
at  length  to  his  brothers,  the  commander  and  Father 
Elzear,  without  whose  advice  he  did  nothing,  concerning 
the  happy  betrothal. 

Their  response  was  favourable  to  Honorat,  and  the 
marriage  was  fixed  for  the  Christmas  celebration  which 
would  follow  the  young  girl's  eighteenth  birthday. 

Thus  passed  two  years  in  the  midst  of  sweet  hopes 
and  a  pure,  calm  love. 

Honorat,  serious  and  gentle,  began  at  once  his  part 
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as  mentor,  and  by  degrees  acquired  a  great  ascendancy 
over  the  mind  of  Reine. 

Raimond  V.  loved  his  daughter  so  foolishly  and  idol- 
atrously,  that  the  happy  influence  of  Honorat  saved  her 
from  her  father's  weakness. 

The  girl  had  lost  her  mother  when  she  was  in  the 
cradle,  and  had  been  reared  under  the  eyes  of  the  baron 
by  Htephanette's  mother,  an  excellent  woman,  and, 
although  happily  endowed  with  good  instincts,  had  been 
permitted  to  indulge  her  caprice  at  will. 

Her  lively  imagination  exaggerated  sympathy  and 
antipathy,  and  she  often  received  the  wise  and  reason- 
able suggestions  of  Honorat  with  mischievous  irony  and 
even  resentment. 

Legend  and  romance  were  the  mental  food  she  craved, 
and  often  in  thought  she  pictured  herself  as  the  heroine 
of  some  strange  adventure.  Honorat  would  dissipate 
these  fantastic  visions  by  a  breath,  and  not  infrequently 
reproached  Reine,  with  as  much  good-humour  as  gaiety, 
for  these  vagabond  imaginations. 

But  these  little  differences  were  soon  forgotten.  Reine 
would  confess  her  wrong-doing  with  adorable  frankness, 
and  the  beautiful  affection  of  the  two  lovers  seemed 
only  to  increase. 

Unconsciously,  Reine  began  to  feel  the  influence  of 
Honorat  more  and  more  in  her  daily  life,  and  instead 
of  indulging  herself  in  vague  reveries  and  foolish  imag- 
inations, occupied  her  mind  with  graver  thoughts.  She 
recognised  the  nothingness  of  her  former  dreams,  and 
every  step  of  this  wise  and  happy  way  served  to  estab- 
lish her  love  for  Chevalier  de  Berrol. 

Her  mind  and  character  had  undergone  such  a  com- 
plete transformation  under  the  influence  of  Honorat, 
that  her  father,  sometimes,  when  he  had  gone  beyond 
the  limits  of  temperance,  would  say  in  jest  that  Reine 
was  hocoming  insupportably  serious. 

The  sentiment  of  Reine  for  Honorat  was  by  no  means 
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a  passionate  love,  nourished  by  difficulties  and  uncertain- 
ties, but  a  calm,  sincere,  and  reasonable  affection,  in 
which  the  young  girl  recognised,  with  a  sort  of  tender 
veneration,  the  superior  reason  of  her  betrothed. 

Such  were  the  sentiments  of  Mile,  des  Aubiez  when 
the  fatal  meeting  in  the  rocks  of  Ollioules  took  place. 

The  first  time  that  she  saw  Erebus,  placed  her  under 
the  influence  of  a  profound  sentiment  of  gratitude ;  he 
had  just  saved  the  baron's  life. 

Reine,  perhaps,  might  never  have  observed  the  sur- 
prising beauty  of  the  stranger,  but  for  the  startling  cir- 
cumstances by  which  he  was  presented  to  her. 

The  fact  that  he  had  just  delivered  her  father  from  a 
frightful  danger  was  the  most  powerful  fascination  that 
Erebus  could  offer. 

No  doubt  the  charm  was  broken  when,  after  the  few 
words  uttered  by  his  companions,  his  countenance  and 
manner  changed,  and  he  had  the  audacity  to  press  his 
lips  to  hers.  The  features  of  the  stranger,  that  a  mo- 
ment before  possessed  a  beauty  so  pure,  and  an  amia- 
bility so  lovely,  seemed  suddenly  to  disappear  under  the 
mask  of  an  insolent  libertine. 

Since  that  day,  Erebus  appeared  to  her  always  under 
these  two  different  physiognomies. 

Sometimes  she  tried  to  banish  from  her  memory  all 
thought  of  an  audacious  stranger,  who  had  insolently 
robbed  her  of  what  she  would  have  given  to  her  father's 
saviour  with  reluctance.  Again,  she  would  dream,  with 
a  deep  sentiment  of  gratitude,  that  her  father  owed  his 
life  to  this  same  stranger  who  at  first  seemed  so  coura- 
geous and  so  timid. 

Unhappily  for  Reine's  repose  of  mind,  Erebus  united 
and  justified,  so  to  speak,  these  two  distinct  natures, 
and  in  her  thought  she  gave  him  sometimes  her  admi- 
ration, and  sometimes  her  contempt. 

So  she  wavered  between  these  two  sentiments. 

Thus  the  natural  exaggeration  of  her  character,  rather 
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suppressed  than  destroyed,  was  excited  by  this  singular 
adventure. 

The  unknown  one  seemed  to  her  the  genius  of  good 
and  the  genius  of  evil. 

Involuntarily,  her  excitable  mind  tried  to  penetrate 
the  secret  of  this  double  power. 

Reine  herself  was  made  aware  of  her  morbid  mental 
condition  only  by  the  tender  reproaches  of  Honorat, 
who  accused  her  of  distraction.  For  the  first  time, 
then,  Reine  realised  with  horror  the  empire  that  the 
unknown  person  had  gained  over  her  mind ;  she  resolved 
to  escape  from  it,  but  the  resistance  with  which  she  en- 
deavoured to  drive  Erebus  from  her  mind,  only  made 
her  think  of  him  the  more. 

In  her  vexation  she  shed  bitter  tears,  and  sought  ref- 
uge and  diversion  in  the  calm  and  wise  conversation  of 
Honorat. 

Nothing  could  make  her  forget  the  past.  Notwith- 
standing his  goodness  and  kindness,  her  betrothed  seemed 
to  weary  her,  and  even  wound  her. 

She  dared  not  open  her  heart  to  him.  The  baron, 
too,  was  the  best  of  fathers,  yet  absolutely  incapable 
of  comprehending  the  unaccountable  anguish  of  his 
daughter. 

Concentrated  by  silence,  and  overexcited  by  solitude, 
a  sentiment  mingled  with  curiosity,  admiration,  and 
almost  hatred,  began  to  take  deep  root  in  the  heart  of 
Reine. 

Many  times  she  shuddered  to  see  that  the  gravity  of 
Honorat  oppressed  her.  In  her  thought  she  reproached 
him  for  having  nothing  in  his  career  that  was  adventur- 
ous or  romantic. 

She  compared  his  peaceful  and  uniform  life  with  the 
mystery  which  surrounded  the  stranger. 

Then,  ashamed  of  such  thoughts,  she  sought  to  fix 
her  hopes  upon  her  approaching  union  with  Honorat, 
—  a  union  so  sacred  that,  in  the  fulfilment  of  its  du- 
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ties,   every    foolish    dream    and    imagination   would  be 
effaced. 

Such  was  the  state  of  Reine's  heart  when,  by  an 
inexplicable  mystery,  she  found  in  the  same  day  two 
objects,  the  sight  of  which  redoubled  her  anguish  and 
excited  every  power  of  her  imagination. 

This  stranger,  or  one  of  his  agents,  was  then  near 
her,  though  invisible. 

She  could  not  suspect  the  servants  within  the  walls 
of  Maison-Forte  of  being  in  collusion  with  the  stranger. 
All  of  them  were  old  servants,  grown  gray  in  the  service 
of  Raimond  V. 

Reared,  so  to  speak,  by  them,  she  was  too  well  ac- 
quainted with  their  life  and  morality  to  believe  them 
capable  of  underhand  manreuvres.  The  fact  that  the 
picture  was  placed  on  her  praying-stool  in  her  chamber, 
disquieted  her  above  all. 

She  was  on  the  point  of  going  to  her  father  and  tell- 
ing him  all,  but  an  instinctive  love  of  the  marvellous 
restrained  her ;  she  feared  to  break  the  charm.  Her 
romantic  character  found  a  sort  of  pleasure,  mingled 
with  fear,  in  this  mystery. 

Inaccessible  to  superstition,  of  a  firm  and  decided  mind, 
and  recognising  the  fact  that,  after  all,  there  was  noth- 
ing really  dangerous  in  allowing  this  strange  adventure 
to  take  its  course,  Reine  reassured  herself,  after  search- 
ing her  chamber  and  the  connecting  one  very  carefully. 

She  took  up  the  picture  again,  looked  at  it  for  some 
time,  then,  after  dreaming  awhile,  she  threw  it  into  the 
fire. 

She  followed  the  destruction  of  this  little  masterpiece 
with  a  melancholy  gaze. 

By  a  strange  chance  the  vellum,  detached  from  the 
frame,  caught  first  on  both  sides. 

Thus  the  figure  of  Erebus  burned  the  last  and  was 
outlined  a  moment  on  the  burning  embers,  —  then  a 
light  flame  leaped  upon  it,  and  all  disappeared. 
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Reine  remained  a  long  time  gazing  in  the  fireplace, 
as  though  she  still  saw  there  the  picture  which  had  been 
consumed. 

The  clock  of  Maison-Forte  struck  two  in  the  morning ; 
the  young  girl  returned  to  her  senses,  went  to  bed,  and, 
for  a  long  time,  tried  to  fall  asleep. 
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The  day  after  the  occurrence  of  the  events  we  have 
just  related,  a  group  of  several  persons,  some  on  foot, 
and  others  on  horseback,  skirted  the  edge  of  the  sea, 
and  seemed  to  direct  their  course  toward  the  Gulf  of  La 
Ciotat. 

The  most  important  personage  of  this  little  caravan 
was  a  man  of  considerable  corpulence,  with  a  solemn 
and  formal  countenance,  wearing  a  travelling-cloak  over 
his  habit  of  black  velvet. 

He  had  a  chain  of  silver  around  his  neck,  and  rode  a 
little  horse  with  an  ambling  gait. 

These  personages  were  no  other  than  Master  Isnard, 
recorder  of  the  admiralty  of  Toulon,  and  his  clerk  or 
scribe,  who,  mounted  on  an  old  white  mule,  carried  be- 
hind enormous  bags  filled  with  bundles  of  papers,  and 
two  large  registers  in  their  boxes  of  black  shagreen. 

The  clerk  was  a  little  middle-aged  man,  with  a  pointed 
nose,  a  pointed  chin,  high  cheek-bones,  and  sharp  eyes. 
This  nose,  this  chin,  and  these  cheek-bones,  and  these 
eyes  were  very  red,  thanks  to  the  very  keen  wind  from 
the  north. 

A  valet,  mounted  on  another  mule,  laden  with  wallets, 
and  two  halberdiers,  dressed  in  green  and  orange-coloured 
cassocks  trimmed  with  white  lace,  accompanied  the  re- 
corder and  his  clerk. 

It  was  evident  that  the  two  officers  of  justice  did  not 
enjoy  an  unmarred  serenity. 
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Master  Tsuard,  especially,  betrayed  his  bad  humour, 
from  time  to  time,  by  imprecations  upon  the  cold,  the 
weather,  the  roads,  and  particularly  upon  his  mission. 

The  clerk  responded  to  these  complaints  with  a 
humble  and  pitiful  air. 

"  On  my  oath  !  "  cried  the  recorder,  "  here  I  am  only 
two  days  on  my  circuit,  and  it  is  far  from  promising  any- 
thing agreeable.  Hm  !  the  nobility  takes  this  census  of 
arms  ordered  by  the  Marshal  of  Vitry  very  ill ;  they 
receive  us  in  their  castles  like  Turks  —  " 

"  And  we  are  happy  to  be  received  at  all,  Master 
Isnard, "  said  the  clerk  ;  "  the  lord  of  Signerol  shut  his 
door  in  our  faces,  and  we  were  obliged  to  draw  up  our 
report  by  the  light  of  the  moon.  The  lord  of  Saint- 
Yves  received  us  reluctantly." 

"  And  all  these  resistances,  open  or  mute,  to  the  orders 
of  his  Eminence,  the  cardinal,  will  be  duly  recorded, 
clerk,  and  bad  intentions  will  be  punished  ! " 

"  Fortunately,  the  reception  given  by  the  Baron  des 
Anbiez  will  indemnify  us  for  these  tribulations.  Master 
Isnard.  They  say  the  old  lord  is  the  best  of  men.  His 
jovial  nature  is  as  well  known  throughout  the  country 
as  the  austerity  of  his  brother,  the  commander  of  the 
black  galley,  or  the  charity  of  Father  Elzear  of  the 
Order  of  Mercy,  his  other  brother  —  " 

"  Hm !  Raimond  V.  does  well  to  be  hospitable, " 
growled  the  recorder;  "he  is  one  of  those  old  strife-stir- 
rers,  always  ready  to  draw  his  sword  against  any  estab- 
lished power  ;  but  patience,  clerk,  good  courage,  the  reign 
of  men  of  peace  and  justice  has  come,  thank  God !  All 
these  arrogant  disputants,  with  long  rapiers  and  spurs, 
will  keep  as  quiet  in  their  strong  castles  as  wolves  in 
their  dens,  or,  on  my  oath,  we  will  rase  their  houses  to 
the  ground  and  sow  salt  on  them.  However,"  added 
Master  Isnard,  as  if  he  wanted  to  give  himself  artificial 
courage,  "  we  are  always  sure  of  the  support  of  the 
cardinal  ;  just  let  them  touch  a  hair  of  our  heads,  — 
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why,  you  see,  clerk,  that  it  would  be  the  same  as  pulling 
a  hair  out  of  the  beard  of  his  Eminence !  " 

"  Which  would  be  dreadfully  injurious  to  the  said 
Eminence,  Master  Isnard,  as  they  say  he  has  a  regular 
cat's  beard,  —  thin  and  sharp." 

"  You  are  an  ass ! "  said  the  recorder,  shrugging  his 
shoulders,  and  giving  his  horse  a  thrust  of  the  spur. 

The  clerk  lowered  his  head,  said  no  more,  and  blew 
through  his  fingers  by  way  of  keeping  in  countenance. 

The  little  caravan  followed  the  road  for  some  time 
along  the  beach,  the  sea  on  the  right,  and  interminable 
rocks  on  the  left,  when  they  were  joined  by  a  traveller 
modestly  seated  on  a  donkey. 

The  tawny  complexion  of  this  man,  with  his  overcoat 
of  leather,  his  red  cap,  from  which  escaped  a  forest  of 
black  hair,  curled  and  standing  on  end,  and  a  little  port- 
able forge,  fastened  to  one  side  of  the  pack-saddle  on  the 
back  of  his  donkey,  proved  him  to  be  one  of  those  stroll- 
ing Bohemians  who  go  from  farm  to  village,  offering 
their  services  to  housekeepers  as  repairers  of  household 
utensils. 

Notwithstanding  the  cold,  the  legs  and  feet  of  this 
man  were  naked.  His  delicate  and  nervous  limbs,  and 
his  expressive  face,  scarcely  shaded  by  a  black  and  dis- 
tinctly marked  beard,  presented  the  type  peculiar  to  the 
men  of  his  race. 

His  donkey  was  quiet  and  tractable,  and  had  neither 
bit  nor  bridle,  —  he  guided  it  by  means  of  a  stick  which 
he  held  to  the  animal's  left  eye,  if  he  wished  to  go  to  the 
right,  and  to  the  right  eye  if  he  wished  him  to  go  to 
the  left.  As  he  approached  the  recorder  and  his  attend- 
ants, the  Bohemian  took  the  donkey  by  one  of  his  long, 
pendent  ears,  and  stopped  him  suddenly. 

"  Can  you  tell  me,  sir,"  said  the  Bohemian  to  the  re- 
corder, respectfully,  "  if  I  am  still  far  from  La 
Ciotat  ?  " 

The  recorder,  thinking,  doubtless,  the  man  unworthy 
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of  a  reply  from  him,  made  a  disdainful  gesture,  and  said 
to  his  scribe : 

"  Answer  him,  clerk,"  and  rode  on.  * 

"  The  mouth  is  the  mistress,  the  ear  is  the  slave," 
said  the  Bohemian,  bowing  himself  humbly  before  the 
clerk. 

The  clerk  inflated  his  thin  cheeks,  assumed  a  haughty 
air,  seated  himself  on  his  mule  with  triumphant  dignity, 
and  said  to  the  valet  who  followed  him,  as  he  pointed  to 
the  Bohemian  : 

"  Lackey,  reply  to  him,"  and  passed  on. 

Little  John,  more  compassionate,  told  the  wanderer 
that  he  could  follow  the  caravan,  as  it  was  on  its  way  to 
a  place  quite  near  the  town  of  La  Ciotat. 

The  two  halberdiers  were  a  short  distance  in  the  rear, 
and,  joining  the  principal  group,  all  continued  to  move 
forward  on  the  beach.  The  sun  soon  made  its  influence 
felt ;  although  it  was  in  the  month  of  December,  its  rays 
became  so  warm  that  Master  Isnard  felt  the  need  of 
relieving  himself  of  his  cloak.  He  tossed  it  to  his  clerk, 
saying : 

"Are  you  sure,  clerk,  that  you  recognise  the  route 
to  Maison-Forte,  the  castle  of  Raimond  V,,  Baron  des 
Anbiez  ?  For  we  are  to  stop  first  at  his  dwelling.  It  is 
from  that  point  that  I  will  begin  the  census  of  arms  in 
this  diocese.  Eh,  eh,  clerk,  the  morning  air  and  salt 
odour  of  the  beach  gives  me  an  appetite !  They  say  the 
baron  has  the  good  cheer  of  an  abb^,  and  the  hospitality 
of  the  good  King  Ren^.  So  much  the  better,  on  my 
oath  I  so  much  the  better,  clerk.  Instead  of  putting 
up  for  fifteen  days  at  some  paltry  hostelry  of  La  Ciotat, 
eh,  eh !  I  will  make  my  winter  quarters  at  Maison-Forte 
of  Raimond  V.,  and  you  will  follow  me,  clerk,"  said  the 
recorder,  giving  himself  airs.  "  Inst<3ad  of  your  bacon 
with  garlic  and  beans,  and  your  codfish  seasoned  with 
oil  for  high  days,  you  will  only  have  to  choose  be- 
tween fowl,  venison,  and  the  bpst  fish  «of  the  gulf.     Eh, 
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eh  !  for  a  starved  wretch  like  you,  it  is  a  rare  windfall, 
so,  clerk,  you  can  get  a  big  mouthful  —  " 

The  poor  scribe  made  no  reply  to  these  coarse  pleas- 
antries, by  which  he  felt  humiliated,  and  only  said  to 
the  recorder :  "  I  recognise  the  road  easily.  Master 
Isnard,  because  there  is  a  post  bearing  the  escutcheon 
of  Raimond  V.,  and  a  milestone  which  marks  the  land 
belonging  to  the  house  of  Baux." 

"  The  lands  of  Baux  ! "  cried  the  recorder,  with  indig- 
nation. ''  Another  one  of  the  abuses  that  his  Eminence 
will  destroy,  on  my  oath  !  It  is  enough  to  make  one 
insane  to  try  to  find  his  way  out  of  this  labyrinth  of 
feudal  privileges ! "  Then,  passing  from  grave  to  gay, 
the  recorder  added,  with  a  loud  laugh,  "  Eh,  eh !  it 
would  be  as  difficult  a  task  as  for  you  to  distinguish 
the  wine  of  Xeres  from  the  wine  of  Malaga,  accustomed 
as  you  are  to  drink  the  second  pressing  of  the  grape 
like  a  fish,  and  then  taste  a  glass  of  Sauve-chr^tien,  to 
put  a  good  taste  in  your  mouth." 

"  And  happy  when  this  grape-water  does  not  fail  us, 
Master  Isnard,"  said  the  poor  clerk,  with  a  sigh. 

"  Eh,  eh !  then  the  river  never  fails,  and  asses  can 
drink  at  their  ease,"  replied  the  recorder,  insolently. 

His  unhappy  victim  could  only  hang  his  head  in  si- 
lence, while  the  recorder,  proud  of  his  triumph,  put  his 
hand  above  his  eyes,  hoping  to  discover  the  roof  of 
Maison-Forte  des  Anbiez,  as  his  appetite  was  growing 
clamorous. 

The  Bohemian,  who  rode  behind  the  two  talkers,  had 
heard  their  conversation. 

Although  his  features  were  common,  they  showed 
much  penetration  and  intelligence.  His  little,  piercing, 
changing  black  eyes  constantly  moved  from  the  recorder 
to  the  clerk  with  an  expression  by  turns  ironical  and 
compassionate.  When  Master  Isnard  had  finished  con- 
versation by  his  coarse  Avitticism  on  asses,  he  contracted 
his  eyebrows  into  a  severe  frown,  and  seemed  about  to 
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speak,  but  whether  he  feared  the  recorder,  or  was  afraid 
of  saying  too  much,  he  remained  silent. 

"  Tell  me,  clerk,"  cried  the  recorder,  stopping  short 
before  a  post,  painted  with  a  coat  of  arms,  which  marked 
a  division  of  the  road,  "  is  not  this  the  route  to  Des 
Anbiez  ? " 

"  Yes,  Master  Isnard,  but  we  must  leave  the  shore. 
This  is  the  road  to  Maison-Forte ;  it  is  about  two  hun- 
dred steps  from  here ;  this  rock  hides  it  from  yon," 
answered  the  clerk,  as  he  pointed  to  a  sort  of  little 
promontory  which  thrust  itself  into  the  sea,  and  thus 
interfered  with  a  view  of  the  castle. 

"  Then,  clerk,  go  on  before,"  said  the  recorder,  check- 
ing his  own  horse,  and  giving  a  blow  of  his  switch  to 
the  scribe's  mule. 

The  clerk  rode  on  in  advance,  and  the  little  band 
ventured  into  a  precipitous  road  which  wound  its  way 
across  the  rocks  on  the  coast. 

After  a  quarter  of  an  hour's  travel,  the  road  became 
level,  and  wooded  hills,  vines,  olive-trees,  and  sown 
fields  succeeded  the  rocks.  Master  Isnard  at  last  saw, 
to  his  great  joy,  the  imposing  pile  of  Maison-Forte.  It 
stood  out  at  the  end  of  an  immense  avenue,  planted 
with  six  rows  of  beeches  and  sycamores,  which  con- 
ducted to  the  vast  court  of  which  we  have  spoken. 

"  Eh,  eh !  "  said  the  recorder,  expanding  his  nostrils, 
"  it  is  about  midday ;  it  ought  to  be  the  dinner-hour  of 
Raimond  V.,  for  these  country  lords  follow  the  old 
Frovengal  custom :  they  take  four  meals ;  every  four 
hours,  —  breakfast  at  eight  o'clock,  dine  in  the  middle 
of  the  day,  lunch  at  four  o'clock,  and  sup  at  eight." 

"Indeed,  then  they  must  eat  nearly  all  day  long," 
said  the  clerk,  with  a  sigh  of  envy,  "  for  they  often  sit 
three  or  four  hours  at  table." 

"  Eh,  eh  !  you  are  licking  your  lean  lips  already,  clerk  ; 
but  do  you  not  see  a  thick  smoke  on  the  side  of  the 
kitchens  ?  " 
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"  Master  Isnard,  1  do  not  know  where  the  kitchens 
are,"  said  the  clerk.  "  I  have  never  been  inside  Maison- 
Forte,  but  I  do  see  a  thick  smoke  above  the  tower  which 
looks  toward  the  west." 

"  And  you  do  not  detect  the  odour  of  fish-soup,  or 
roast  ?  On  my  oath,  in  the  house  of  Raimond  V.  it 
ought  to  be  Christmas  every  day.  Come,  can't  you 
scent  something,  man  ? " 

The  clerk  held  his  nose  in  the  air  like  a  dog  on  the 
scent,  and  replied,  with  a  shake  of  the  head :  "  Master, 
I  scent  nothing." 

When  the  recorder  had  arrived  a  few  steps  from  the 
court  of  Maison-Forte,  he  was  astonished  to  see  no  one 
outside  of  this  large  habitation,  at  an  hour  when  do- 
mestic duties  always  require  so  much  commotion. 

As  we  have  said,  the  court  formed  a  sort  of  parallelo- 
gram. 

At  the  farther  end  of  this  parallelogram  rose  the 
main  dwelling. 

On  each  side  could  be  seen  its  wings  at  right  angles, 
and  the  buildings  occupied  by  persons  in  the  employ  of 
the  castle. 

On  the  first  plane  rose  a  high  wall,  pierced  with 
loopholes  for  cannon,  in  the  middle  of  which  opened  a 
massive  door.  In  front  of  this  wall  stretched  a  wide 
and  deep  ditch,  filled  with  water,  which  was  crossed  by 
means  of  a  movable  bridge,  built  directly  in  front  of  the 
door. 

The  recorder  and  his  retinue  arrived  at  the  entrance 
of  the  bridge,  where  they  found  Master  Laramee. 

The  majordomo,  solemnly  clothed  in  black,  bore  in 
his  hand  a  white  rod,  a  distinctive  mark  of  office. 

The  recorder  descended  from  his  horse  with  an  im- 
portant air,  and,  turning  to  Laramee,  said:  "In  the 
name  of  the  king,  and  his  Eminence,  the  cardinal,  I, 
Master  Isnard,  recorder,  have  come  to  take  census  and 
catalogue  of  the  arms  and  ammunition  of  war,  retained 
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here  in  this  castle  of  Maison-Forte,  belonging  to  Sir 
Raimond  V.,  Baron  des  Anbicz." 

Then  turning  to  his  train,  which  the  Bohemian  had 
joined,  he  said  :  "  All  of  you  follow  me." 

Laramee  made  a  profound  bow,  and  with  a  sly  ex- 
pression of  face  said  to  the  recorder,  as  he. indicated 
the  road :  "  If  you  will  follow  me.  Master  Recorder,  I 
will  show  you  our  magazine  of  arms  and  artillery." 

Encouraged  by  this  reception.  Master  Isnard  and  his 
retinue  crossed  the  bridge,  leaving  their  horses  outside, 
tied  to  the  parapet,  according  to  the  instruction  of  the 
majordomo. 

As  they  entered  the  court  planted  with  trees,  the 
recorder  said  to  Laramee :  "  Is  your  "master  at  home  ? 
We  are  very  hungry  and  very  thirsty,  friend." 

The  majordomo  looked  up  at  the  recorder,  lifted  his 
cap,  and  replied :  "  You  condescend,  sir ;  you  call  me 
friend ;  you  honour  me  too  much,  Master  Recorder." 

"  Oh,  go  on  !  I  am  as  kind  as  a  [trince.  If  the  baron 
is  not  at  table,  conduct  me  first  to  him ;  if  he  is  at  table, 
conduct  me  to  him  all  the  sooner." 

"  Monseigneur  has  just  been  served.  Master  Recorder. 
I  am  going  to  open  the  door  of  honour  for  you,  as  is 
proper." 

As  he  said  these  words,  Laramde  disappeared  through 
a  narrow  passage. 

The  recorder,  his  clerk,  his  valet,  the  Bohemian,  and 
the  two  halberdiers  remained  in  the  court,  staring  at  the 
great  portal  of  the  castle,  expecting  every  moment  to 
see  its  massive  doors  open  for  their  reception.  They 
did  not  see  that  two  men  had  removed  the  bridge,  be- 
yond the  ditch,  on  tbc  side  of  the  fields,  thus  cutting 
off  all  retreat  from  the  men  of  the  law. 
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On  the  side  of  the  court,  as  on  the  side  of  the  sea, 
three  windows  of  the  gallery,  which  extended  the  full 
length  of  the  edifice,  opened  upon  a  balcony  which  was 
over  the  principal  door  of  the  castle. 

The  recorder  began  to  realise  that  it  required  much 
ceremony  to  introduce  him  to  the  baron,  when  suddenly 
the  windows  were  opened,  and  ten  or  twelve  gentlemen, 
in  handsome  hunting-suits,  booted  and  spurred,  holding 
a  glass  in  one  hand  and  a  napkin  in  the  other,  rushed 
out  on  the  balcony,  shouting  and  laughing  at  the  top  of 
their  voices. 

At  their  head  was  Raimond  V. 

It  was  easy  to  see  by  the  flushed  cheeks  of  these  joy- 
ous companions  that  they  had  just  arisen  from  the  table, 
and  had  emptied  more  than  one  bottle  of  Spanish  wine. 

The  convivial  friends  of  Raimond  V.  belonged  to  the 
nobility  of  the  neighbourhood,  and  were  all  known  for 
their  hatred  of  Marshal  of  Vitry,  and  open  or  secret 
opposition  to  Cardinal  Richelieu. 

Honorat  de  Berrol  and  Reine,  utterly  powerless  to 
dissuade  the  baron  from  his  dangerous  projects,  had 
retired  into  one  of  the  apartments  in  the  tower. 

The  recorder  began  to  think  he  was  mistaken  in 
counting  on  a  favourable  reception  from  the  baron ;  he 
even  feared  that  he  might  be  made  the  victim  of  some 
infernal  trick,  as  he  saw  the    clamorous  gaiety  of  the 
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guests  of  Maison-Forte,  especially  when  he  recognised 
among  the  number  the  old  lord  of  Signerol,  who  had 
rudely  refused  him  entrance  into  his  castle. 

However,  he  tried  to  put  a  good  face  on  the  matter, 
and  followed  by  his  clerk,  who  was  trembling  in  every 
limb,  he  advanced  to  the  balcony  with  his  two  halber- 
diers at  his  heels. 

Addressing  himself  to  Raimond  Y.,  who  was  leaning 
over  the  balcony  railing  and  looking  contemptuously  on 
the  company  below,  he  said  : 

"  In  the  name  of  the  king  and  his  Eminence,  the 
cardinal  —  " 

"  The  cardinal  to  the  devil !  Let  his  infernal  Emi- 
nence return  to  the  place  he  came  from  !  "  shouted  sev- 
eral gentlemen,  interrupting  the  recorder's  speech. 

"  Beelzebub,  at  this  moment,  is  making  a  red  brass 
hat  for  his  Eminence,"  said  the  lord  of  Signerol. 

"  The  girdles  of  his  Eminence  ought  to  be  good  rope 
for  hanging  !  "  said  another. 

"  Let  the  recorder  have  his  say,  gentlemen,"  said  the 
baron,  turning  to  his  guests,  "  let  him  speak,  my  friends, 
—  it  is  not  by  a  single  note  that  you  recognise  the  bird 
of  the  night.  Come  on,  Manjour  !  speak,  recorder,  speak, 
read  out  your  scrawl ! " 

The  clerk,  completely  demoralised,  and  doubtless  med- 
itating a  retreat,  turned  his  head  away  from  the  door, 
and  discovered  with  dismay  that  the  bridge  had  been 
withdrawn. 

"  Master  Isnard,"  whispered  he,  with  broken  voice, 
"  we  are  caught  in  a  mouse-trap  ;  they  have  carried  away 
the  bridge." 

Notwithstanding  the  self-possession  he  affected,  the 
recorder  looked  over  his  shoulder,  and  said,  in  a  low 
voice  :  "  Clerk,  order  the  halberdiers  to  approach  without 
attracting  attention." 

The  clerk  obe^ved  ;  the  little  band  concentrated  in  the 
middle  of  the  court,  with  the  exception  of  the  Bohemian. 
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Standing  at  the  foot  of  the  balcony,  he  seemed  to  con- 
template with  curiosity  the  gentlemen  gathered  there. 

Master  Isnard,  anxious  to  accomplish  his  task,  and 
seeing  that  he  had  been  mistaken  in  presuming  upon  the 
hospitality  of  Raimond  V.,  read,  not  without  hesitation, 
the  judicial  summary. 

"  In  the  name  of  his  Majesty,  our  sire,  King  of  France 
and  of  Navarre,  and  Count  of  Provence,  and  of  his  Emi- 
nence, the  cardinal,  I,  Thomas  Isnard,  recorder  of  the 
admiralty  of  Toulon,  sent  by  the  king's  attorney  to  the 
seat  of  the  said  admiralty,  make  here  in  this  Maison- 
Forte  the  census  and  catalogue  of  the  arms  and  ammu- 
nitions of  war  therein  enclosed,  in  order  to  draw  up  a 
statement,  on  which  statement  his  Excellence,  the  Mar- 
shal of  Vitry,  Governor  of  Provence,  will  decide  to  the 
end  that  we  may  be  advised  as  to  what  quantity  of  arms 
and  ammunition  ought  to  be  left  in  the  said  Maison- 
Forte ;  accordingly,  I,  Thomas  Isnard,  recorder  of  the 
admiralty  of  Toulon,  here  present  myself  in  person  to 
the  said  Raimond  V.,  Baron  des  Anbiez,  praying  him 
of  necessity  to  obey  the  orders  signified.  Made  at  Mai- 
son-Forte  des  Anbiez,  dependent  of  the  diocese  of  Mar- 
seilles, and  the  jurisdiction  of  Aix,  December  17,  1632." 

The  old  baron  and  his  friends  listened  to  the  recorder 
with  perfect  calmness,  exchanging  frequent  glances  of 
contempt.  When  Master  Isnard  had  concluded,  Raimond 
V.  leaned  over  the  railing  of  the  balcony  and  replied : 

«  Worthy  recorder,  worthy  deputy  of  the  worthy  Mar- 
shal of  Vitry,  and  of  the  worthy  Cardinal  Richelieu, — 
God  save  the  king,  our  count,  from  his  Eminence,  —  we, 
Raimond  V.,  Baron  des  Anbiez,  and  master  of  this  poor 
mansion,  we  authorise  you  to  complete  your  mission. 
You  see  that  door  there  on  the  left,  on  which  is  nailed 
the  sign-board,  '  Arms  and  Artillery, '  —  open  it,  and 
perform  the  duties  of  your  office." 

As  he  said  these  words  the  old  gentleman  and  his 
guests  sat  with  their  elbows  on  the  balcony  railing,  as  if 
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they  had  prepared  themselves  for  the  enjoyment  of  an 
interesting  and  unusual  spectacle. 

Master  Isnard  had  followed  with  his  eyes  the  gesture 
of  the  baron,  which  indicated  to  him  the  mysterious 
magazine. 

It  was  a  door  of  medium  size,  on  which  could  easily 
be  read  the  newly  painted  words,  "  Arms  and  Artillery." 

This  door  was  situated  in  the  middle  of  the  left  wing, 
which  was  largely  made  up  of  rooms  for  the  servants. 

Without  being  able  to  account  for  his  repugnance,  the 
recorder  looked  at  the  door  of  the  magazine  with  suspi- 
cion, and  said  to  Raimond  V.,  with  an  air  almost  arro- 
gant : 

"  Send  some  one  of  your  people  to  open  that  door !  " 

The  old  gentleman's  face  became  purple  with  anger  ; 
he  was  on  the  point  of  flying  into  a  passion,  but  restrained 
himself  and  replied : 

"  One  of  my  people,  Master  Recorder  ?  Alas,  I  do  not 
have  them  any  longer.  The  good  old  man  who  received 
you  is  my  only  servant ;  the  taxes  imposed  by  your  worthy 
cardinal,  and  the  tribute  he  exacts  from  us,  have  reduced 
the  Provencal  nobility  to  beggary,  as  you  see !  You  are 
accompanied  by  two  companions  with  halberds,  and  a 
fellow  with  a  serge  mantle,"  —  here  the  clerk  made  a  re- 
spectful bow,  —  "your  own  people  are  more  than  enough 
to  put  your  orders  in  execution." 

Then,  seeing  the  Bohemian  at  the  foot  of  the  balcony, 
Raimond  called  to  him ;  "Eh,  you  man  there  with  the 
red  cap,  who  in  the  devil  are  you  ?  What  are  you  doing 
there  ?     Do  you  belong  to  this  band  ? " 

The  wanderer  approached  the  balcony,  and  said  : 

"  Monseigneur,  I  am  a  poor  travelling  artisan,  who 
lives  by  his  work.  I  come  from  Bany.  I  was  on  my  way 
to  La  Ciotat,  and  I  entered  to  see  if  I  could  get  work  at 
the  castle." 

"  Manjour  !  "  exclaimed  the  baron, "  you  are  my  guest ; 
do  not  stay  in  the  court." 
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At  this  remarkable  invitation,  the  men  of  the  law 
looked  frightened,  and  at  the  same  instant  the  Bohemian, 
with  a  wonderful  agility,  climbed  up  one  of  the  granite 
pillars  which  supported  the  balcony,  as  quick  as  a  wild- 
cat, and  seated  himself  at  the  feet  of  the  baron,  outside 
of  the  balustrade,  on  a  little  slab  projecting  from  the 
balcony  floor. 

The  ascension  of  the  Bohemian  was  so  rapid,  and  done 
so  cleverly,  that  it  excited  the  admiration  of  the  guests. 

The  baron,  laughingly  seizing  one  of  his  long  black 
locks  of  hair,  said  to  him  :  "  You  climb  too  well  to  travel 
in  the  main  road ;  it  is  my  opinion,  fellow,  that  windows 
are  your  doors,  and  roofs  serve  you  as  a  place  to  prome- 
nade. Come  in  the  house,  boy ;  Laramie  will  give  you 
something  to  drink," 

With  a  light  bound  the  Bohemian  jumped  over  the 
railing  of  the  balcony,  and  •  entered  the  gallery,  which 
served  as  dining-room  on  important  occasions,  where  he 
found  the  remains  of  the  abundant  dinner  of  which  the 
baron's  guests  had  just  partaken. 

The  recorder  remained  in  the  court  with  his  escort, 
not  knowing  upon  what  course  to  resolve. 

He  looked  at  the  unlucky  door  with  a  vague  disquie- 
tude, while  the  old  gentleman  and  his  friends  betrayed 
some  impatience  as  they  waited  for  the  end  of  this  scene. 

Finally,  Master  Isnard,  wishing  to  get  out  of  an  em- 
barrassing position,  turned  to  the  baron  and  said,  with 
a  solemn  air : 

"  I  call  to  witness  the  people  who  accompany  me  if 
anything  unbecoming  happens  to  me,  and  you  will  answer, 
sir,  for  any  dangerous  and  secret  ambuscade  which  could 
hurt  the  dignity  of  the  law  or  of  justice,  or  our  honour- 
able person." 

"  Eh,  Manjour !  what  are  you  crowing  about  ?  No- 
body here  wishes  to  interfere  with  your  office ;  my  arms 
and  my  artillery  are  there :  enter,  examine,  and  count ; 
the  key  is  in  the  door !  " 
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"  Yes,  yes,  go  in,  the  key  is  in  the  door,"  repeated  the 
chorus  of  guests,  with  a  sneer  whicli  seemed  a  sinister 
omen  to  the  recorder.  Exasperated  beyond  measure,  but 
keeping  himself  at  a  respectful  distance  from  the  door, 
the  recorder  said  to  his  scribe : 

"  Clerk,  go  and  open  this  door ;  let  us  make  an  end 
of  —  " 

"  But,  Master  Isnard  —  " 

"  Obey,  clerk,  obey,"  said  the  recorder,  still  drawing 
back. 

The  poor  scribe  showed  the  register  which  he  held  in 
one  hand,  and  the  pen  that  he  held  in  the  other. 

"  My  hands  are  not  free.  I  must  be  ready  to  draw  up 
an  official  report.  If  some  sorcery  bursts  out  of  that 
door,  ought  I  not,  on  the  very  instant,  enter  it  upon  my 
verbal  process  ?  " 

These  reasons  appeared  to  make  some  impression  on 
the  recorder. 

"  Little  John,  open  that  door,"  said  he  to  the 
lackey. 

"  Oh,  master,  I  dare  not,"  replied  Little  John,  getting 
behind  the  recorder. 

"  Do  you  hear  me,  you  wretch  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,  but  I  dare  not ;  there  is  some  sorcery 
there." 

"  But,  on  my  oath,  if  you  —  " 

"  If  the  salvation  of  my  soul  depended  on  it,  sir, 
I  would  not  open  it,"  said  Little  John,  in  a  resolute 
tone. 

"  Come,  come  !  "  said  the  recorder,  overcome  with 
vexation,  as  he  addressed  the  halberdiers,  "  it  will  be 
said,  my  brave  fellows,  that  you  alone  acted  as  men  in 
this  stupid  affair  !  Open  that  door,  and  put  an  end  to  this 
ridiculous  scene." 

The  two  guards  retreated  a  step,  and  one  of  them 
said : 

"  Listen,  Master  Isnard,  we  are  here  to  give  you  as- 
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sistance  as  far  as  we  are  able,  if  any  one  rebels  against 
your  orders,  but  no  one  forbids  you  to  enter.  The  key 
is  in  the  door ;  enter  alone,  if  you  wish  to  do  so." 

"  What,  an  old  pandour  like  you  afraid  !  " 

The  halberdier  shook  his  head,  and  said : 

"  Listen,  Master  Isnard,  halberds  and  swords  are  worth 
nothing  here ;  what  we  need  is  a  priest  with  his  stole, 
and  a  holy  water  sprinkler  in  his  hand." 

"  Michael  is  right.  Master  Isnard,"  said  the  other 
guard ;  "  it  is  my  opinion  that  we  will  have  to  do  what 
was  done  to  exorcise  the  dolphins  that  infested  the  coast 
last  year." 

"  If  that  dog  of  a  Bohemian  had  not  run  away  like  a 
coward,"  said  the  recorder,  stamping  his  foot  with  rage, 
"  he  might  have  opened  the  door." 

Then,  happening  to  turn  his  head,  the  recorder  discov- 
ered several  men  and  women  standing  at  the  windows  of 
Maison-Forte ;  they  were  partially  hidden  by  the  basement, 
but  were  looking  curiously  into  the  court. 

More  from  self-esteem  than  courage,  Master  Isnard, 
seeing  that  he  was  observed  by  so  many  persons,  walked 
deliberately  to  the  door,  and  put  his  hand  on  the  key. 

At  that  moment  his  heart  failed  him. 

He  heard  in  the  magazine  a  rumbling  noise  and 
extraordinary  excitement,  which  he  had  not  detected 
before. 

The  sounds  were  harsh,  with  nothing  human  in  them. 

A  magic  charm  seemed  to  fasten  the  recorder's  hand 
to  the  key  in  the  door. 

"  Come,  recorder,  my  boy,  go  on !  there  you  are !  go 
on ! "  cried  one  of  the  guests,  clapping  his  hands. 

"  I  wager  he  is  as  warm  as  if  it  were  the  month  of 
August,  although  the  wind  is  blowing  from  the  north," 
said  another. 

"  Give  him  time  to  invoke  his  patron  and  make  a  vow," 
said  a  third. 

"  His  patron  is  St.  Coward,"  said  the  lord  of  Signerol ; 
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"  no  doubt  he  is  making  a  vow  never  to  brave  another 
danger  if  he  delivers  him  from  this  one." 

Pushed  to  extremity  by  these  jeers,  and  reflecting  that, 
after  all,  Raimond  V.  was  not  so  cruel  as  to  force  him 
into  real  danger,  the  recorder  opened  the  door,  and  sud- 
denly jumped  back. 

At  that  moment  he  was  roughly  overthrown  by  the 
onset  of  two  Camargnan  bulls,  that  rushed  from  the  sta- 
ble, head  downward,  and  uttering  a  peculiar  and  stifled 
bellowing,  for  they  were  muzzled. 

The  two  animals  were  not  of  very  large  size,  but  were 
full  of  vigour. 

One  was  tawny,  streaked  with  dark  brown ;  the  other 
was  black  as  jet. 

The  first  use  they  made  of  their  liberty  was  to  bound 
over  the  court,  paw  the  earth  with  their  fore  feet,  and 
try  to  divest  themselves  of  their  muzzles. 

The  appearance  of  the  two  bulls  was  greeted  with 
hurrahs  and  bravos  by  the  guests  of  the  baron. 

"  Eh,  well,  recorder,  your  inventory  ?"  cried  Raimond 
v.,  holding  his  sides,  and  giving  full  vent  to  his  hilarity. 
"  Come,  clerk,  enter  upon  your  official  report  my  bulls, 
Nicolin  and  Saturnin.  Ah  !  you  demand  the  arms  that 
I  possess, —  there  they  are.  It  is  with  the  horns  of  these 
fellows  from  Camargne  that  I  defend  myself.  Eh,  Man- 
jour  !  I  see  by  your  fear  that  you  recognise  them  as 
arms,  serious  and  offensive.  Come,  recorder,  label  Nico- 
lin, and  draw  up  Saturnin." 

"  God's  death  I  "  cried  the  lord  of  Signerol,  "  these 
bulls  look  as  if  they  would  like  to  make  an  inventory 
of  the  clerk's  and  recorder's  breeches ! " 

"  By  Our  Lady,  in  spite  of  hia  corpulence,  the  recorder 
made  a  leap  then  that  would  do  honour  to  a  toreador ! " 

"And  the  clerk, —  how  he  winds  around  the  trees! 
He  is  equal  to  a  frightened  weasel !  " 

"Christmas!  Christmas!  Nicolin  has  a  piece  of  his 
cloak ! " 
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It  is  needless  to  say  that  these  different  exclamations 
described  the  phases  of  the  improvised  race  with  which 
Raimond  V.  entertained  his  friends. 

The  bulls  were  in  hot  pursuit  of  the  recorder  and  his 
clerk,  whom  they  wished  first  to  attack.  The  halberdiers 
and  Little  John  had  prudently  availed  themselves  of  the 
protection  of  the  wall. 

Thanks  to  the  trees  planted  in  the  court,  the  recorder 
and  his  clerk  were  able  for  some  time  to  escape  the 
attacks  of  the  bulls  by  running  from  tree  to  tree. 

But  after  awhile  their  strength  was  exhausted.  Fear 
paralysed  their  energies,  and  they  were  about  to  be  tram- 
pled under  foot  by  these  ferocious  animals.  Be  it  said 
to  the  praise  of  Raimond  V.  that,  notwithstanding  the 
brutality  of  his  savage  pleasantry,  he  would  have  been 
distressed  beyond  measure  if  a  tragedy  had  ended  this 
adventure. 

Happily  one  of  the  halberdiers  screamed  : 

"  Master  Isnard,  —  climb  a  tree,  —  quick,  quick,  before 
the  bull  gets  back." 

The  corpulent  recorder  followed  the  halberdier's  coun- 
sel, and  throwing  himself  upon  the  trunk  of  a  sycamore, 
he  held  on  with  knees,  feet,  and  hands,  making  unheard- 
of  efforts  in  his  clumsy  ascent. 

The  baron  and  his  guests,  seeing  that  the  man  was  no 
longer  in  real  danger,  again  began  their  jests  and  laugh- 
ter. The  clerk,  more  nimble  than  the  recorder,  was  now 
safely  seated  in  the  top  of  a  sycamore. 

"  Master  Bruin  has  come  at  last  I  Take  care,  beware !  " 
cried  Raimond.  laughing  till  the  tears  came  in  his  eyes 
at  the  efforts  of  the  recorder,  who  was  trying  to  straddle 
one  of  the  largest  branches  of  the  tree  he  had  climbed 
with  so  much  difficulty. 

"  If  the  recorder  looks  like  an  old  bear  climbing  his 
pole,"  said  another,  "  the  clerk  looks  like  an  old,  shiver- 
ing monkey,  —  see  his  jaws  chatter." 

"  Come,  come,  clerk,  get  to  your  task ;  where  is  your 
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pen  and  your  ink,  and  your  register  ?  You  are  safe,  now, 
—  scribble  your  scrawl,"  cried  the  old  lord  of  Signerol. 

"  Attention,  attention,  the  tournament  has  begun  ! " 
cried  one  of  the  guests.  "  It  is  Nicolin  against  a  halber- 
dier." 

"  Largess,  largess  for  Nicolin  !  " 

Seeing  the  two  men  of  the  law  safe  from  their  horns, 
the  bulls  had  turned  upon  the  halberdiers. 

But  one  of  the  halberdiers,  throwing  himself  against 
the  wall,  pricked  the  animal  s;)  sharply  in  the  nose  and 
the  shoulder,  that  the  bull  dared  not  make  another  attack, 
and  bounded  off  into  the  middle  of  the  court. 

Seeing  the  courage  of  the  halberdier,  the  baron  cried  : 

"  Have  no  fear,  my  brave  fellow,  you  shall  have  ten 
francs  to  drink  his  health,  and  I  will  furnish  the  wine 
gratis." 

Then  addressing  the  invisible  Larmade,  the  old  gentle- 
man ordered :  "  Tell  the  shepherd  to  send  his  dogs,  and 
drive  these  bulls  back  into  the  stable.  The  dance  of  the 
recorder  and  the  clerk  has  lasted  long  enough." 

The  baron  had  hardly  fmished  speaking,  when  three 
shepherd  dogs  of  large  size  came  out  of  a  half-open  door 
and  ran  straight  after  the  bulls.  After  a  few  flour- 
ishes, the  animals  ended  the  farce  by  galloping  into  the 
stable,  the  magazine  of  arms  and  artillery  of  Maison- 
Forte,  as  the  treacherous  sign-board  had  announced. 

The  recorder  and  his  clerk,  seeing  themselves  delivered 
from  danger,  still  did  not  dare  descend  from  their  impreg- 
nable position.  In  vain  Laramie,  bearing  two  glasses 
of  wine  on  a  silver  plate,  came  offering  the  stirrup-cup 
from  the  baron,  and  telling  them,  what  was  true,  that  the 
bridge  had  been  replaced,  and  their  horses  and  mules 
were  waiting  for  them  outside. 

"  I  go  from  here  only  that  my  clerk  may  draw  up  an 
official  statement  of  the  grievous  outrage  by  which  the 
baron,  your  master,  has  rendered  himself  amenable," 
cried  the  recorder,  almost  breathless,  wiping  the  sweat 
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from  his  brow,  which  literally  ran  with  water,  in  spite  of 
the  cold  weather.  "  Perhaps  you  are  reserving  some 
other  bad  treatment  for  us,  but  the  governor,  and  if  nec- 
essary the  cardinal  himself,  will  avenge  me,  and  on  my 
oath,  there  shall  not  remain  one  stone  on  another  of  this 
accursed  house  —  may  Satan  confound  it — " 

Raimond  V.,  holding  in  his  hand  a  long  hunting-whip, 
descended  into  the  court,  gave  the  ten  francs  to  the  hal- 
berdier who  had  so  bravely  combatted  the  bull,  and 
went  up  to  the  tree  from  which  the  recorder  was  fulmi- 
nating his  threats. 

"  What  is  that  you  say,  you  scoundrel  ? "  said  the 
baron,  cracking  his  whip. 

"  I  say,"  shouted  the  recorder,  "  I  say  that  the  mar- 
shal will  not  leave  this  offence  unpunished,  and  that  on 
my  arrival  in  Marseilles,  I  will  tell  him  all,  I  —  " 

"  Eh,  Manjour!"  cried  the  baron,  with  another  crack  of 
the  whip,  "  I  hope  you  will  tell  him  all.  I  have  received 
you  in  this  way  that  you  may  tell  him,  indeed,  that  he 
may  learn  in  what  light  I  hold  his  orders,"  cried  the  old 
gentleman, unable  to  restrain  his  anger;  "the  Provencal 
nobility  has  known  how,  in  the  last  century,  to  drive 
from  its  province  the  insolent  Duke  d'Epernon  and  his 
Gascons,  as  unworthy  of  governing  it,  and  shall  we  not 
drive  away  a  Vitry,  a  wretched  assassin,  who  acts  like 
an  Italian  bandit,  who  leaves  our  coasts  without  defence, 
who  obliges  us  to  protect  ourselves,  and  then  comes  to 
take  away  from  us  the  means  of  resisting  the  pirates ! 
Get  out  of  here,  you  rogue,  and  go  to  draw  up  your 
scrawls  elsewhere  than  in  my  house  ! " 

"  I  will  not  get  down ! "  cried  the  recorder. 

"  Do  you  want  me  to  smoke  you  out  of  the  tree  like 
a  badger  in  the  trunk  of  a  willow  ? " 

Believing  Raimond  Y.  capable  of  anything,  Master 
Isnard  slowly  descended  the  tree.  His  clerk,  who  had 
remained  silent,  imitated  his  example,  and  reached  the 
ground  at  the  same  time  with  his  master. 
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"  Stop !  "  said  the  baron,  putting  a  few  pieces  of  silver 
in  the  scribe's  hand.  "  You  can  drink  to  the  health  of 
the  king,  our  count.     All  this  is  not  your  fault,  clerk." 

"  I  forbid  you  to  accept  one  coin  !  "  cried  the  recorder. 

"  You  shall  be  obeyed.  Master  Isnard,"  said  the  scribe. 
"These  are  two  silver  crowns,  and  not  one  coin,"  and 
he  pocketed  the  present. 

"  And  1  will  add  in  my  report,  sir,  that  you  tried  to 
corrupt  my  agents,"  said  the  recorder. 

"  Out  of  here,  out,  out,  you  stinking  beast !  "  cried  the 
baron,  cracking  his  whip. 

"  You  give  people  strange  hospitality,  Baron  des 
Anbiez,"  said  the  recorder. 

This  reproach  seemed  to  touch  Raimond  deeply  ;  he 
said  :  "  Manjour  !  all  the  country  knows  that  the  lord  and 
the  peasant  have  found  free  refuge  and  loyal  hospitality 
in  this  house.  But  1  am  and  will  be  without  pity  for 
the  petty  tyrants  of  a  tyrant  cardinal.  Out  of  here,  I 
say,  or  I  will  whip  you  like  a  bad  dog  I " 

"  It  will  sound  well,  "  cried  the  recorder,  purple  with 
rage,  and  walking  backward  toward  the  bridge,  "  It 
will  sound  well  that  you  have  attempted  the  life  of  an 
officer  of  the  king's  justice,  and  that  you  have  driven 
him  away  from  your  house  with  blows  of  the  whip,  in- 
stead of  allowing  him  to  execute  peaceably  the  orders 
of  his  Eminence,  the  cardinal,  and  of  the  marshal." 

"  Yes,  yes,  you  can  tell  all  that  to  your  marshal,  and 
you  can  add  that,  if  he  comes  here,  although  my  beard 
is  gray,  I  engage  to  prove  to  him,  sword  in  hand  and 
dagger  in  fist,  that  he  is  nothing  but  a  hired  assassin, 
and  that  his  master,  the  cardinal,  —  God  preserve  the 
king  from  him,  —  is  only  a  sort  of  Christian  pacha,  a 
thousand  times  more  a  despot  than  the  Turk.  You 
can  tell  him,  too,  to  beware  of  pushing  us  to  extremes, 
because  we  can  remember  a  noble  prince,  brother  of  a 
good  and  noble  king,  blinded  for  the  moment  by  this 
false  priest,  cousin  of   Beelzebub.     You  can  tell  him, 
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too,  that  the  nobility  of  Provence,  worn  out  by  so  many 
outrages,  would  rather  have  for  their  sovereign  Count 
Gaston  of  Orleans,  than  the  King  of  France,  since  at 
this  time  the  King  of  France  is  Richelieu." 

"  Take  care,  baron,"  whispered  the  lord  of  Signerol, 
"  you  are  going  too  far." 

"  Eh,  Manjour !  "  cried  the  impetuous  baron,  "  my 
head  can  answer  for  my  words ;  but  I  have  an  arm,  thank 
God,  able  to  defend  my  head.  Out  of  here,  you  knave ! 
Open  your  long  ears  well,  and  shut  them  well  to  keep 
what  you  hear.  As  for  our  cannon  and  ammunition,  you 
will  see  nothing  of  them.  We  will  renounce  our  arms 
when  the  dogs  beg  the  wolves  to  cut  off  their  paws  and 
pull  out  their  teeth.  Out  of  here,  I  say ;  and  repeat  my 
words,  and  worse,  too,  if  it  seems  good  to  you ! " 

The  recorder,  having  reached  the  gate,  rapidly  crossed 
the  bridge,  followed  by  his  clerk  and  his  guards,  and  as 
he  mounted  his  horse,  hurled  a  thundering  anathema  at 
the  house  of  the  baron. 

Raimond  V.,  delighted  with  the  success  of  his  trick, 
entered  with  his  guests,  and  sat  down  to  the  table,  as 
the  hour  of  luncheon  had  just  arrived. 

The  end  of  the  long  day  passed  away  in  joy,  in  the 
midst  of  gay  conversation  arising  from  this  adventure. 

From  one  of  the  windows  of  the  castle,  Honorat  de 
Berrol  had  witnessed  this  scene.  Knowing  the  obsti- 
nacy of  his  future  father-in-law,  he  had  not  attempted 
remonstrance,  but  he  could  not  repress  his  fear  when  he 
thought  of  the  imprudent  words  Raimond  Y.  had  uttered 
on  the  subject  of  Gaston  of  Orleans. 
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THE   BOHEMIAN. 

Many  days  had  elapsed  since  Master  Isnard  had  been 
driven  so  uncei-emoniously  from  Maison-Forte  des  An- 
biez. 

The  conduct  of  the  baron  toward  the  deputy  of  the 
marshal,  the  Duke  of  Vitry,had  been  generally  approved 
by  the  nobility  of  the  neighbourhood. 

A  very  small  number  of  gentlemen  had  submitted  to 
the  orders  of  the  governor. 

Master  Isnard,  established  in  a  hostelry  of  La  Ciotat, 
had  despatched  a  messenger  to  Marseilles  for  the  pur- 
pose of  informing  the  marshal  of  the  lively  resistance 
he  had  encountered  upon  the  subject  of  the  census  of 
arms. 

The  citizens  generally  ranged  themselves  on  the  side 
of  the  nobility  and  the  clerg}',  who  defended  Provencal 
rights  and  privileges. 

The  three  estates  —  the  holy  clergy,  the  illustrious 
nobility,  and  the  Provencal  republic  and  communities, 
as  Cajsar  dc  Nostradamus  names  them  in  his  history 
of  Provence  —  sustained  themselves  against  a  common 
enemy,  which  is  to  say,  against  any  governor  who  at- 
tacked their  privileges,  or,  in  the  opinion  of  the  Proven- 
gals,  was  unworthy  of  governing  their  country. 

Nevertheless,  transient  divisions  occurred  between  the 
nobility  and  the  citizens  when  particular  interests  be- 
came involved. 
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Master  Isnard  had  arrived  in  La  Ciotat  at  a  time  when 
some  feeling-  of  resentment  against  Raimond  V.  was 
being  manifested. 

One  of  the  consuls  of  the  town,  Master  Talebard-Tale- 
bardon,  sustained  in  the  name  of  the  citizens  a  lawsuit 
against  the  baron,  upon  the  subject  of  certain  fishing- 
nets,  which  he  claimed  the  lord  of  Anbiez  had  laid 
without  legal  right  in  a  bay  outside  his  privilege,  and 
thereby  was  injuring  the  interests  of  the  town. 

Although  the  inhabitants  of  La  Ciotat  had,  on  many 
occasions,  found  aid  and  support  from  the  baron,  al- 
though at  the  last  descent  of  the  pirates  he  had,  at  the 
head  of  his  own  household  servants,  fought  valiantly, 
and  almost  saved  the  city,  the  gratitude  of  the  citizens 
did  not  extend  to  an  absolute  submission  to  the  will  of 
Raimond  V. 

The  consul  Talebard-Talebardon,  a  personal  enemy  of 
the  baron,  always  exaggerating  the  faults  of  this  noble- 
man, had  so  envenomed  the  question,  that  great  disaffec- 
tion was  already  being  manifested  among  the  citizens. 

Arriving  at  this  time.  Master  Isnard  excited  these 
dissensions,  fanned  the  fire,  and  spoke  at  length  of  his 
cruel  reception  at  Maison-Forte.  Although  he  was  not 
of  the  country,  he  succeeded  in  making  the  outrage  done 
him  appear  as  a  question  between  the  nobility  and  the 
citizens. 

The  recorder  induced  the  consuls  to  withdraw  within 
the  limits  of  their  dignity,  and,  instead  of  continuing  the 
amicable  negotiations  already  initiated,  to  insist  upon  the 
baron's  appearance  before  the  tribunal  of  overseers. 

This  malevolent  disposition  once  gaining  ground,  the 
malcontents  did  not  stop  there.  They  forgot  the  real 
services  that  Raimond  V.  had  rendered  to  the  city,  his 
generous  hospitality,  the  good  that  he  was  doing  in  the 
neighbourhood,  to  remember  that  he  was  abusive,  hot- 
headed, and  always  ready  to  lift  his  rod. 

They  exaggerated  the  havoc  made  by  his  dogs  in  the 
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chase ;  they  spoke  of  the  brutal  manner  in  which  he  had 
treated  the  citizens  at  the  time  of  their  complaint  con- 
cerning the  fishing-nets ;  in  short,  after  the  appearance 
of  the  recorder  in  La  Ciotat,  they  began  to  speak  of  the 
Baron  des  Anbiez  as  a  vei'itable  feudal  tyrant. 

While  the  storm  was  gathering  on  that  side,  the  most 
perfect  tranquillity  reigned  in  Maison-Forte. 

Raimond  V.  drank  and  hunted  in  the  finest  style, 
going  through  his  domains  almost  every  day,  with  an 
unequalled  activity ;  he  visited  his  neighbours  at  their 
country-seats,  in  order  to  preserve,  as  he  said,  the  sacred 
fire,  or,  rather,  the  general  opposition  to  the  Marshal  of 
Vitry,  demanding  from  each  one  his  signature,  appended 
to  a  supplication  addressed  to  the  king. 

In  this  manifesto,  or  public  declaration,  the  Proven9aI 
nobility  formally  demanded  the  recall  of  the  marshal, 
reminding  Louis  XIII.  that  his  father,  of  glorious  mem- 
ory, the  great  Henri,  had,  under  similar  circumstances, 
recalled  the  Duke  d'Epernon,  in  order  to  redress  the 
just  complaints  of  the  country. 

Finally,  the  nobility  expressed,  in  this  act,  their  re- 
spectful regrets  not  to  be  able  to  submit  to  the  orders 
of  the  cardinal,  in  renouncing  their  right  to  arm  their 
houses,  inasmuch  as  their  own  safety  required  that  they 
should  always  be  in  a  state  of  defence. 

Redoubling  his  activity,  the  baron  regained,  as  he 
said,  the  legs  and  arms  of  twenty  years,  in  this  crusade 
against  Marshal  of  Vitry. 

Such  was  the  moral  aspect  of  Maison-Forte  some  days 
after  the  event  of  which  we  have  spoken. 

We  have  not  forgotten  the  Bohemian,  who,  arriving 
in  the  train  of  the  recorder,  had,  upon  the  baron's  invi- 
tation, scaled  the  balcony  in  so  agile  and  surprising  a 
manner. 

To  make  use  of  a  particular  and  modern  expression, 
the  vagabond  Bohemian  had  become  quite  the  fashion  in 
the  rustic  and  warlike  habitation  of  Raimond  V. 
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In  the  first  place,  he  had  mended  numerous  household 
utensils  with  remarkable  skill. 

Then  Eclair,  the  favourite  greyhound  of  the  baron, 
put  her  paw  out  of  joint,  whereupon  the  Bohemian  went 
up  on  the  mountain  and  gathered  certain  herbs  by  the 
light  of  the  moon,  and  carefully  wrapped  the  sick  mem- 
ber in  them,  and  the  next  day  Eclair  was  able  to  stretch 
her  legs  on  the  rosy  heather  of  the  baronial  plains  and 
valleys. 

That  was  not  all.  Mistraon,  the  favourite  horse  of 
Raimond  V.,  was  wounded  in  the  frush  of  his  foot  by  a 
sharp  stone ;  by  means  of  a  thin  layer  of  iron  deftly 
inserted  in  the  slope  of  the  shoe,  the  Bohemian  made  a 
sort  of  Turkish  horseshoe,  which  ever  after  preserved  the 
invalid  foot  of  Mistraon  from  all  injury. 

The  baron  doted  on  the  Bohemian.  Dame  Dulceline 
herself,  notwithstanding  her  holy  horror  of  this  unbe- 
liever, who,  never  having  been  baptised,  could  not  bear 
the  name  of  Christian,  relented  somewhat  when  the  un- 
believer gave  her  marvellous  recipes  for  colouring  pieces 
of  glass,  stuffing  birds,  and  making  excellent  cordials. 

The  ffood  Abbe  Mascarolus  was  not  less  under  the 
charm,  thanks  to  some  pharmaceutic  specifics  of  which 
the  Bohemian  had  given  him  the  secret.  The  only 
regret  of  the  worthy  chaplain  was  to  find  the  vagabond 
so  obstinate  and  shy  upon  the  subject  of  his  conver- 
sion. 

Such  was  the  serious  side  of  the  Bohemian's  qualifica- 
tions. To  that  he  united  the  most  versatile  and  agreeable 
accomplishments.  He  had  in  a  little  cage  two  beautiful 
pigeons,  which  showed  an  almost  superhuman  intelli- 
gence ;  his  ass  astonished  the  household  of  Maison- 
Forte  by  the  grace  with  which  he  walked  on  his  hind 
legs ;  besides,  the  Bohemian  played  with  iron  balls  and 
daggers  as  well  as  the  best  juggler  from  India :  he  was 
as  good  a  marksman  as  the  most  accomplished  cara- 
bineer; and,  finally,  to  conclude  the  enumeration  of  this 
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vagabond's  wonderful  attractions,  he  sang  charmingly, 
as  he  accompanied  himself  on  a  sort  of  Moorish  guitar 
with  three  strings. 

It  was  doubtless  to  this  talent  that  he  owed  the  nick- 
name of  the  "  Singer,"  by  which  he  was  known  among  his 
comrades. 

Stephanette  was  the  first  to  inform  her  mistress  of  the 
new  troubadour ;  in  fact,  although  he  was  rather  ugly 
than  handsome,  the  flexible  and  expressive  features  of 
the  Bohemian  seemed  almost  charming  when  he  sang 
his  soft  and  melancholy  songs. 

One  must  understand  the  calm,  monotonous  life  of  the 
inmates  of  Maison-Forte,  to  comprehend  the  success  of 
the  Bohemian. 

Reine,  beset  by  the  entreaties  of  Stephanette,  finally 
consented  to  hear  him. 

Honorat  de  Berrol,  together  with  his  betrothed,  had 
made  a  visit  to  Marseilles,  without  the  knowledge  of 
Raimond  V.,  to  learn  the  results  of  the  complaints  en- 
tered by  the  recorder. 

In  case  the  baron  had  aught  to  fear  from  these  com- 
plaints, Honorat  was  immediately  to  inform  Reine,  and 
employ  the  influence  of  one  of  her  relatives,  who  was  a 
friend  of  Marshal  of  Vitry,  to  subdue  the  resentment 
raised  by  the  imprudent  conduct  of  the  baron. 

Reine  hoped  to  find  some  distraction  to  her  sad 
thoughts,  by  listening  to  the  songs  of  the  Bohemian. 

The  image  of  the  unknown  hero  haunted  her  more 
and  more.  The  fantastical,  mysterious  circumstances, 
which  had  so  strangely  excited  her  memory,  interested 
and  frightened  her  at  the  same  time ;  in  the  meanwhile, 
desiring,  or,  rather,  thinking  to  put  an  end  to  this 
romantic  adventure,  she  had,  to  the  great  joy  of  Hono- 
rat, fixed  her  marriage  on  the  day  following  the  festivity 
of  Christmas,  and  yet,  the  nearer  the  day  approached, 
the  more  she  repented  of  her  promise. 

In  the  very  depths  of  her  heart  she  would  ask  herself 
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with  a  vague  fear  if  she  no  longer  loved  her  betrothed 
as  in  the  past.  But  this  question  remained  unanswered  ; 
the  young  girl  did  not  dare,  so  to  speak,  to  listen  to  the 
response  made  by  her  conscience. 

Reine  was  seated  in  sad  meditation  in  the  little  turret 
which  served  her  as  a  drawing-room,  when  Stephanette 
entered  and  said  to  her  mistress  : 

"  Mademoiselle,  here  is  the  Singer ;  he  is  in  the  pas- 
sage, shall  I  ask  him  to  enter  ? " 

"  For  what  purpose  ? "  said  Reine,  with  indifference. 

"  For  what  purpose,  mademoiselle  ?  Why,  to  distract 
you  from  these  witchcrafts  which  torment  you.  What 
a  pity  this  unbeliever  is  an  unbeliever  !  Really,  made- 
moiselle, since  he  has  left  off  his  leather  jerkin,  and 
monseigneur  has  made  him  a  present  of  a  scarlet  doub- 
let, he  looks  like  a  gendarme,  and  more,  too,  he  has  a 
golden  tongue,  I  answer  for  it.  And  I  was  obliged,  if 
you  please,  to  give  him  the  flame-coloured  ribbon  I  always 
wore  around  my  head  to  fasten  his  collar,  you  see.  With- 
out that  he  would  not  dare,  so  he  said,  to  present  himself 
before  mademoiselle." 

"  I  see,  my  dear,  that  you  have  sacrificed  yourself," 
said  Reine,  smiling  in  spite  of  herself.  "  1  doubt  if 
Luquin  will  congratulate  you  very  much  on  this  disin- 
terested devotion.  But  where  is  this  brave  captain,  and 
when  will  he  return  ?  " 

"  This  evening  or  to-morrow  morning,  mademoiselle  ; 
the  fishermen  met  him  near  Trefus.  He  was  oljliged  to 
lessen  the  speed  of  his  tartan  to  accommodate  the  large 
ships  that  he  was  escorting  from  Nice." 

"  And  do  you  think  that  he  would  like  to  have  you 
give  ribbons  to  this  strolling  singer  ?  " 

"  By  Our  Lady !  whether  he  likes  it  or  not  does  not 
matter  to  me.  If  it  is  necessary  to  obtain  some  amuse- 
ment for  my  dear  mistress  I  would  not  hesitate  for  a 
cheap  piece  of  ribbon.  " 

"  Ah,    Stephanette,    Stephanette !    you    are    a    real 
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coquette.  I  have  seen  the  sharp  black  eyes  of  this 
vagabond  looking  into  yours  more  than  once." 

"  That  shows,  mademoiselle,  that  he  approves  of  Lu- 
quin's  taste,  and  my  captain  ought  to  feel  flattered  by 
it,"  answered  Stephanette,  smiling. 

"  You  are  wrong ;  you  will  make  your  betrothed 
angry,"  replied  Reine,  with  a  more  serious  expression. 

"  Ah,  my  dear  mistress,  cannot  one  love  her  betrothed 
faithfully  and  tenderly,  and  amuse  herself  with  the  flat- 
teries of  a  vagabond  foreigner,  as  you  call  him  ?  " 

Reine  took  this  response,  to  which  Stephanette  had 
attached  no  significance,  as  an  allusion  to  her  own 
thoughts. 

She  looked  at  her  attendant  sternly,  and  said,  with  an 
imperious  air,  "  Stephanette  !  " 

The  pretty,  iniiocent  face  of  the  young  girl  suddenly 
assumed  an  expression  of  such  sadness  as  she  raised  her 
large  eyes,  in  which  a  tear  glittered,  full  of  a  grieved 
surprise  to  her  mistress,  that  Reine  extended  her  hand 
to  her  and  said  : 

"  Come,  come,  you  are  a  foolish  but  a  good  and  honest 
girl." 

Stephanette,  smiling  through  her  tears,  kissed  the 
hand  of  her  mistress  with  affectionate  gratitude,  and 
said,  as  she  wiped  her  eyes  with  the  end  of  her  slender 
fingers :  "  Shall  I  tell  the  Singer  to  come  in,  made- 
moiselle ? " 

"  Yes,  go  and  tell  him,  since  you  wish  it ;  let  the 
sacrifice  of  your  flame-coloured  ribbon  do  some  good  at 
least." 

Stephanette  smiled  with  an  mischievous  air,  went  out, 
and  returned  followed  by  the  Bohemian. 
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Notwithstanding  the  humility  of  his  position,  the 
Bohemian  did  not  appear  to  be  much  intimidated  in  the 
presence  of  Reine. 

He  sahited  her  with  a  sort  of  easy  respect  as  he  took 
a  sharp  and  rapid  survey  of  the  objects  which  surrounded 
her. 

As  Stephanette  had  remarked,  the  Singer's  exterior 
had  greatly  improved ;  his  slender  and  well-formed 
figure  looked  wonderfully  well  in  the  scarlet  doublet, 
the  present  from  the  baron  ;  his  collar  was  fastened 
with  the  flame-coloured  ribbon,  a  present  from  Stepha- 
nette ;  he  wore  wide  trousers  of  coarse  white  stuff ;  his 
dark  blue  gaiters,  embroidered  with  red  wool,  reached 
above  his  knees.  His  black  hair  enframed  a  thin,  sun- 
burnt but  intelligent  face. 

He  held  in  his  hand  a  kind  of  guitar  with  a  neck  of 
ebony  expensively  inlaid  with  gold  and  mother-of-pearl ; 
at  its  upper  end  the  neck  formed  a  sort  of  palette,  in  the 
middle  of  which  was  a  small,  round  plate  chased  with 
gold,  resembling  the  lid  of  a  medallion. 

We  emphasise  the  costliness  of  this  instrument  because 
it  seemed  very  strange  that  a  strolling  Bohemian  should 
be  its  possessor. 

Stephanette  herself  was  struck  with  it,  and  cried : 

"  Why,  Singer,  I  never  saw  that  beautiful  guitar 
before ! " 
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These  words  attracted  the  attention  of  Reine,  and,  as 
surprised  as  her  maid,  she  said  to  the  Bohemian : 

"  Really,  this  is  a  very  expensive  instrument  for  a 
travelling  artisan." 

"  I  am  poor,  mademoiselle,  sometimes  I  have  wanted 
bread,  but  ah !  I  would  rather  die  of  hunger  than  sell 
-this  guzla.  My  arms  are  weak,  but  they  would  become 
as  strong  as  brass  to  defend  this  guzla.  They  would  only 
take  it  from  me  after  my  death.  It  is  my  most  precious 
treasure  ;  I  hardly  dare  to  play  it.  But  the  rose  of  Anbiez 
wishes  to  hear  me ;  all  that  I  now  desire  is  that  my  song 
may  be  worthy  of  the  instrument  and  of  her  who  listens 
to  me." 

The  Bohemian  spoke  French  quite  purely,  although 
he  had  something  guttural  in  his  Arabian  accent. 

Reine  exchanged  a  glance  of  surprise  with  her  attend- 
ant, as  she  heard  this  florid  Oriental  speech,  which  con- 
trasted singularly  with  the  condition  of  the  wanderer. 

"  But  this  guzla,  as  you  call  this  instrument,  how  did 
you  come  to  possess  it  ?  " 

The  Bohemian  shook  his  head  sadly,  and  replied : 

"  That  is  a  sad  story,  mademoiselle ;  there  are  more 
tears  than  smiles  in  it." 

"  Tell  us,  —  tell  us  !  "  exclaimed  Reine,  deeply  inter- 
ested in  the  romantic  turn  the  incident  had  taken.  "  Re- 
late to  us  how  this  guzla  came  into  your  hands.  You 
seem  to  be  above  your  present  condition." 

The  Bohemian  uttered  a  profound  sigh,  fixed  a  pierc- 
ing look  on  Reine,  and  struck  a  few  chords  which 
vibrated  a  long  time  under  the  arched  roof  of  the  turret. 

"  But  tell  me  the  story  of  this  guzla,"  said  Reine,  with 
the  impatience  of  a  young  girl. 

The  wanderer,  without  replying,  made  a  supplicating 
gesture.  He  began  to  sing,  accompanying  himself  with 
taste,  or,  rather,  playing  softly  some  air  of  tender  melan- 
choly, while,  with  a  sweet  and  grave  tone,  he  recited  the 
following  stanzas. 
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Although  it  lacked  rhythm  and  rhyme,  the  language 
had  a  certain  strange  charm ;  he  rendered  in  a  sort  of 
recitative  the  words : 

"  Far  is  the  country  where  I  was  born ;  the  sands  of 
the  desert  surround  it  like  an  arid  sea. 

"  I  lived  there  with  my  mother :  she  was  poor,  she 
was  old,  she  was  blind. 

"  1  loved  my  mother,  as  the  unhappy  love  those  who 
love  them. 

"  My  mother  was  sad,  sad,  very  sad,  after  she  had 
lost  her  sight. 

"  I  went  into  the  valley  to  look  for  flowers. 

"  She  tried  to  console  herself  for  not  seeing  their 
smiling  faces  by  inhaling  their  perfume. 

"  The  voice  of  a  son  is  always  sweet  to  the  ear  of 
a  mother. 

"  I  spoke  to  her ;  sometimes  she  smiled. 

"  But  never  to  see !  never  to  see  !  that  filled  her  with 
sorrow. 

'"•  She  sank  by  degrees  into  a  mute  despair. 

"  Before  sinking  into  this  despair,  leaning  on  my  arm, 
she  went  out ;  she  loved  to  go  at  set  of  sun  and  sit  under 
the  orange-trees  in  the  garden  of  the  young  and  brave 
emir  of  our  tribe. 

"  The  gentle  warmth  of  the  sun  revived  my  mother. 

"  She  loved  to  listen  to  the  murmur  of  the  cascades, 
which  seemed  to  sing  as  they  fell  into  the  basin  of 
marble. 

"  One  day,  when  she  lamented  more  bitterly  than  ever 
the  loss  of  her  sight,  she  refused  to  go  out. 

"  I  prayed  her  ;  I  wept ;  she  was  inflexible. 

"  Seated  in  the  most  solitary  corner  of  our  dwelling, 
her  venerable  head  wrapped  in  her  black  mantle,  she 
remained  motionless. 

"  She  no  longer  desired  to  eat ;  she  wished  to  die. 

"  For  one  long,  for  one  long  night,  she  refused  every- 
thing. 
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"  In  vain  I  said :  '  My  mother,  my  mother,  like  you 
also  I  shall  die.' 

"  She  remained  silent  and  gloomy. 

"  I  took  her  hand,  her  hand  already  frozen.  I  tried 
to  warm  it  with  my  breath :  she  wished  to  withdraw  her 
hand." 

In  saying  these  words,  the  voice  of  the  Bohemian  had 
such  an  expression  of  sadness,  and  the  sounds  that  he 
drew  from  his  guzla  were  so  melancholy,  that  Reine  and 
Stephanette  silently  exchanged  glances  suffused  with 
tears.  The  Bohemian  continued  without  perceiving  the 
emotion  he  had  excited  : 

"  It  was  night. 

"  And  yet  a  beautiful  night.  Through  the  open 
window  of  our  house  one  saw  the  starlit  sky ;  the 
moon  covered  the  plain  with  silver ;  one  heard  no 
noise. 

"  Yes,  oh,  yes  I  one  heard  the  fevered  breathing  of  my 
poor  mother. 

"  Suddenly  in  the  distance,  far,  very  far,  a  light  noise 
sounded. 

"  It  was  like  the  soft  and  gentle  echo  of  a  voice  sing- 
ing in  the  sky. 

"  Soon  a  gentle  breeze,  burdened  with  the  perfume  of 
the  citron-tree,  wafted  sounds  more  distinct. 

"  I  was  still  holding  the  icy  hand  of  my  mother.  I 
felt  her  tremble. 

"  This  celestial  voice  approached  —  approached. 

"  The  chords  of  a  melodious  instrument  accompanied 
it,  and  gave  it  an  inexpressible  charm. 

"  My  mother  started  again  ;  she  raised  her  head  ;  she 
listened.  For  the  first  time  in  many  hours  she  gave 
signs  of  life. 

"As  the  enchanting  sounds  approached  my  mother 
seemed  born  again. 

"  I  felt  her  hand  grow  warm  again ;  I  felt  her  hand 
press  mine. 
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"  I  heard  her  voice  at  last ;  her  voice  till  then  so 
mute. 

" '  My  child,  these  songs  sink  in  my  soul ;  they  calm 
me  !  Tears,  oh,  tears !  Yes,  tears  at  last !  I  had  so 
much  need  to  weep.' 

"  And  I  felt  two  burning  tears  fall  on  my  brow. 

"  '  Oh,  my  mother,  my  mother  ! '  '  Silence,  my  child, 
be  silent ! '  said  she,  putting  one  of  her  hands  upon  my 
mouth,  and  pointing  to  the  window  with  the  other. 
'  Listen  to  the  voice  !  listen  I  there  it  is  !  there  it  is  ! '  " 

Reine,  deeply  moved,  pressed  the  hand  of  Stephanette 
as  she  shook  her  head  with  a  touching  expression  of 
pity. 

The  Bohemian  continued : 

"  The  moon  of  my  country  shines  as  the  sun  of  this 
country. 

"  In  its  light  slowly  passed  the  young  emir,  mounted 
on  Azib,  his  beautiful  white  horse. 

"  Azib,  gentle  as  a  lamb,  courageous  as  a  lion,  white 
as  a  swan. 

"  The  emir  let  his  reins  fall  on  the  neck  of  Azib. 
Happy,  he  sang  of  a  happy  love,  and  accompanied  him- 
self on  his  guzla. 

"  His  songs  were  not  joyous :  they  were  tender ;  they 
were  melancholy. 

"  He  passed,  singing. 

" '  Silence,  child,  silence  ! '  whispered  my  mother,  press- 
ing my  hand  convulsively.  '  That  voice  divine  does  me 
so  much  good  ! ' 

"  H^las  !  by  degrees  the  voice  died  away ;  the  emir 
had  passed ;  the  voice  was  gone ;  then  one  heard  nothing 
more,  —  nothing  more  ;  not  a  sound. 

" '  Ah,  I  fall  back  in  the  dreadful  horror  of  my  night,' 
said  my  mother.  '  This  celestial  music  seemed  to  dissi- 
pate the  darkness.  Alas !  alas ! '  and  she  wrung  her 
hands  in  despair. 

"  Alas !  all  night  she  wept. 
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"  The  morrow  her  despair  increased ;  her  reason  grew 
feeble.  In  her  delirium  she  called  me  a  wicked  son. 
She  accused  me  of  silencing  this  voice.  If  she  heard 
this  voice  no  more,  she  must  die. 

"  She  was,  indeed,  going  to  die.  For  many  hours  she 
refused  all  nourishment.  What  could  I  do  ?  What 
could  I  do  ? 

"  The  emir  of  our  tribe  was  the  most  powerful  of 
emirs. 

"  If  he  raised  his  djerid  ten  thousand  cavaliers  mounted 
horse. 

"  His  palace  was  worthy  of  the  sultan,  his  treasures 
immense.  Alas !  how  could  I  dare  conceive  the  thought 
of  saying  to  him,  '  Come,  and  by  your  songs  snatch  an 
old  and  despairing  woman  from  death  ? ' 

"  And  yet  that  I  dared.  My  mother  had  perhaps  but 
a  few  more  hours  to  live.     I  went  to  the  palace." 

"  And  the  emir  ?  "  cried  Reinc,  deeply  moved  and  in- 
terested, while  Stephanette,  not  less  excited  than  hei 
mistress,  clasped  her  hands  in  admiration. 

The  Bohemian  gave  the  two  young  girls  a  glance  of 
indescribable  sadness,  and  said,  interrupting  this  kind 
of  improvising,  and  laying  his  instrument  on  his  knees : 
" '  My  mother  was  a  woman,'  said  the  emir  to  me,  and 
he  came." 

"  He  came ! "  exclaimed  Reine,  with  enthusiasm.  "Ah, 
the  noble  heart ! " 

"  Oh,  yes,  the  most  noble  of  noble  hearts,"  repeated 
the  Bohemian,  with  transport ;  '•  he  deigned,  he  so  grand, 
he  so  powerful,  to  come,  for  five  days,  every  evening  into 
our  poor  dwelling.  How  shall  I  tell  you  of  his  touching, 
almost  filial  kindness  ?  Alas,  if  my  mother  had  not  been 
stricken  with  a  mortal  disease,  the  songs  of  the  emir 
would  have  saved  her,  for  the  effect  they  produced  on 
her  was  wonderful.  But  she  died  at  last  without  suf- 
fering, in  a  profound  ecstasy.  This  guzla,  it  once  be- 
longed to  the  emir;  he  gave  it  to  me.     Thanks  to  it 
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the  last  moments  of  my  mother  were  peaceful,  —  poor 
mother ! " 

A  tear  glittered  a  moment  in  the  black  eye  of  the 
Bohemian ;  then,  as  if  he  wished  to  drive  away  these 
painful  memories,  he  took  up  his  guzla  quickly  and 
recited  these  other  stanzas  in  a  proud  and  excited  voice, 
as  he  made  his  sonorous  instrument  resound  : 

"  The  name  of  the  emir  is  sacred  in  his  tribe ;  let 
him  but  speak  and  we  will  die. 

"  Not  one  is  more  brave ;  not  one  is  more  beautiful ; 
not  one  is  more  noble. 

"  He  is  hardly  twenty  years  old,  and  his  name  is 
already  the  terror  of  other  tribes. 

"  His  arm  is  delicate  like  that  of  a  woman,  but  it  is 
strong  like  that  of  a  warrior. 

"  His  face  is  smiling,  is  beautiful  like  that  of  the 
spirit  who  appears  in  the  dreams  of  young  girls ;  but  it 
is  sometimes  terrible  like  that  of  the  god  of  battles. 

"  His  voice  charms  and  seduces  like  a  magic  philter, 
but  sometimes  it  bursts  forth  like  a  clarion." 

In  his  enthusiasm,  the  Bohemian  approached  Reine 
and  said  to  her,  as  he  opened  the  medallion  set  into  the 
neck  of  the  guzla :  "  See !  see  if  he  is  not  the  most 
beautiful  of  mortals ! " 

The  young  girl  looked  at  the  portrait,  and  uttered  a 
cry  of  surprise,  almost  of  terror.  The  portrait  was  that 
of  the  stranger  in  the  rocks  of  Ollioules,  who  had  saved 
the  life  of  her  father ! 

At  that  moment  the  door  of  Reine's  drawing-room  was 
opened,  and  she  saw  before  her  Honorat  de  Berrol,  fol- 
lowed by  Captain  Luquin  Trinquetaille,  who  had  just 
arrived  from  Nice  on  the  tartan.  The  Holy  Terror  of 
the  Moors,  hy  the  Grace  of  God. 
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JEALOUSY. 

When  Honorat  de  Berrol  entered  Reine's  apartment, 
Stephanette  wished  to  retire  so  as  to  leave  the  two  lovers 
alone. 

She  took  one  step  toward  the  door,  but  Reine  said  to 
her,  quickly,  in  a  voice  full  of  emotion,  "  Remain." 

Then,  scarcely  able  to  control  her  feelings,  she  bowed 
her  head  and  hid  her  face  in  her  hands. 

Honorat,  astonished  beyond  expression,  did  not  know 
what  to  think. 

The  Bohemian  had  closed  the  medallion  containing 
the  portrait  of  Erebus,  and  had  placed  it  on  the  table. 

The  captain  of  the  Holy  Terror  to  the  Moors  vainly 
tried  to  catch  Stephanette's  eye,  but  she  seemed  as 
anxious  to  avoid  his  glance. 

Luquin  Trinquetaille  was  the  more  sensible  of  her 
conduct  inasmuch  as  he  recognised  on  the  Bohemian's 
collar  the  flame-coloured  ribbon,  which  was  the  exact 
counterpart  of  what  Stephanette  wore  on  her  waist. 

This  observation  on  his  part,  together  with  several 
perfidious  insinuations  made  by  Master  Laramie,  who 
had  just  been  taking  a  glass  with  Luquin,  suddenly 
aroused  the  lover's  jealousy. 

He  looked  at  the  Singer  angrily,  then,  meeting  Ste- 
phanette's  eyes  by  chance,  he  executed  a  most  compli- 
cated pantomime  with  his  left  hand,  which  was  meant 
to  ask  the  young  girl  why  the  Singer  had  a  ribbon  like 
the  one  hanging  from  her  ruff. 
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As  this  pantomimic  performance  made  it  necessary 
for  the  worthy  captain  to  put  his  hand  to  his  collar  quite 
often,  Stephanette  whispered  to  him,  with  the  most  inno- 
cent tone  in  the  world,  "Are  you  suffering  from  a  sore 
throat,  M.  Luquin  ?  " 

These  words  of  the  mischievous  girl,  while  they  ex- 
cited the  captain's  anger,  seemed  also  to  arouse  Honorat 
from  the  astonisliment  produced  by  the  strange  reception 
of  his  betrothed. 

He  approached  her,  and  said :  "  I  am  just  from  Mar- 
seilles, Reine,  and  I  must  speak  to  you  on  some  very 
serious  things  concerning  your  father.  Trinquetaille 
comes  from  La  Ciotat  and  tells  me  that  the  affair  of  the 
fishery  is  threatening ;  the  citizens  seem  to  be  irritated. 
In  order  to  talk  of  all  this  we  must  be  alone." 

At  these  words  Reine  raised  her  face  bathed  with  tears, 
and  with  a  sign  ordered  Stephanette  to  go  out.  The  girl 
obeyed,  casting  a  sad  look  at  her  mistress. 

Trinquetaille  followed  his  betrothed  with  a  very  un- 
gracious air,  and  the  Bohemian  accompanied  them. 

"  Reine,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  what  is  the  matter 
with  you  ?  "  cried  Honorat,  as  soon  as  he  was  alone  with 
Mile,  des  Anbiez. 

"  Nothing,  —  nothing  is  the  matter  with  me,  my 
friend." 

"  But  you  are  weeping,  your  face  is  all  tear-stained. 
What  has  happened,  pray  ?  " 

"  Nothing,  I  tell  you,  —  mere  childishness.  The  Bo- 
hemian sang  a  romance  of  his  country  for  us ;  it  was 
pathetic,  and  I  allowed  myself  to  be  affected  by  it.  But 
do  not  let  us  talk  of  this  nonsense ;  let  us  talk  of  father. 
Is  there  any  danger  ?  Has  his  angry  treatment  of  the 
recorder  irritated  the  marshal  ?  And  what  does  Luquin 
say  about  the  fishery  ?  Honorat !    Honorat !    do  answer 
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"  Listen  to  me,  Reine ;   although  those  matters  have 
assumed  a  grave,  if  not  a  dangerous  aspect,  let  me  first 
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speak  of  what  is  above  everything  else,  —  my  love  for 
you." 

"  Oh,  Honorat !  Honorat !  what  of  my  father  ?  " 

"  Be  calm,  there  is  no  immediate  danger  threatening 
the  baron.  The  marshal  has  despatched  two  of  his  men 
to  make  inquiries  about  the  facts." 

"  But  what  does  Luquin  say  about  the  fishery  ? " 

"  He  comes  to  tell  you  that  the  consuls  have  returned 
the  question  with  your  father  on  the  right  of  fishery 
to  the  overseers ;  so  you  see,  Reine,  that  this  news,  al- 
though serious,  has  nothing  threatening  or  alarming  in 
it,  and  —  " 

"  How  do  you  think  the  marshal  will  consider  my 
father's  conduct  ? "  said  Reine,  hurriedly,  again  inter- 
rupting Honorat. 

Her  lover  looked  at  her  with  as  much  surprise  as 
sorrow. 

"  My  God,  Reine,  what  does  that  signify  ?  Are  we 
not  to  be  united  in  a  few  days  ?  at  Christmas  ?  Is  it 
tiresome  to  you  to  hear  me  speak  of  my  love  for 
you  ?" 

Reine  uttered  a  sigh,  and  looked  down  without  reply- 
ing. 

"  Listen,  Reine,"  cried  Honorat,  with  bitterness  ;  "  for 
a  month  now,  there  is  something  in  you  which  is  inex- 
plicable ;  you  are  no  longer  the  same,  you  are  distracted, 
preoccupied,  taciturn ;  when  I  speak  to  you  of  our  ap- 
proaching marriage,  of  our  plans,  of  our  future,  you 
answer  me  with  constraint.  Again  I  say,  this  is  not 
natural.     What  have  you  to  reproach  me  for?" 

"  Nothing  —  oh,  nothing,  nothing,  Honorat,  you  are 
the  best,  the  noblest  of  men  !  " 

"  But,  indeed,  only  eight  days  ago,  you  yourself  form- 
ally announced  to  your  father  your  desire  that  our 
marriage  should  take  place  at  Christmas,  even  if  circum- 
stances should  prevent  the  attendance  of  your  uncles, 
the  commander  and  Father  Elzear ! " 
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«  That  is  true." 

"  Well,  then,  have  you  changed  your  mind  ?  Do  you 
wish  to  postpone  it  ?  You  do  not  answer  me.  My  God  ! 
what  does  that  mean  ?  Reine,  Reine  !  Ah,  I  am  unhappy 
indeed !  " 

"  My  friend,  do  not  despond  so ;  have  pity  on  me. 
Wait,  I  am  foolish.  I  am  unworthy  of  your  affection. 
I  annoy  you,  —  you  are  so  good,  so  noble  !  " 

"  But  tell  me  what  is  the  matter  with  you  ?  What  do 
you  wish  ? " 

"  I  do  not  know.  I  suffer  —  I  —  Wait,  I  tell  you. 
I  am  foolish  and  weak  and  very  miserable,  believe  me." 
She  hid  her  face  in  her  hands.  Honorat,  at  the  height 
of  astonishment,  looked  at  her  with  an  expression  of 
distress. 

"  Ah,"  cried  he,  "  if  I  were  less  acquainted  with  the 
purity  of  your  heart,  if  evidence  even  did  not  prevent 
the  least  suspicion,  I  would  believe  that  a  rival  had  sup- 
planted me  in  your  affection.  But  no,  no,  if  that  were 
true,  I  know  your  sincerity,  —  you  would  confess  it  to 
me  without  a  blush,  because  you  are  incapable  of  making 
an  unworthy  choice.  But  then,  what  is  it  ?  A  month 
ago,  you  loved  me  so  much,  so  you  said,  —  what  have  I 
done  in  one  month  to  deserve  such  punishment  from 
you  ?     Ah,  it  is  enough  to  make  one  insane  I  " 

And  Honorat  de  Berrol,  a  prey  to  violent  grief,  plunged 
almost  into  despair,  walked  up  and  down  the  room  in 
silence. 

Reine,  overwhelmed,  did  not  dare  utter  a  word.  She 
was  almost  on  the  point  of  confessing  all  to  Honorat, 
but  shame  restrained  her,  and  besides,  she  could  not 
distinctly  understand  her  own  impressions. 

The  recital  by  the  Bohemian,  the  wonderful  accident 
which  had  just  placed  the  portrait  of  the  unknown  be- 
fore her  eyes,  increased  the  curiosity  and  romantic  inter- 
est that  she  felt  concerning  the  stranger,  in  spite  of 
herself. 
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But  was  this  sentiment  love  ?  Again,  who  was  this 
man  ?  The  Bohemian  called  him  the  emir  of  his  tribe, 
but  at  Marseilles,  he  and  his  two  companions  had  passed 
for  Muscovites ;  how  could  the  truth  be  unveiled  among 
so  many  mysteries  ?  And  then,  would  she  ever  see  him 
again  ?  Was  it  not  idolatry  ?  Was  the  pathetic  incident 
related  by  the  Bohemian  true  ?  " 

Lost  in  this  chaos  of  confused  thoughts,  Reine  could 
not  find  one  word  to  reply  to  Honorat. 

What  good  could  be  accomplished  by  confessing  this 
inexplicable  secret  ?  If  she  had  felt  her  affection  for 
her  betrothed  diminish  or  change,  with  her  usual  fidelity 
she  would  not  have  hesitated  to  have  told  him,  but  she 
felt  for  him  the  same  calm,  gentle  tenderness,  the  same 
confidence,  the  same  timid  veneration. 

If  sometimes  when  he  was  leaving  Maison-Forte,  Ho- 
norat, encouraged  by  Raimond  V.,  would  press  his  lips 
upon  the  young  girl's  brow,  she  would  smile  without 
giving  the  slightest  evidence  of  annoyance. 

Nothing  in  her  manner  betrayed  a  change  in  her 
attachment  to  Honorat,  and  yet  she  saw  the  day 
of  her  marriage  approach  with  distrust  and  even  dis- 
tress. 

Doubtless  this  want  of  confidence  in  Honorat  was  cen- 
surable, but  she  divined  with  true  feminine  instinct  the 
danger  and  uselessness  of  telling  her  betrothed  the  strange 
restlessness  of  her  heart. 

Honorat  appeared  to  be  deeply  grieved.  Reine  re- 
proached herself  for  not  being  able  to  utter  a  word 
to  cheer  him.  Once  she  was  about  to  obey  the  inspira- 
tion of  her  compassion  for  him  and  tell  him  all  in  perfect 
confidence,  but  his  irritated  manner  arrested  the  words 
on  her  lips. 

In  his  vain  effort  to  discover  the  cause  of  the  coldness 
and  capricious  conduct  of  Reine,  and  suddenly  struck  by 
some  vague  memories,  as  he  recalled  that,  for  a  month 
past,  the  Seigneur  de  Signerol  had  been  visiting  Maison- 
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Forte  more  frequently  than  was  his  habit,  Honorat 
foolishly  suspected  this  man  to  be  the  object  of  Reine's 
preference. 

This  idea  was  all  the  more  absurd,  as  the  young  girl, 
in  talking  with  her  betrothed  the  day  of  the  recorder's 
adventure,  had  blamed  the  Seigneur  de  Signerol  in  al- 
most contemptuous  terms,  accusing  him  of  exciting  the 
impetuous  temper  of  her  father.  As  for  Seigneur  de 
Signerol,  he  had  never  had  a  conversation  with  Mile, 
des  Anbiez. 

Honorat,  however,  in  his  state  of  irritation  and  distress, 
welcomed  any  suspicion  which  seemed  to  explain  the 
strange  attitude  of  Reine. 

Once  admitting  this  suspicion  into  his  heart,  he  then 
became  indignant  at  the  contemptuous  manner  in  which 
she  had  spoken  of  this  man,  seeing  in  her  language  noth- 
ing but  the  most  perfidious  dissimulation. 

Then,  Reine  was  doubly  culpable  in  his  eyes.  Why 
did  she  not  frankly  reject  his  hand,  instead  of  keeping 
him  in  doubtful  hope  ?  Accepting  this  false  theory,  Ho- 
norat de  Berrol  found  only  too  many  reasons  to  induce 
him  to  ponder  the  caprices  which  he  had  observed  in 
the  conduct  of  Reine  for  some  time.  He  even  went  so 
far  as  to  imagine  that  the  Bohemian  was  an  emissary 
of  M.  de  Signerol. 

The  recent  agitation  of  his  betrothed  at  the  time  he 
entered  her  drawing-room  confirmed  him  in  this  absurd 
opinion.  Not  being  able  to  hide  this  impression,  he  said 
to  her,  suddenly : 

"  Confess,  mademoiselle,  that  it  is  at  least  rather 
strange  that  you  should  receive  a  vagabond  Bohemian  in 
your  apartment ;  it  seems  to  me  that  if  he  had  only 
come  to  sing,  you  would  not  have  been  so  embarrassed, 
so  excited  when  I  entered  here." 

Honorat,  in  his  anger,  made  this  remark  at  random, 
and  as  soon  as  the  words  were  uttered,  felt  ashamed  of 
them.     But   what  was  his    astonishment,  his  vexation, 
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his  distress,  to  see  Reine  blush  and  cast  down  her  eyes 
without  saying  a  word. 

She  was  thinking  of  the  portrait  of  the  unknown  hero, 
and  the  adventure  connected  with  him ;  she  was  ignorant 
of  Honorat's  allusion. 

The  embarrassment  of  the  young  girl  confirmed  the 
chevalier  in  his  suspicions,  and  he  exclaimed,  with  bitter- 
ness : 

"  Ah,  Reine,  never  could  1  have  believed  you  capable 
of  forgetting  yourself  so  far  as  to  compromise  your  dear- 
est interests  by  trusting  them  to  such  a  contemptible 
creature ! " 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Honorat  ?  I  do  not  understand 
you.  This  is  the  first  time  I  have  ever  heard  you  utter 
such  words." 

"  It  is  the  first  time  that  I  have  had  the  assurance 
that  I  was  your  plaything ! "  cried  he,  unable  to  restrain 
his  anger. 

"  Really,  you  do  not  mean  what  you  say  !  " 

"  I  mean,  yes,  I  mean  that  now  I  can  explain  your 
hesitation,  your  constraint,  your  embarrassment ;  but 
what  I  cannot  explain,  is  that  you  could  have  the  cru- 
elty to  play  this  disgraceful  role  toward  a  man  who  has 
devoted  his  entire  life  to  you." 

"  Why,  Honorat,  you  are  losing  your  senses !  I  do  not 
deserve  your  reproaches." 

"  One  of  two  things :  either  a  month  ago  you  thought 
of  our  marriage,  or  you  think  no  longer  of  it.  If  you 
think  no  longer  of  it,  you  have  played  with  the  love  of 
an  honest  man ;  if  you  still  intend  to  fulfil  it,  in  spite  of 
the  love  which  you  have  now  in  your  heart,  why,  it  is 
detestable ! " 

Although  Honorat's  suspicions  were  absurd,  Reine, 
struck  by  these  words,  which  offered  some  solution  to 
the  situation,  kept  silent. 

Honorat  interpreted  this  silence  as  a  confession  of  her 
duplicity. 
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"  You  answer  nothing,  —  you  cannot  answer !  1  was 
not  mistaken  then  !  This  Bohemian  is  the  secret  emis- 
sary of  M.  de  Signerol." 

"  Of  M.  de  Signerol !  "  exclaimed  Reine.  "  But  you 
cannot  think  it.  I  have  never  addressed  a  word  to  that 
man  except  in  the  presence  of  my  father.  Besides,  you 
know  very  well  the  opinion  that  1  have  expressed  of  him." 

"  The  better  to  dissimulate  this  beautiful  preference, 
no  doubt." 

"  M.  de  Signerol !  M.  de  Signerol !  indeed,  you  are 
silly ! " 

"  Let  us  discontinue  this  comedy,  mademoiselle.  My 
eyes  have  not  left  you  for  a  moment.  I  observed  your 
embarrassment,  your  blushes  even,  when  I  spoke  of  the 
Bohemian  to  you.  Let  us  discontinue  this  comedy,  I 
tell  you  ! " 

Either  pride,  distress,  or  vexation  that  she  could  not 
explain  the  cause  of  her  embarrassment,  or  the  pain  that 
she  felt  at  the  bitter  words  of  Honorat,  incited  Reine  to 
hold  up  her  head  with  dignity  and  say  to  her  betrothed : 

"  You  are  right,  Honorat,  let  us  discontinue  such  a 
discussion  ;  it  is  little  worthy  of  you  or  of  me.  Since 
you  judge  me  so  unjustly,  since  upon  the  most  foolish 
suspicions  you  base  the  most  dishonouring  accusation,  I 
give  your  promise  back  to  you,  and  take  back  mine." 

"  Ah  I  that  was  your  intention,  no  doubt,  mademoi- 
selle. All  this  has  been  necessary  to  force  me  to  give 
you  back  your  freedom.  Ah,  well,  let  it  be  so  !  Let  all 
the  plans  of  happiness  upon  which  I  have  staked  my 
whole  life  be  forgotten  ;  let  the  dearest  wishes  of  your 
father  and  your  family  be  trampled  under  foot!  You 
have  enough  influence  over  the  baron  to  make  him  yield 
to  your  designs.  I  assure  you  I  will  not  in  any  way 
oppose  them." 

At  this  moment,  they  heard  the  spurred  heels  of  Rai- 
mond  Y.,  who  precipitately  entered,  holding  a  paper  in 
his  hand. 
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Raimond  V.  was  far  too  angry  to  notice  the  expression 
of  sadness  and  grief  that  was  depicted  on  the  counte- 
nances of  the  two  betrothed.  Addressing  Honorat,  he 
said,  in  a  loud  voice  : 

"  Manjour  I  do  you  know,  forsooth,  what  Trinquetaille 
has  just  informed  me  ?  Would  you  believe,  my  son, 
that  the  citizens  of  La  Ciotat,  those  vile  swine  that  have 
fattened  on  my  bounty  and  that  1  have  saved  from  the 
teeth  of  Barbary  dogs,  wish  to  summon  me,  to-morrow 
morning,  before  the  overseers  of  the  port,  on  the  matter 
of  our  fishery  contest !     And  the  abli^  pretends  that  —  " 

Then,  returning  to  the  door,  the  baron  called  out : 

"  But  come  on,  abb^,  where  in  the  devil  have  you  hid 
yourself?" 

The  good  chaplain  showed  his  tall  form  among  the 
folds  of  the  portiere,  for  he  had  been  discreetly  waiting 
in  the  antechamber. 

"  The  abbd,"  continued  Raimond  V.,  "  pretends  that 
this  fine  tribunal  is  sovereign,  if  you  please, —  a  tri- 
bunal composed  of  old  man  Cadaou,  a  fish  vender,  and 
some  other  triton  garlic  eaters,  who  hardly  own,  among 
them  all.  one  boat  or  net.  Manjour  !  my  children,  think 
of  my  being  placed  under  a  ban  by  those  old  scoundrels  !  " 

"  Monseigneur,"  said  Abb^  Mascarolus,  "  the  decision 
of  the  overseers  of  the  port  on  all  matters  pertaining 
to  the  fisheries  is  supreme,  and  without  appeal.  It  has 
been  confirmed  by  the  patent  letters  of  Henry  II.  in 
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1537,  by  Charles  IX.  in  1564,  and  by  the  king,  our 
count,  in  1622.  It  is  one  of  the  oldest  customs  of  the 
Provencal  community.  There  is  no  instance  of  a  noble- 
man, priest,  or  citizen  who  has  set  it  aside,  and,  mon- 
seigneur  —  " 

"  Enough,  abb^,  enough  !  "  rudely  interrupted  the 
baron.  "  If  they  have  the  impudence  to  summon  me, 
1  shall  not  have  the  weakness  to  obey  their  summons, 
even  when  it  is  made  in  virtue  of  all  the  kings  the  abb6 
has  just  declared  to  us.  As  to  the  patents  of  the  kings, 
I  will  oppose  titles  and  privileges  conceded  by  other 
kings  to  my  house  for  services  rendered  to  them,  as  an 
offset,  and  ray  seines  and  nets  will  stay  where  they  are, 
and,  by  the  devil,  I  will  take  care  that  they  do  stay ! " 

"  Monsieur,  permit  me,"  said  Honorat. 

"  Monsieur  ?  Eh !  Why  in  the  devil  do  you  call  me 
monsieur  ?  Am  I  not  your  father  ? "  cried  the  baron, 
looking  at  Honorat. 

Honorat  cast  a  distressed  look  at  Reine,  as  if  to  make 
her  understand  that  it  was  due  to  her  that  he  could  no 
longer  call  the  baron  by  the  tender  name  of  father. 

Honorat  replied,  in  a  voice  trembling  with  emotion, 
''  Ah,  well,  since  you  wish  it,  my  father  —  " 

"Ah,  come  now,  what  is  the  matter,  pray?"  asked 
tlie  astonished  baron  of  his  daughter.  ''  Eh  !  Of  course 
i  wish  you  to  call  me  father,  since  you  are,  or  will  be, 
my  son  in  a  few  days." 

Reine  blushed,  looked  down,  and  remained  silent. 

"  Ah,  well,  come,  speak  now,  I  pray  you,"  said  the 
old  gentleman  to  Honorat.  "  What  have  you  to  tell 
me?" 

"  From  what  I  have  learned,"  answered  Honorat,  "  the 
consuls,  excited  by  the  recorder  Isnard,  have  manifested 
some  hostility  to  you,  father ;  do  you  not  fear  that  the 
citizens  and  fishers  may  join  these  wicked  people,  when 
they  see  that  you  refuse  tx)  appear,  and  —  " 

"  I,  afraid  of  those  scoundrels  !      Why,  I   laugh  at 
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them  as  I  would  at  a  broken  spur,"  cried  the  old  gentle- 
man, impetuously.  "  I  have,  from  father  to  son,  the 
right  to  lay  my  seines  and  nets  in  the  cove  of  Castrem- 
baou.  I  will  maintain  my  right,  even  if  all  the  fishers 
on  the  coast,  from  here  to  Sixfours,  oppose  it." 

"  The  fact  is,  monseigneur,"  said  the  abbe,  "  that  how- 
ever much  they  may  contest  it,  you  have  the  right.  Your 
titles  and  privileges  of  fishery  date  back  to  the  year  1221, 
the  14th  day  of  February,  under  the  reign  of  Philippe, 
King  of  France,  and  your  claims  have  been  registered 
by  Bertrand  de  Cornillon." 

"  Eh !  what  do  I  want  with  the  authority  of  Bertrand 
de  Cornillon ! "  cried  the  baron.  "  Power  makes  the 
right,  and  I  have  the  force  to  sustain  the  right.  Man- 
jour  !  did  ever  one  see  such  trickery  ?  What  rascals ! 
I,  who  have  always  helped  them,  and  defended  them ! 
Ah,  just  let  them  come  and  talk  to  me  !  " 

"  Ah,  my  dear  father,  they  would  find  you  still,  as 
they  have  always  found  you,  generous  and  kind  and  —  " 

"  I  believe  it,  certainly ;  how  could  I  revenge  myself 
on  such  boobies,  if  it  was  not  by  showing  them  that  a 
gentleman  is  of  better  stock  than  they  ? " 

"Ah!  I  recognise  all  that  very  well,  monseigneur,'*^ 
said  the  abb^.  "  If  the  overseers  could  only  examine 
your  titles  —  " 

"  What,  examine  my  titles !  I  have  driven  away 
with  my  whip  a  recorder  sent  by  a  duke  and  a  peer,  a 
marshal  of  France,  and  I  must  go  and  submit  to  the 
arbitration  of  those  old  tar-jackets,  who  will  descend 
from  their  wretched  boats  to  mount  their  tribunal  ?  I 
must  go  and  take  off  my  hat  before  those  old  scoundrels, 
who  the  very  morning  of  their  audience  have  cried  in  the 
port, '  Buy  —  buy  —  soup  —  fish  —  buy  —  buy,'  —  a  peo- 
ple that  my  family  has  loaded  with  benefits.  In  his 
last  voyage  to  Algiers  to  redeem  captives,  did  not  my 
brave  and  good  brother,  Elzoar,  l)ring  back  from  Barbary 
five  inhabitants  of  La  Ciotat  ?     Did  not  my  brother,  the 
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commander,  three  years  ago,  chase  away  with  his  black 
galley  five  or  six  chebecs  from  the  coast,  because  they 
were  interfering  with  these  fishermen,  and  make  them 
fly  before  him  like  a  cloud  of  sparrows  before  a  falcon  ? 
And  these  are  the  people  who  accuse  me !  Let  them  go 
to  the  devil !  Let  them  send  me  their  recorder,  and 
they  will  see  how  I  shall  receive  him.  I  have  just  had  a 
new  lash  put  on  my  whip  !  But  enough  of  these  miseries. 
Give  me  your  arm,  my  daughter.  The  weather  is  fine ; 
we  will  promenade.     Come  with  us,  Honorat." 

"  You  will  excuse  me,  father ;  I  am  needed  at  home, 
and  I  shall  not  be  able  to  accompany  you." 

"  So  much  the  worse.  Go,  then,  quick,  so  as  to  come 
back  quicker  still.  I  fear  nothing  from  these  idiot  sheep 
penned  up  in  La  Ciotat,  but  if  they  make  any  attempts 
upon  my  fishing-nets,  I  shall  need  you  to  keep  me  from 
making  Laramie  hang  several  of  them  over  my  nets  as 
scarecrows ! " 

Then  the  baron,  yielding  to  his  changing  and  impetu- 
ous moods,  altered  his  tone,  and  said,  gaily,  to  the  abb^, 
"  Now,  abbe,  if  I  had  some  of  these  insolent  rascals 
hanged,  it  would  be  serious,  because  I  do  not  think  you 
have  in  all  your  pharmacy  a  remedy  for  hanging." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  monseigneur,  but  I  have  been 
told  that  if  you  make  the  patient,  before  his  execution, 
drink  a  great  quantity  of  iron  water,  which,  so  to  speak, 
envelopes  and  saturates  the  vital  principle,  and  if,  on 
the  other  hand,  the  patient  will  apply  to  his  naked  skin 
some  large  magnetic  stones,  or  a  loadstone,  the  power  of 
the  said  stone  is  such  that,  in  spite  of  the  hanging,  he 
will  retain  the  vital  principle  in  his  body,  for  reason  of 
the  irresistible  power  of  attraction  possessed  by  this 
metal.  I  would  not  dare  aiifirm  it,  but  I  have  been 
recently  told  of  this  remedy." 

"  By  Our  Lady,  that  is  a  wonderful  remedy,  eh  !  Who 
informed  you  of  it,  abb^  ?  " 

"  A  poor  man,  who  gives  very  little  thought  to  the 
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welfare  of  his  soul,  but  who  knows  many  beautiful 
recipes,  —  it  is  the  Bohemian  who  healed  your  grey- 
hound, monseigneur." 

"  The  Singer,  Manjour !  I  imagine  he  occupies  him- 
self with  the  hanged  and  with  hanging ;  he  thinks  of  his 
future,  you  see.  Each  one  preaches  his  own  saint,  does 
he  not,  abb6  ?  —  which  does  not  prevent  this  vagabond 
being  a  skilful  man.  Never  a  better  farrier  lifted  the 
foot  of  a  hunting-horse  than  this  same  Bohemian,"  added 
Raimond  V. 

When  she  heard  the  vagabond  mentioned,  Reine 
blushed  again,  and  Honorat  could  scarcely  repress  a 
gesture  of  indignation. 

Raimond  V.  continued : 

"  Dame  Dulceline  is  enchanted  with  him  ;  she  tells  me 
that,  thanks  to  him,  she  will  have  a  magnificent  cradle 
for  Christmas.  But  you  have  heard  him  sing,  my  daugh- 
ter, what  do  you  think  of  it  ?  Because  I  am  a  bad  judge, 
I  am  not  acquainted  with  any  song  but  those  the  abb6 
sings,  and  our  old  Provencal  refrains.  Is  it  true  that 
this  wanderer  has  a  wonderful  voice  ?  " 

Wishing  to  put  an  end  to  a  conversation  which,  for 
many  reasons,  was  painful  to  her,  Reine  replied  to  her 
father  : 

"  No  doubt,  he  sings  very  well.  I  have  scarcely  heard 
him.  But  if  you  wish  to  do  so,  father,  we  will  take 
our  promenade ;  it  is  two  o'clock  already,  and  the  days 
are  short." 

The  baron  descended,  followed  by  his  daughter.  In 
passing  through  the  court,  he  saw  through  the  half-open 
door  of  the  coach-house  the  ancient  and  heavy  carriage 
he  always  used  when  he  attended  service  in  the  paro- 
chial church  of  La  Ciotat,  at  the  solemn  festivals  of 
the  year,  although  he  had  his  own  chapel  at  Maison- 
Forte. 

Knowing  the  kind  of  antipathy  which  prevailed  against 
him  in  the  little  city,  the  bold  and  obstinate  old  baron 
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took  the  ingenious  idea  of  braving  public  opinion  by 
going  to  church  next  day  with  a  certain  pomp. 

Reine's  astonishment  was  unspeakable  when  she  heard 
her  father  order  Laramee  to  have  this  carriage  ready 
next  day  at  midday,  the  hour  of  high  mass. 

To  every  question  of  his  daughter,  the  baron  replied 
only  by  a  persistent  silence. 

Now  let  us  return  to  less  important  actors. 

As  she  left  the  apartment  of  her  mistress  with  Lu- 
quin,  Stephanette  had  disdained  to  reply  to  the  jealous 
suspicions  of  the  captain,  and  had  shut  herself  up  in 
her  dignity  and  her  chamber.  The  windows  of  this 
chamber  looked  out  into  the  court.  The  young  girl  saw 
through  the  windows  the  preparation  of  the  old  carriage, 
and,  too,  Luquin  Trinquetaille,  as  he  walked  back  and 
forth  in  a  very  agitated  state  of  mind. 

Was  it  curiosity  to  know  what  extraordinary  event 
induced  the  baron  to  go  out  in  this  carriage,  or  was  it  a 
desire  to  obtain  an  interview  with  the  captain  ?  What- 
ever it  was,  Stephanette  descended  into  the  court. 

She  first  addressed  Master  Laramee. 

"  Is  monseigneur  going  out  in  this  carriage  ?  " 

"  All  I  know  is,  that  monseigneur  ordered  me  to  have 
this  old  Noah's  ark  ready.  And,  speaking  of  Noah's 
ark,"  added  Laramee,  with  a  sneering,  satirical  air,  "  if 
you  have  an  olive-branch  in  your  pretty  little  rose-col- 
oured beak,  you  ought  to  bear  it  as  a  sign  of  peace  to 
that  brave  captain  you  see  there  measuring  the  court 
with  his  long  legs  like  he  was  possessed.  They  say 
that  he  is  at  open  war  with  the  Bohemian,  and  the 
olive-branch  is  a  symbol  of  peace  that  would  flatter  the 
worthy  Captain  Luquin." 

"  I  did  not  ask  you  anything  about  that.  Master 
Laramie,"  said  Stephanette,  with  a  dry  tone.  "  Where 
is  monseigneur  going  in  that  carriage  ?  Is  it  to-day  or 
to-morrow  that  he  wishes  to  use  it  ?  " 

"  To-morrow  will  be  to-day,  and  after  to-morrow  will 
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be  to-morrow,  mademoiselle,"  bluntly  replied  the  major- 
domo,  offended  by  the  imperious  manner  of  Stephanette, 
and  he  added,  between  his  teeth  :  "  There  is  a  dove  trans- 
formed into  a  speckled  magpie." 

During  this  conversation,  Luquin  Trinquetaille  had 
approached  Stephanette.  The  captain  tried  to  assume 
a  cold,  dignified,  and  disdainful  air. 

"  My  dear  little  one,"  said  he,  in  a  very  careless  tone, 
"  do  you  not  think  flame  colour  a  very  pretty  colour  ? " 

Stephanette  turned  her  head,  and,  looking  behind  her, 
said  to  Luquin : 

"  Your  dear  little  one  ?  If  you  are  talking  to  Jean- 
nette,  the  laundress,  that  I  see  down  there,  you  had 
better  speak  louder." 

"  I  am  not  speaking  to  Jeannette,  do  you  understand  ?  " 
cried  Luquin,  losing  patience.  "  Jeannette,  laundress  as 
she  is,  would  not  have  the  boldness,  the  effrontery,  to 
give  a  ribbon  to  a  vagabond  Bohemian," 

"  Ah,  that  is  it,  is  it  ? "  said  the  mischievous  girl. 
"  Really,  this  ribbon  has  the  same  effect  on  you,  that 
a  scarlet  streamer  has  on  a  bull  from  Camargne." 

"  If  I  were  a  bull  from  Camargne,  with  double  horns, 
this  vagabond  would  feel  the  point  of  them.  But  no 
matter,  this  miscreant  shall  pay  for  his  insolence ;  may 
I  die,  if  I  do  not  cut  off  his  ears  and  nail  them  to  the 
mast  of  my  tartan  !  " 

"  It  is  his  tongue,  rather,  that  you  ought  to  be  jealous 
of,  my  poor  Luquin,  for  never  a  troubadour  of  the  good 
King  Ren^  sang  more  sweetly." 

"  I  will  t(?ar  out  his  tongue,  then,  —  a  hundred  thou- 
sand devils ! " 

"  Come,  do  not  do  anything  absurd,  Luquin.  The 
Bohemian  is  as  courageous  and  expert  as  a  gendarme." 

"  Many  thanks  for  your  pity,  mademoiselle,  but  I  do 
not  fight  with  dogs,  I  beat  them." 

"  Yes,  but  sometimes  the  dog  has  good  teeth  which 
bite  very  hard,  I  warn  you." 
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"  Curse  me,  if  you  are  not  the  most  diabolical  creature 
I  ever  knew ! "  cried  Trinquetaille.  "  I  believe,  by  St. 
Elmo,  my  patron,  that  if  1  were  to  fight  to-morrow  in 
camp  with  this  copper  face,  you  would  say :  '  Our  Lady 
for  the  Bohemian  ! '  " 

"  Without  doubt,  I  would  say  it." 

"  You  would  say  it  ?  " 

"  Why,  yes.  Ought  I  not  to  take  the  part  of  the 
weak  against  the  strong,  —  the  small  against  the  great  ? 
Ought  1  not  at  least  to  encourage  the  poor  man  who 
would  dare  challenge  the  formidable,  unconquerable  arm 
of  the  captain  of  The  Holy  Terror  to  the  Moors  ?  " 

"  Holy  Cross  !  you  are  jesting,  Stephanette,  and  I  have 
no  desire  for  it  now." 

"  That  is  very  evident." 

"  Where  is  this  good-for-nothing  fellow,  this  vaga- 
bond ? " 

"  Do  you  wish  me  to  go  at  once  and  find  out  ?  No 
inquiry  would  be  more  agreeable  to  me." 

"  This  is  too  much,  you  are  making  sport  of  me.  Ah, 
well,  good-bye  !  All  is  over,  you  understand,  all  is  over 
between  us." 

Stephanette  shrugged  her  shoulders,  and  said,  "  Why 
do  you  talk  nonsense  like  that  ? " 

"  What,  nonsense  ? " 

"  Without  a  doubt,  mere  imagination  and  pretence." 

"  Pretence !  Ah,  you  think  so  ?  Pretence  !  Ah, 
well,  you  will  see.  Do  not  think  you  can  take  me  with 
your  cajoleries.     I  know  them,  —  crocodile  tears." 

"  Do  not  say  that,  Luquin.  I  am  going  to  force  you  to 
get  on  your  knees  before  me  and  ask  my  pardon  for  your 
stupid  jealousy." 

"I,  on  my  knees  I  I,  ask  your  pardon!  Ah,  that 
would  be  pretty  !     Ah,  ah,  I  on  my  knees  before  you  !  " 

"  On  both  knees,  if  you  please." 

"  Ah,  ah,  the  idea  is  a  pleasant  one,  on  my 
word ! " 
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"  Come,  come,  this  very  instant,  —  here,  on  this 
spot." 

"  Mademoiselle,  you  are  crazy." 

"  M.  Luquin,  in  your  own  interest,  do  it  now,  I  pray 
you." 

"  Fiddlesticks !  " 

"  Take  care." 

"  Ta,  la,  la,  la,  la,"  said  the  captain,  singing  between 
his  teeth,  and  keeping  time  by  rising  on  his  toes  and 
falling  back  on  his  heels. 

"  Once,  twice,  will  you  get  on  your  knees  and  ask  my 
pardon  for  your  stupid  jealousy  ?  " 

"  I  would  rather,  you  can  understand,  strangle  myself 
with  my  own  hands." 

'•  Luquin,  you  know  that  when  I  wish  a  thing,  I  wish 
it.  If  you  refuse  what  1  ask,  I  will  be  the  one  to  say 
good-bye  to  you.  And  I  will  not  come  back,  either, 
remember  that." 

"  Go,  go  ;  perhaps  you  will  meet  the  Bohemian  on  the 
way." 

Stephanette  did  not  answer  a  word,  but  turned  around 
abruptly  and  walked  away. 

Luquin  was  very  brave  for  a  few  moments,  then  his 
courage  failed  him,  and  at  last,  seeing  that  the  young 
girl  walked  with  a  firm,  resolute  step,  he  followed  her 
and  called,  in  a  supplicating  voice : 

"  Stephanette !  " 

The  young  girl  walked  faster. 

"  Stephanette,  Stephanette,  do  be  reasonable,  you  know 
very  well  that  I  love  you." 

Stephanette  continued  to  walk, 

"  A  thousand  devils  !  Is  it  possible  for  me  to  ask 
your  [)ardon  for  my  jealousy,  when  I  have  seen  that —  " 

Stephanette  quickened  her  step. 

"  Stephanette,  ah,  well,  come  now,  in  truth  you  be- 
witch me.     You  make  me  do  all  that  you  wish." 

Stephanette  slackened  her  step  a  little. 
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"  To  come  to  the  point,  no,  a  thousand  times  no,  I  am 
weaker  than  a  child." 

Stephanette  began  to  run. 

The  captain  of  The  Holy  Terror  to  the  Moors  was 
obliged  to  exercise  his  long,  heron-like  legs  to  catch  up 
with  her,  as  he  said,  with  a  stifled  voice,  "  Ah,  well,  come 
now,  diabolical  creature  that  you  are,  —  one  must  do  as 
you  wish,  —  here  I  am  on  my  knees,  —  only  stop  a  mo- 
ment. Ah,  well,  yes,  1  was  wrong.  Are  you  satisfied  ? 
Is  it  possible  to  be  so  base  ? "  murmured  Luquin,  in 
parenthesis  ;  then  he  said,  aloud :  "  Ah,  well,  yes,  I  was 
wrong  to  be  jealous  of  —  of  —  But  at  least  stop,  will 
you  not  ?  I  cannot  run  after  you  on  my  knees.  I  was 
wrong,  I  tell  you." 

Stephanette  slackened  her  gait  a  little,  then  stopped 
still,  and  said  to  Luquin,  without  turning  her  head : 

"  On  your  knees." 

"  Well,  I  am  ;  I  am  on  my  knees.  Fortunately  for 
my  dignity  as  a  man,  that  corner  of  the  wall  hides  me 
from  the  eyes  of  that  old  gossip  of  a  majordomo,"  said 
Luquin  to  himself. 

"  Repeat  after  me." 

"  Yes,  but  do  turn  your  head,  Stephanette,  so  I  can 
see  you ;  that  will  give  me  courage." 

"  Repeat,  repeat  first ;  come,  say,  '  I  was  wrong  to  be 
jealous  of  that  poor  Bohemian.'  " 

"Humph!  I  was  wrong  to  be  jealous  of  —  that  — 
humph  —  of  that  scoundrel  of  a  Bohemian." 

"  That  is  not  it,  — '  of  that  poor  Bohemian.'  " 

"  Of  that  poor  Bohemian,"  repeated  Luquin,  with  a 
profound  sigh. 

"  '  It  was  a  very  innocent  thing  for  Stephanette  to  give 
him  a  ribbon.'  " 

"  It  was  —  humph  —  it  was  a  very  innocent  thing  for 
Stephanette  —  humph  !  " 

These  words  seemed  to  strangle  the  captain,  who 
coughed  violently,  —  '-Humph,  humph!" 
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"  You  have  a  very  bad  cold,  my  poor  Luquin.  Re- 
peat now  :  *  It  was  a  very  innocent  thing  for  Stephanette 
to  give  him  a  ribbon.'  " 

"  To  give  him  a  ribbon." 

"  Very  well ;  '  because  I  have  her  heart.  And  all  this 
is  only  a  young  girl's  folly,  and  I  know  well  that  she 
loves  nobody  but  her  Luquin,'  "  said  Stephanette,  rapidly. 

Then,  without  giving  her  betrothed  time  to  rise  and 
repeat  these  sweet  words,  Stephanette  turned  around 
quickly  while  he  was  still  on  his  knees,  and  gave  him 
a  kiss  on  the  forehead,  and  then  disappeared  through  a 
passage  in  the  court  before  the  worthy  captain,  as  de- 
lighted as  surprised,  had  been  able  to  take  a  step. 
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CHAPTER   XYI. 

THE    OVERSEERS    OF    THE    PORT. 

At  the  instigation  of  Master  Isnard,  still  implacable, 
for  reason  of  the  inhospitable  reception  given  to  him  by 
Raimond  Y.,  the  consul,  Talebard-Talebardou,  on  Sat- 
urday evening  despatched  a  clerk  to  Maison-Forte  des 
Anbiez,  for  the  purpose  of  informing  the  baron  that 
he  was  to  appear  the  next  day,  Sunday,  before  the  over- 
seers of  the  port. 

Raimond  V.  made  the  trembling  clerk  sit  down  to  the 
table  and  take  supper  with  him,  but  every  time  the  man 
of  the  law  opened  his  mouth  to  ask  the  baron  to  appear 
before  the  tribunal,  the  old  gentleman  would  cry  out, 
"  Laramee,  pour  out  some  wine  for  my  guest !  " 

Then  he  had  the  clerk  taken  back  to  La  Ciotat  some- 
what intoxicated. 

Interpreting  the  conduct  of  the  baron  according  to 
their  own  view,  Master  Isnard  and  the  consul  saw  in 
his  refusal  to  answer  their  summons  the  most  outrageous 
contempt. 

The  next  day,  which  was  Sunday,  after  the  mass,  at 
which,  notwithstanding  his  resolution  the  evening  before, 
the  baron  did  not  appear,  the  consuls  and  the  recorder 
went  through  the  houses  of  the  principal  citizens,  excit- 
ing public  sentiment  against  Raimond  V.,  who  had  so 
openly  braved  and  insulted  the  privileges  of  Provengal 
communities. 

Much  artifice,  much  deceit,  and  a  great  deal  of  persist- 
ence on  the  part  of    Master  Isnard  were  necessary  to 
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make  the  inhabitants  of  La  Ciotat  share  his  hostility 
against  the  lord  of  Maison-Forte,  because  the  instinct 
of  the  multitude  is  always  in  sympathy  with  the  rebellion 
of  a  lord  against  a  lord  more  powerful  than  himself ;  but 
on  account  of  recent  disputes  about  fishing  privileges,  the 
recorder  succeeded  in  arousing  the  indignation  of  the 
multitude. 

As  we  have  said,  it  was  Sunday  morning ;  after  mass 
the  overseers  of  the  port  held  their  sessions  in  the  large 
town  hall,  situated  near  the  new  harbour.  It  was  a 
massive,  heavy  building,  constructed  of  brick,  and  had 
many  small  windows. 

On  each  side  rose  the  dwellings  of  the  wealthiest 
citizens. 

The  site  of  the  town  hall  was  separated  from  the  port 
by  a  narrow  little  street. 

A  noisy  crowd  of  citizens,  fishermen,  sailors,  artisans, 
and  country  people  were  pressing  into  the  yard,  and  many 
had  already  seated  themselves  at  the  door  of  the  town 
hall,  so  as  to  be  present  at  the  session  of  the  overseers. 

The  citizens,  instructed  by  the  recorder,  circulated  in 
groups  among  the  multitude,  and  spread  the  news  that 
Raimond  V.  despised  the  rights  of  the  people  by  refus- 
ing to  appear  before  the  overseers. 

Master  Talebard-Talebardon,  one  of  the  consuls,  a 
large  man,  corpulent  and  florid,  with  a  shrewd,  sly 
look,  wearing  his  felt  hood  and  official  robe,  occupied 
with  the  recorder  the  centre  of  one  of  these  animated 
groups  of  which  we  have  spoken,  and  which  was  com- 
posed of  men  of  all  sorts  and  conditions. 

"  Yes,  my  friends,"  said  the  consul,  "  Raimond  Y. 
treats  Christians  as  he  treats  the  dogs  he  hunts  with. 
Tlie  other  day  he  threatened  this  respectable  Master 
Isnard  whom  you  see  here  with  his  whip  after  having 
exposed  him  to  the  fury  of  two  of  the  fiercest  bulls  from 
Camargne ;  it  was  a  miracle  that  this  worthy  officer  of 
the  admiralty  of  Toulon  escaped  the  awful  peril  that 
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threatened  his  life,"  said  the  consul,  with  an  important 
air. 

"  A  real  miracle,  for  which  I  return  thanks  to  Our 
Lady  of  la  Garde,"  added  the  recorder,  devoutly.  "  I 
never  saw  such  furious  bulls." 

"  By  St.  Elmo,  my  patron ! "  said  a  sailor,  "  I  would 
gladly  have  given  my  new  scarf  to  have  been  a  witness 
of  that  race.  1  have  never  seen  bull-fights  except  in 
Barcelona." 

''  Without  taking  into  account  that  recorder-toreadors 
are  very  rare,"  said  another  sailor. 

Master  Isnard,  deeply  wounded  at  inspiring  so  little 
interest,  replied,  with  a  doleful  air,  "  I  assure  you,  my 
friends,  that  it  is  a  terrible,  a  formidable  thing  to  be 
exposed  to  an  attack  from  these  ferocious  animals." 

"  Since  you  have  been  pursued  by  bulls,"  asked  an  hon- 
est tailor,  "  do  tell  us,  M.  Recorder,  if  it  is  true  that 
angry  bulls  have  the  tail  curled  up,  and  that  they  shut 
their  eyes  when  they  strike  ?  " 

Master  Talebard-Talebardon  shrugged  his  shoulders, 
and  replied,  sternly,  to  the  inquirer : 

"  You  think  then,  cut-cloth,  that  a  person  amuses 
himself  by  looking  at  a  bull's  tail  and  eyes,  when  he  is 
charging  on  him  ?  " 

"  That  is  true,  that  is  true,"  replied  several  assistants. 

"  Certain  it  is,"  continued  the  consul,  wishing  to  move 
the  crowd  to  pity  the  recorder,  and  irritate  it  against  the 
baron,  "  certain  it  is  that  this  officer  of  justice  and  of  the 
king  narrowly  escaped  being  a  victim  to  the  diabolical 
wickedness  of  Raimond  V." 

"  Raimond  V.  destroyed  two  litters  of  wolves'  whelps 
that  ravaged  our  farm,  to  say  nothing  of  the  present  he 
made  us  of  the  heads  of  the  wolf  and  the  whelps,  which 
are  nailed  to  our  door,"  said  a  peasant,  shaking  his  head. 

"  Raimond  V.  is  not  a  bad  master.  If  the  harvest  fails, 
he  comes  to  your  aid ;  he  replaced  two  draught-oxen  that 
I  lost  through  witchcraft." 
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"  That  is  true,  when  one  holds  out  a  hand  to  the 
lord  of  Anbiez,  he  never  draws  it  back  empty,"  said  an 
artisan. 

"  And  at  the  time  of  the  last  descent  of  the  pirates  in 
this  place,  he  and  his  people  bravely  fought  the  miscre- 
ants ;  but  for  him,  I,  my  wife,  and  my  daughter,  would 
have  been  carried  off  by  these  demons,"  said  a  citizen. 

"  And  the  two  sons  of  the  good  man  Jacbuin  were 
redeemed  and  brought  back  from  Barbary  by  good 
Father  Elzear,  the  brother  of  Raimond  V.  But  for  him 
they  would  still  have  been  in  chains  galling  enough  to 
damn  their  souls,"  replied  another. 

"  And  the  other  brother,  the  commander,  who  looks 
as  sombre  as  his  black  galley,"  said  a  patron  of  a  mer- 
chant vessel,  "  did  he  not  keep  those  pagans  in  awe  for 
more  than  two  months  while  his  galley  lay  soaked  in  the 
gulf  ?  Come,  a  good  and  noble  family  is  that  of 
Anbiez.  After  all,  this  man  of  law  is  not  one  of  us, " 
and  pointed  to  the  recorder.  "  What  does  it  matter  to 
us  if  he  is  or  is  not  run  through  by  a  bull's  horn  ?  " 

"  That  is  true,  that  is  true  ;  he  is  not  one  of  us," 
repeated  several  voices. 

"  Raimond  V.  is  a  good  old  gentleman  who  never  re- 
fuses a  pound  of  powder  and  a  pound  of  lead  to  a  sailor, 
to  defend  his  boat,"  said  a  sailor. 

"  There  is  always  a  good  place  at  the  fireside  of  Maison- 
Forte,  a  good  glass  of  Sauve-chr^tien  wine  and  a  piece 
of  silver  for  those  who  go  there,"  said  a  beggar. 

"  And  his  daughter  !  An  angel !  A  perfect  Notre 
Dame  for  the  poor  people,"  said  another. 

"  Well,  who  in  the  devil  denies  all  that  ?  "  cried  the 
consul.  "  Raimond  V.  kills  wolves  because  he  is  fond 
of  the  chase.  He  does  not  mind  a  piece  of  silver  or  a 
pound  of  powder  or  a  glass  of  wine,  because  he  is  rich, 
very  rich  ;  but  he  does  all  this  to  hide  his  perfidious 
designs." 

"  What  designs  ?  "  asked  several  auditors. 
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"  The  design  of  ruining  our  commerce,  ravaging  our 
city,  in  short,  doing  worse  than  the  pirates,  or  the  Duke 
d'Epernon  with  his  Gascons,"  said  the  consul,  with  a 
mysterious  air. 

All  this,  which  he  did  not  believe,  the  consul  had 
uttered  as  an  experiment,  and  the  alarming  disclosure 
of  some  hidden  design,  exciting  the  curiosity  of  the 
crowd,  was  at  last  listened  to  with  attention. 

"  Explain  that  to  us,  consul,"  said  all,  with  one  voice. 

"  Master  Isnard,  who  is  a  man  of  the  law,  is  going  to 
explain  this  tissue  of  dark  and  pernicious  schemes,"  said 
Talebard-Talebardon. 

The  recorder  came  forward  with  an  anxious  air,  raised 
his  eyes  to  heaven,  and  said : 

"  Your  worthy  consul,  my  friends,  has  told  you 
nothing  but  what  is,  unfortunately,  too  true.  We  have 
proofs  of  it." 

"  Proofs ! "  repeated  several  hearers,  looking  at  each 
other. 

"  Give  me  your  attention.  The  king,  our  master,  and 
monseigneur  the  cardinal  have  only  one  thought,  —  the 
happiness  of  the  French  people." 

"  But  we  are  not  French,  we  are  quite  another  thing," 
said  a  Provencal,  proud  of  his  nationality.  "  The  king  is 
not  our  master,  he  is  our  count." 

"  You  talk  finely,  my  comrade,  but  listen  to  me,  if  you 
please,"  replied  the  recorder.  "  The  king,  our  count,  not 
wishing  to  have  his  Provencal  communities  exposed  to 
the  despotic  power  of  the  nobles  and  lords,  has  ordered 
us  to  disarm  them.  His  Eminence  remembers  too  well 
the  violences  of  the  Duke  d'Epernon,  of  the  lords  of 
Baux,  of  Noirol,  of  Traviez,  and  many  others.  He 
desires  now  to  take  away  from  the  nobility  the  power  of 
injuring  the  people  and  the  peasantry.  Thus,  for  in- 
stance, his  Eminence  wished, —  and  these  sovereign  orders 
will  be  executed  sooner  or  later,  —  he  wished,  I  repeat, 
to  remove  from  Maison-Forte,  the  castle  of  Raimond  V., 
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the  cannon  and  small  pieces  of  ordnance  which  guard 
the  entrance  of  your  port,  and  which  can  prevent  the 
going  out  of  the  smallest  fishing-boat." 

"  But  which  can  also  prevent  the  entrance  of  pirates," 
said  a  sailor. 

"  No  doubt,  my  friends,  the  fire  burns  or  purifies ;  the 
arrow  kills  the  friend  or  the  enemy,  according  to  the 
hand  which  holds  the  crossbow.  1  should  not  have  had 
any  suspicion  of  Raimond  Y.,  if  he  had  not  himself  un- 
veiled to  me  his  perfidious  designs.  Let  us  put  aside  his 
cruelty  to  me.  I  am  happy  to  be  the  martyr  of  our 
sacred  cause." 

"  You  are  not  a  martyr,  as  you  are  still  living,"  said 
the  incorrigible  sailor. 

"  I  am  living  at  this  moment,"  replied  the  recorder, 
"  but  the  Lord  knows  at  what  price,  with  what  perils, 
I  have  bought  my  life,  or  what  dangers  I  may  still  be 
required  to  meet.     But  let  us  not  talk  of  myself." 

"  No,  no,  do  not  talk  of  yourself,  —  that  does  not  con- 
cern us,  —  but  tell  us  how  you  obtained  proof  of  the 
wicked  designs  Raimond  Y.  has  against  our  city,"  said 
an  inquirer. 

"  Nothing  more  evident,  my  friends.  He  has  fortified 
his  castle  again,  and  why  ?  To  resist  the  pirates,  say 
some.  But  never  would  the  pirates  dare  attack  such  a 
fortress,  where  they  would  gain  nothing  but  blows.  He 
has  made  a  strong  fort  in  his  house,  from  which  the 
cannon  can  founder  your  vessels  and  destroy  your  city. 
Do  you  know  why  ?  In  order  to  tyrannise  over  you  for 
his  profit,  and  tread  Proven9al  customs  under  foot  with 
impunity.  Wait ;  let  me  give  you  an  instance.  He  has, 
contrary  to  all  law,  established  his  fishing-nets  outside 
of  his  legal  boundary." 

"  That  is  true,"  said  Talebard-Talebardon  ;  "  you  know 
he  has  no  right  to  do  it.  What  injury  that  does  to  our 
fisheries,  often  our  only  resource!" 

"  That  is  evident,"  answered  a  few  hearers ;  "  the 
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seines  of  Raimond  V.  have  injured  us,  especially  now 
when  the  supply  of  fish  is  smaller.  But  if  it  is  his 
right  ? " 

"  But  it  is  not  his  right !  "  shouted  the  recorder. 

"  We  will  know  to-day,  as  the  suit  is  to  be  decided  by 
the  overseers  of  the  port,"  said  an  auditor. 

The  recorder  exchanged  a  glance  of  intelligence  with 
the  consul,  and  said  : 

"  Doubtless  the  tribunal  of  overseers  is  all-powerful  to 
decide  the  question,  but  it  is  exactly  on  this  point  that 
my  doubts  have  arisen.  I  fear  very  much  that  Raimond 
V.  is  not  willing  to  refer  to  this  popular  tribunal.  He 
is  capable  of  refusing  to  obey  that  summons,  made,  after 
all,  by  poor  people,  on  a  high  and  powerful  baron  —  " 

"  It  is  impossible  I  it  is  impossible  !  for  it  is  our  spe- 
cial right.  The  people  have  their  rights,  the  nobility 
have  theirs.     Freedom  for  all !  "  cried  many  voices. 

"  I  hold  Raimond  V.  to  be  a  good  and  generous  no 
ble,"  said  another,  "  but  I  shall  regard  him  as  a  traito.' 
if  he  refuses  to  recognise  our  privileges." 

"  No,  no,  that  is  impossible,"  repeated  several  voices. 

"  He  will  come  —  " 

"  He  is  going  to  appear  before  the  overseers  —  " 

"  God  grant  it ! "  said  the  recorder,  exchanging 
another  glance  with  the  consul.  "  God  grant  it,  my 
friends  ;  because,  if  he  despises  our  customs  enough  to 
act  otherwise,  we  must  think  that  he  put  his  house  in 
a  state  of  such  formidable  defence  only  to  brave  the 
laws." 

"  We  repeat  that  what  you  are  saying,  recorder,  is 
impossible.  Raimond  V.  cannot  deny  the  authority  of 
the  overseers,  nor  can  he  deny  the  authority  of  the  king," 
said  an  auditor. 

"  But,  first,  he  denies  the  authority  of  the  king,"  cried 
Master  Isnard,  triumphantly ;  "  and,  since  I  must  tell 
you,  I  believe,  even  after  what  your  worthy  consul  has 
told  me,  that  he  will  deny,  not  only  the  royal  power,  but 
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the  rights  of  the  community  also  ;  in  a  word,  that  he 
will  positively  refuse  to  appear  before  the  overseers,  and 
that  he  wishes  to  keep  his  seines  and  nets  where  they  are, 
to  the  detriment  of  the  general  fishery." 

A  hollow  murmur  of  astonishment  and  indignation 
welcomed  this  news. 

"  Speak,  speak,  consul ;  is  it  true  ?  " 

"  Raimond  V,  is  too  brave  a  nobleman  for  that." 

"If  it  is  true,  yet  —  " 

"  They  are  our  rights,  after  all,  and  —  " 

Such  were  the  various  remarks  which  rapidly  crossed 
each  other  through  the  restless  crowd. 

The  consul  and  recorder  saw  themselves  surrounded 
and  pressed  by  a  multitude  which  was  becoming  angrily 
impatient. 

Talebard-Talebardon,  in  collusion  with  the  recorder, 
had  prepared  this  scene  with  diabolical  cunning. 

The  ccknsul  replied,  hoping  to  increase  the  dissatisfac- 
tion of  the  populace : 

"  Without  being  absolutely  certain  of  the  refusal  of 
Raimond  V.,  I  have  every  reason  to  fear  it ;  but  the 
recorder's  clerk,  who  carried  the  summons  to  Maison- 
Forte  yesterday,  and  who  has  been  obliged  to  go  to  Curjol 
on  business,  will  arrive  in  a  moment,  and  confirm  the 
news.  Our  Lady  grant  that  it  may  not  be  what  I  appre- 
hend. Alas  !  what  would  become  of  our  communities, 
if  our  only  right,  the  only  pri^dlege  accorded  to  us  poor 
people,  should  be  snatched  away  from  us  ? " 

"  Snatched  away  !  "  repeated  the  recorder ;  "  it  is 
impossible.  The  nobility  and  the  clergy  have  their 
rights.  How  dare  they  rob  the  people  of  the  last,  the 
only  resource  they  have  against  the  oppression  of  the 
powerful ! " 

Nothing  is  more  easily  moved  than  the  mind  of  the 
populace,  and  especially  of  the  populace  on  Mediterranean 
shores.  This  crowd,  but  a  moment  before  controlled 
by  their  gratitude  to  the  baron,  now  forgot  almost  en- 
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tirely  the  important  services  rendered  to  them  by  the. 
family  of  Anbiez,  at  the  bare  suspicion  that  Raimond 
V.  wished  to  attack  one  of  the  privileges  of  the  com- 
munity. 

These  rumours,  circulated  among  different  groups, 
singularly  irritated  the  minds  of  the  fishermen.  The 
recorder  and  the  consul,  thinking  the  moment  had 
arrived  in  which  they  could  strike  a  final  blow,  ordered 
one  of  their  attendants  to  go  in  quest  of  the  recorder's 
clerk,  who  ought,  they  said,  to  have  returned  from  his 
journey,  although,  in  fact,  he  had  not  left  La  Ciotat. 

At  this  moment,  the  five  overseers  of  the  port  and 
their  syndic,  having  met  after  mass  under  the  porch  of 
the  church,  passed  through  the  crowd  to  enter  the  town 
hall,  where  they  were  to  hold  their  solemn  audience. 

The  new  circumstances  gave  additional  interest  to 
their  appearance ;  they  were  saluted  on  all  sides  with 
numerous  bravos,  accompanied  with  the  cries  : 

"  Long  live  the  overseers  of  the  port ! " 

"  Long  live  the  Provencal  communities  !  " 

"  Down  with  those  who  attack  them  !  " 

The  crowd,  now  greatly  excited,  pressed  hard  upon 
the  steps  of  the  overseers,  so  as  to  be  present  at  the 
session. 

Then  the  clerk  arrived.  Although  he  said  much  in 
protest  of  the  interpretation  given  to  his  words  by  the 
recorder  and  the  consul,  those  men  continued  to  exclaim 
with  hypocritical  lamentations. 

"  Ah,  well,  ah,  well,  consul,"  cried  one  of  the  crowd, 
"  is  Raimond  V.  coming  ?  Will  he  appear  before  the 
tribunal  ?  " 

"  Alas !  my  friends,"  replied  the  consul,  "  do  not 
question  me.  The  worthy  recorder  has  predicted  only 
too  well.  The  tyrannical,  imperious,  irascible  character 
of  the  baron  has  been  again  made  manifest." 

"  How  ?     How  ? " 

"  The  clerk  was  charged  yesterday  to  notify  Raimond 
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V.  to  appear  before  the  tribunal  of  overseers ;  he  has 
returned  and  —  " 

"  There  he  is !  Ah,  —  well,  come  to  the  point ! " 

"  Ah !  " 

"  Ah,  well !  " 

"  Ah,  well,  he  has  been  overwhelmed  with  the  cruel 
treatment  of  Raimond  V." 

"  But,"  whispered  the  clerk,  "  on  the  contrary,  the 
baron  made  me  drink  so  much  wine  that  I  —  " 

Master  Isnard  seized  the  clerk  so  violently  by  his 
smock-frock,  and  threw  such  a  furious  glance  on  him, 
that  the  poor  man  did  not  dare  utter  a  word. 

"  After  having  overwhelmed  him  with  cruel  treat- 
ment," continued  the  consul,  "  Raimond  formally 
declared  to  him  that  he  would  make  straw  of  our 
privileges,  that  he  intended  to  keep  his  seines,  and  that 
he  was  strong  enough  to  overcome  us,  if  we  dared  act 
contrary  to  his  will,  and  that  — " 

An  explosion  of  fury  interrupted  the  consul. 

The  tumult  was  at  its  height ;  the  most  violent  threats 
burst  out  against  Raimond  V. 

"  To  the  fishing-nets !  the  fishing-nets  !  "  cried  some. 

"  To  Maison-Forte  !  "  cried  others. 

"  Do  not  leave  one  stone  upon  another  !  " 

"  To  arms !  to  arms ! " 

"  Let  us  make  a  petard  to  blow  up  the  gate  of  the 
moat  on  the  land  side  !  " 

"  Death,  death  to  Raimond  Y. !  " 

Seeing  the  fury  of  the  populace,  the  recorder  and  the 
consul  began  to  fear  that  they  had  gone  too  far,  and  that 
they  would  find  it  impossible  to  control  the  passions  they 
had  so  imprudently  unchained. 

"  My  friends,  —  my  children  !  "  cried  Talebard-Tale- 
bardon,  addressing  the  most  excited  of  the  speakers, 
"  be  moderate.  Run  to  the  fishing-nets,  —  that  you  may 
do,  but  make  no  attack  upon  Maison-Forte,  or  upon  the 
Ufe  of  the  baron ! " 
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«  No  pity !  no  pity  !  You  yourself  have  told  us,  con- 
sul, that  Raimond  was  going  to  fire  on  the  city  and  the 
port  and  do  worse  than  the  Duke  d'Epernon  and  his 
Gascons." 

"Yes,  yes.  Let  us  destroy  the  old  wolf's  den  and 
nail  him  to  his  door !  " 

«  To  Maison-Forte  ! " 

«  To  Maison-Forte  ! " 

Such  were  the  furious  cries  which  met  the  tardy 
words  of  moderation,  which  the  consul  now  tried  to 
make  the  excited  people  heed. 

The  more  peaceable  inhabitants  pressed  around  the 
town  hall,  so  as  to  enter  the  room  of  the  tribunal  where 
the  overseers  were  already  seated.  Others,  divided  into 
two  bands,  were  preparing,  in  spite  of  the  entreaties  of 
the  consul,  to  destroy  the  fishing-nets  and  attack  Maison- 
Forte  des  Aubiez,  when  an  extraordinary  incident  struck 
the  crowd  with  amazement,  and  rendered  it  silent  and 
motionless. 


153 


CHAPTER   XVII. 

THE   JUDGMENT. 

The  general  astonishment  was  very  natural. 

Slowly  descending  the  street,  in  the  direction  of  the 
public  square,  was  seen  the  heavy  ceremonial  carriage 
of  Raimond  Y. 

Four  of  his  men,  armed  and  on  horseback,  preceded 
by  Laramie,  opened  the  march  ;  then  came  the  carriage, 
with  a  crimson  velvet  canopy,  somewhat  worn ;  the 
retinue,  as  well  as  the  body  of  the  carriage,  which  was 
without  windows,  yet  bore  conspicuously  tlie  baron's 
coat  of  arms,  showed  the  red  and  yellow  colours  of  the 
livery  of  Raimond  V. 

Four  strong  draught-horses,  yoked  with  rope  traces, 
laboriously  dragged  this  rude  and  massive  vehicle,  in 
the  depth  of  which  sat  the  baron  majestically  enthroned. 

Opposite  him  sat  Honorat  de  Berrol. 

Inside  the  coach,  near  the  doors,  two  small  stools 
were  placed.  On  one  sat  Abb6  Mascarolus,  with  a  bag 
of  papers  on  liis  knees.  The  steward  of  the  baron 
occupied  the  other. 

The  imperfect  construction  of  this  ponderous  vehicle 
permitted  no  place  for  a  coachman.  A  carter,  dressed 
for  the  occasion  in  a  greatcoat,  with  the  baron's  livery, 
walked  at  the  head  of  each  pair  of  horses,  and  con- 
ducted the  equipage  as  he  would  have  managed  a  farm- 
wagon. 

Finally,  behind  the  carriage  came  four  other  armed 
men  on  horseback. 
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Although  rude,  this  equipage  and  retinue  inspired 
profound  admiration  among  the  inhabitants  of  the  little 
town ;  the  sight  of  a  coach,  however  inelegant,  was 
always  to  them  a  novel  and  interesting  thing. 

As  we  have  said,  the  crowd  stood  silently  looking  on. 

They  knew  that  Raimond  V.  never  used  this  carriage 
except  on  important  occasions,  and  a  lively  curiosity 
suspended  for  a  time  their  most  violent  passions. 

They  whispered  among  each  other  concerning  the 
direction  the  carriage  would  take :  was  it  to  the  church, 
or  was  it  to  the  town  hall  ? 

This  last  supposition  became  probable  as  Raimond  V., 
having  turned  the  corner  of  the  street,  took  the  road 
which  led  to  the  edifice  where  the  overseers  of  the  port 
were  assembled. 

Soon  doubt  changed  to  certainty,  when  they  heard 
the  stentorian  voice  of  Laramee  cry  : 

"  Room  !  make  way  for  monseigneur,  who  is  going  to 
the  tribunal  of  the  overseers  !  " 

These  words,  passing  from  mouth  to  mouth,  finally 
reached  the  ears  of  the  consul  and  the  recorder,  whose 
disappointment  and  vexation  were  extreme. 

"  Why,  what  have  you  said,  recorder  ? "  cried  the 
men  who  surrounded  him,  "  here  is  Raimond  V. ;  he  is 
coming  to  present  himself  before  the  tribunal  of  over- 
seers !  " 

"  Then  he  has  not  resolved  to  make  straw  of  our 
privileges  ? " 

"  He  intends  to  appear,  yes,  he  intends  to  appear 
without  doubt,"  said  Master  Isnard,  "  but  he  is  coming 
with  a  retinue  of  armed  men  ;  who  can  tell  what  he  is 
going  to  say  to  those  poor  overseers  of  the  port  ?  " 

"  Doubtless  he  wishes  to  intimidate  them,"  said  the 
consul. 

"  He  wishes  to  make  his  refusal  to  recognise  their 
jurisdiction  all  the  more  contemptuous  by  coming  to  tell 
them  so  himself,"  said  the  recorder. 
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"  An  armed  retinue  ?  "  said  a  hearer.  "  And  what  do 
these  men  with  carbines  intend  to  do  against  us?" 

"  The  consul  is  right.  He  is  coming  to  insult  the 
overseers,"  said  one  of  the  most  defiant  citizens. 

"  Come  now,  Raimond  V.,  as  bold  as  he  is,  would 
never  dare  do  that,"  replied  a  third. 

"  No,  no  ;  he  recognises  our  privileges,  —  he  is  a  good 
and  worthy  lord,"  cried  several  voices.  "  We  were 
wrong  to  distrust  him." 

In  a  word,  by  one  of  those  sudden  changes  so  com- 
mon in  popular  excitements,  the  mind  of  the  people  at 
once  turned  over  to  the  favour  of  Raimond  V.  and  to 
hostility  toward  the  recorder. 

Master  Isnard  put  both  his  responsibility  and  his 
person  under  cover,  and,  in  so  doing,  did  not  hesitate 
to  expose  his  unfortunate  clerk  to  the  anger  of  the 
people. 

Instead  of  manifesting  hostility  to  the  baron,  several 
of  the  citizens  now  assumed  a  threatening  attitude 
toward  the  recorder  for  having  deceived  them. 

"  It  is  this  stranger,"  said  they,  "  who  has  excited 
us  against  Raimond  V." 

"  This  good  and  worthy  noble  who  has  always  stood 
for  us !  " 

"  Yes,  yes,  that  is  so ;  he  told  us  that  Raimond  wished 
to  destroy  our  privileges,  and,  on  the  contrary,  he  re- 
spects them." 

"  Without  doubt,  monseigneur  did  well  in  delivering 
him  to  the  bulls  of  Oamargne,"  cried  a  sailor,  shaking 
his  fist  at  the  recorder. 

"  Permit  me,  my  friends,"  said  the  recorder,  painfully 
realising  the  absence  of  the  consul,  who  had  prudently 
escaped  to  the  town  hall,  where  he  would  appear  as  a 
plaintiff  against  the  baron,  "  permit  me  to  say  that, 
although  nothing  could  make  me  put  faith  in  the  baron's 
good  intentions,  I  do  not  hesitate  to  say  that  good  may 
come  out  of  all  this.     Perhaps  ray  clerk  has  been  mis- 
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taken ;  perhaps  he  has  exaggerated  the  extent  of  the 
remarks  made  by  the  Baron  des  Anbiez.  Come  now, 
clerk,"  said  he,  turning  to  the  scribe  with  a  severe  and 
haughty  air,  "  do  not  lie.  Have  you  not  deceived  me  ? 
Recall  your  experience.  Perhaps  you  were  frightened 
into  wrong.  I  know  you  are  a  coward.  What  did  the 
baron  say  to  you  ?  Zounds  !  clerk,  woe  to  you  if  you 
have  deceived  me,  and  if  by  your  folly  I,  myself,  have 
deceived  these  estimable  citizens !  " 

Opening  his  large  eyes  to  their  utmost,  and  utterly 
confounded  by  the  audacity  of  the  recorder,  the  poor 
clerk  could  only  repeat,  in  a  trembling  voice :  "  Mon- 
seigneur  told  me  nothing  ;  he  made  me  sit  down  at  his 
table,  and  every  time  I  tried  to  tell  him  of  the  summons 
from  the  overseers  Master  Laramie  came  with  a  big 
glass  of  Spanish  wine,  that  1  was,  to  speak  reverently, 
obliged  to  swallow  at  one  draught." 

"  Zounds  !  "  cried  the  recorder,  in  a  thundering  voice. 
"  What !  this  is  the  bad  treatment  you  complained  of ! 
Forgive  him,  gentlemen,  he  was  certainly  drunk,  and  1 
am  sorry  to  see  that  he  has  deceived  us  about  the  de- 
signs of  Raimond  V.  Let  us  hasten  to  the  town  hall, 
where  we  can  assure  ourselves  of  the  reality  of  certain 
facts,  for  the  baron's  carriage  has  stopped  there,  I 
see." 

Thus  speakings  and  without  appearing  to  hear  the 
threatening  murmurs  of  the  crowd,  the  recorder  hurried 
away,  accompanied  by  the  unfortunate  clerk,  who  in  the 
retreat  received  several  thrusts,  evidently  addressed  to 
Master  Isnard. 

The  large  audience-chamber  of  the  town  hall  in  La 
Ciotat  formed  a  long  parallelogram  lighted  by  tall,  nar- 
row windows,  with  panes  set  in  frames  of  lead. 

On  the  walls  opposite  the  windows  —  bare  walls, 
white  with  a  coating  of  lime  —  were  displayed  several 
flags  captured  from  Barbary  pirates. 

Projecting    rafters   of  unpolished  wood  crossed  each 
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other  beneath  the  ceiling.  At  the  extremity  of  this 
immense  hall  and  opposite  the  large  door  of  entrance 
could  be  seen,  upon  a  stage,  the  tribunal  of  the  overseers 
of  the  port.  Before  them  was  a  long  table  roughly  cut 
at  right  angles. 

The  judges  were  four  in  number,  presided  over  by  the 
watchman  from  the  cape  of  I'Aigle,  who  had  temporarily 
resigned  his  ordinary  functions  into  the  hands  of  Luquin 
Trinquetaille. 

According  to  custom,  these  fishermen  wore  black 
breeches,  a  black  doublet,  and  a  black  mantle,  with  a 
white  band ;  on  their  heads  they  wore  hats  with  a  wide 
brim.  The  youngest  of  these  judges  was  not  less  than 
fifty  years  old.  Their  attitude  was  simple  and  serious ; 
their  sunburnt  faces  and  long  white  or  gray  hair  shone 
with  a  Rembrandt  light  under  the  sudden  ray  of  sun- 
shine shooting  from  the  narrow  windows,  and  were 
distinctly  outlined  on  the  shadowy  light  which  reigned 
in  the  body  of  the  hall. 

These  five  old  seamen,  elected  by  their  corporation  on 
St.  Stephen's  Day,  justified  the  choice  of  their  companions. 
Brave,  honest,  and  pious,  they  assuredly  represented  the 
best  of  the  maritime  population  of  the  town  and  the  gulf. 

The  tribunal  and  the  place  reserved  for  those  who 
were  to  appear  before  them  were  separated  from  the 
crowd  by  a  rude  barrier  of  wood. 

We  quote  from  the  work,  "  Voyage  and  Inspection 
of  M.  de  S^guiran,"  already  cited  in  the  preface : 
"  The  jurisdiction  of  the  overseers  was  very  simi)le. 
Whoso  wishes  to  enter  a  com|)laint  before  these  over- 
seers can  be  heard,  but  not  before  he  has  deposited  two 
sous  and  eight  farthings  in  the  common  purse,  after 
which  he  can  demand  the  party  against  whom  he  enters 
a  complaint.  The  said  })arty  is  obliged  to  make  the 
same  deposit,  and  both  are  heard ;  and  at  the  end  of 
the  argument  the  eldest  of  these  overseers  pronounces 
judgment  according  to  the  counsel  of  his  colleagues." 
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The  secretary  of  the  community  called  in  a  loud  voice 
the  plaintiff's  and  defendants. 

Never  had  a  session  excited  so  much  interest  in  the 
public  mind. 

Before  the  arrival  of  Raimond  V.  the  greater  part 
of  those  who  filled  the  hall  were  still  ignorant  of  the 
baron's  intentions,  whether  or  not  he  would  appear  be- 
fore the  tribunal.  The  smaller  number,  however,  hoped 
that  he  would  respect  the  privileges  of  the  community. 

But  when  they  learned  from  the  curious  ones  outside 
that  the  gentleman's  carriage  of  state  was  already  in  the 
square,  they  eagerly  watched  every  movement  of  the 
constantly  increasing  multitude. 

The  crier  was  obliged  to  elevate  his  voice  to  its  ut- 
most to  command  silence,  and  Peyrou,  the  watchman, 
as  assignee  of  the  overseers,  at  last  administered  a 
severe  rebuke  to  the  clamorous  crowd,  and  order  finally 
prevailed. 

The  tribunal  then  regulated  some  business  of  little 
importance,  but  with  as  much  care  and  deliberate  cir- 
cumspection, and  as  much  attention  to  detail,  as  if  one 
of  the  first  lords  of  Provence  was  not  expected  every 
moment  to  appear  before  them. 

The  multitude  was  compact  when  Raimond  V.  pre- 
sented himself  at  the  door,  and  he  had  great  difficulty 
in  entering  the  large  hall  with  Honorat  de  Berrol. 

"  Make  way,  make  way  for  monseigneur !  "  cried  sev- 
eral eager  voices. 

"  Have  the  overseers  called  me,  my  children  ? "  said 
Raimond  V.,  affectionately. 

"  No,  monseigneur." 

"  Then  I  will  wait  here  with  you.  It  will  be  time  to 
make  way  for  me  when  I  am  called  before  the  tribunal." 

These  simple  words,  uttered  with  as  much  kindness 
as  dignity,  had  a  tremendous  effect  upon  the  crowd. 
The  veneration  inspired  by  the  old  gentleman,  who  but 
a   moment  before  had  been  so  menaced,  was  so  great 
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that   the   people  formed  a  sort  of   circle  of   solemnity 
around  him. 

An  officer  took  great  pains  to  inform  the  secretary 
that  the  l)aron  had  entered  the  hall,  and  that  it  would 
he  proper  to  call  his  case  before  others  on  the  docket. 
The  secretary,  profiting  from  a  short  interval,  submitted 
this  suggestion  to  Peyrou,  the  assignee  or  syndic. 

The  latter  simply  replied :  "  Secretary,  what  is  the 
next  name  on  your  list '(  " 

'"  Jacques  Bruu,  pilot,  versus  Pierre  Baif,  sailmaker." 

"  Then  call  Jacques  Brun  and  Pierre  Baif." 

Peyrou  owed  much  to  the  baron's  family.  He  was 
warmly  attached  to  the  house  of  Anbiez.  In  thus 
acting,  he  did  not  wish  to  make  a  display  of  his  rights 
and  exaggerate  their  importance.  He  was  only  obeying 
the  spirit  of  justice  and  independence  found  in  popular 
institutions. 

It  was  without  hesitation,  and  without  the  least  in- 
tention to  offend  Raiiuond  V.,  that  the  watchman  said, 
in  a  loud  and  firm  voice : 

"  Secretary,  call  another  plaintiff." 

The  dispute  between  Jacques  Brun,  the  pilot,  and  the 
sailmaker,  Pierre  Baif,  was  of  little  importance.  It  was 
promptly,  but  carefully,  decided  by  the  overseers  in  the 
midst  of  the  general  preoccupation,  and  the  cause  of 
the  baron  immediately  followed. 

Notwithstanding  the  presence  of  the  Baron  des  Anbiez, 
it  was  not  known  that  he  intended  to  appear  before  the 
tribunal.  Naturally,  the  crowd  remembered  the  insinu- 
ations of  Master  Isnard.  The  latter  insisted  that  the 
baron  was  capable  of  manifesting  his  contempt  for  the 
tribunal  in  a  very  startling  manner. 

At  last  the  secretary  called,  in  an  excited  voice : 
"  Master  Talebard-Talebardon,  consul  of  the  city  of 
La  Ciotat,  versus  Raimond  V.,  Baron  des  Anbiez." 

A  long  murmur  of  satisfied  impatience  circulated 
around  the  hall. 
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"  Now,  my  children,"  said  the  old  gentlemen  to  those 
who  surrounded  him,  "  make  way,  I  pray  you,  not  for 
the  baron,  but  for  the  suitor  who  is  going  before  his 
judges." 

The  enthusiasm  inspired  by  these  words  of  Raimond  V. 
proved  that,  in  spite  of  their  instinctive  thirst  for  equality, 
the  people  always  had  an  immense  liking  for  persons  of 
rank  who  submitted  to  the  common  law. 

The  crowd,  dividing  on  each  side,  made  a  wide  avenue, 
in  the  middle  of  which  Raimond  V.  walked  with  a 
grave  and  majestic  step. 

The  old  gentleman  wore  the  sumptuous  costume  of 
the  time :  a  doublet  with  points,  a  short  mantle  of  brown 
velvet,  richly  braided  with  gold,  wide  trousers  of  the 
same  material,  which  formed  a  sort  of  skii-t  descending 
below  the  knee.  His  scarlet  silk  stockings  disappeared 
in  the  funnel  of  his  short  boots  made  of  cordovan  leather, 
and  equipped  with  long  gold  spurs.  A  costly  shoulder- 
belt  sustained  his  sword,  and  the  white  plumes  of  his 
black  cap  fell  over  his  collar  of  Flanders  lace. 

The  countenance  of  the  old  gentleman,  habitually 
joyous,  showed  at  that  moment  a  lofty  expression  of 
nobility  and  authority. 

A  few  steps  from  the  tribunal  the  baron  took  off  his 
hat,  which  he  had  kept  on  until  then,  although  the  crowd 
was  uncovered.  One  could  not  help  admiring  the  dig- 
nity of  the  face  and  bearing  of  this  noble  old  man  with 
long  hair  and  gray  moustache. 

Soon  Master  Talebardon  arrived. 

Notwithstanding  his  usual  assurance,  and  although  he 
had  the  recorder  Isnard  at  his  heels,  he  could  not 
conquer  his  emotion,  and  carefully  avoided  the  baron's 
glances. 

Peyrou  rose,  as  well  as  the  other  overseers ;  he  kept 
his  hat  on. 

"  Bernard  Talebard-Talebardon,  come  forward,"  said 
he. 
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The  consul  entered  the  enclosure. 

"  Raimond  V.,  Baron  des  Anbiez,  come  forward." 

The  baron  entered  the  enclosure. 

"  Bernard  Talebard-Talebardon,  you  demand,  in  the 
name  of  the  community  of  La  Ciotat,  to  be  heard  by  the 
overseers  of  the  port,  against  Raimond  V.,  Baron  des 
Anbiez." 

"  Yes,  syndic,"  replied  the  consul. 

"  Deposit  two  sous  and  eight  farthings  in  the  common 
purse,  and  speak." 

The  consul  put  the  money  in  a  wooden  box,  and,  ad- 
vancing near  the  tribunal,  stated  his  grievance  in  these 
terms : 

"  Syndic  and  overseers,  from  time  immemorial  the 
fishery  of  the  cove  of  Camerou  has  been  divided  between 
the  community  of  the  city  and  the  lord  of  Anbiez ;  the 
said  lord  can  lay  his  nets  and  seines  from  the  coast  to 
the  rocks  called  the  Seven  Stones  of  Castrembaou,  which 
form  a  sort  of  belt,  about  five  hundred  steps  from  the 
coast.  The  community  hold  the  right  from  the  Seven 
Stones  of  Castrembaou  to  the .  two  points  of  the  bay ; 
before  you,  syndic  and  overseers,  I  affirm  on  oath  that 
this  is  the  truth,  and  I  adjure  Raimond  V.,  Baron  des 
Anbiez,  here  present  and  called  by  me,  to  say  if  such  is 
not  the  truth." 

Turning  to  the  gentleman,  Peyrou  said  to  him : 

"  Raimond  V.,  Baron  des  Anbiez,  is  what  the  plaintiff 
says  true  ?  Has  the  right  of  fishery  always  been  thus 
divided  between  the  lords  of  Anbiez  and  the  community 
of  the  city  of  La  Ciotat  ?  " 

"  The  fishery  has  always  been  thus  divided.  I  recog- 
nise it,"  said  the  baron. 

The  perfect  agreeableness  with  which  the  baron  made 
his  reply  left  no  doubt  as  to  his  submission  to  the  ability 
of  the  tribunal. 

A  murmur  of  satisfaction  circulated  through  the  hall. 

"  Continue,"  said  Peyrou  to ,  the  consul. 
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"  Syndic  and  overseers,"  pursued  Talebard-Talebardon, 
"  in  spite  of  our  rights  and  our  custom,  instead  of  con- 
fining himself  to  the  space  between  the  rocks  of  the 
Seven  Stones  of  Castrembaou  and  the  coast,  Raimond  Y., 
Baron  des  Anbiez,  has  laid  his  nets  beyond  the  rocks  of 
the  Seven  Stones  toward  the  high  sea,  and  consequently 
has  injured  the  rights  of  the  community  which  1  repre- 
sent. He  fishes  in  the  part  reserved  for  the  said  com^ 
munity.  These  facts,  which  I  affirm  on  oath,  are  known, 
besides,  to  everybody,  as  well  as  yourselves,  syndic  and 
overseers." 

"  The  syndic  and  the  overseers  are  not  in  this  suit," 
replied  the  watchman  to  the  consul,  severely.  Then 
turning  to  the  gentleman,  he  said  to  him  : 

"  Raimond  V,,  Baron  des  Anbiez,  do  you  admit  that 
you  have  thrown  your  nets  on  this  side  of  the  Seven 
Rocks,  and  toward  the  high  sea,  in  the  part  of  the  cove 
reserved  for  the  community  of  La  Ciotat  ? " 

"  I  have  had  ray  nets  thrown  this  side  of  the  Seven 
Rocks,"  said  the  baron. 

"  Plaintiff,  what  do  you  demand  from  Raimond  V., 
Baron  des  Anbiez  ?  "  said  the  syndic. 

"  I  require,"  answered  Talebard-Talebardon,  "  the  tri- 
bunal to  forbid  the  lord  of  Anbiez  henceforth  to  fish  or 
to  lay  seines  beyond  the  rocks  of  Castrembaou ;  I  re- 
quire that  the  said  lord  be  commanded  to  pay  to  the 
said  community,  under  the  claim  of  damages  and  restitu- 
tion, the  sum  of  two  thousand  pounds ;  I  require  that 
the  said  lord  be  notified  that,  if  he  again  lay  nets  and 
seines  in  that  part  of  the  cove  which  does  not  belong  to 
him,  the  said  community  shall  have  the  right  to  remove 
and  destroy  by  force  the  said  nets  and  seines,  making 
the  lord  of  Anbiez  alone  responsible  for  the  disorders 
which  may  follow  the  exercise  of  this  right." 

As  they  heard  the  consul  formulate  so  clearly  his 
charge  against  Raimond  Y.,  the  spectators  turned  to 
look  at  the  baron. 
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He  remained  calm  and  unmoved,  to  the  great  astonish- 
ment of  the  public. 

The  violent  and  impetuous  character  of  the  baron  was 
so  well  known  that  his  calmness  and  self-possession 
inspired  as  much  admiration  as  astonishment. 

Peyrou,  addressing  the  old  lord,  said,  in  a  solemn 
tone : 

"  Raimond  V.,  Baron  des  Anbiez,  what  have  you  to 
reply  to  the  plaintiff  ?  Do  you  accept  his  requisitions 
from  you  as  just  and  fair?" 

"  Syndic  and  overseers,"  replied  the  baron,  bowing 
respectfully,  "  yes,  that  is  true.  I  have  had  my  nets 
laid  outside  of  the  Seven  Rocks  of  Castrembaou,  but,  in 
order  to  explain  my  act,  I  will  state  that  which  all  of 
you  know." 

"  Raimond  V.,  Baron  des  Anbiez,  we  are  not  in  this 
suit,"  said  Peyrou,  gravely. 

In  spite  of  his  self-control  and  his  affection  for  the 
watchman,  the  old  gentleman  bit  his  lip,  but  soon  re- 
gained his  calmness  and  said  : 

"  I  will  say  to  you,  syndic  and  overseers,  what  every 
one  knows:  for  several  years  the  sea  has  fallen  to  such 
a  degree  that  the  part  of  the  cove  in  which  I  had  the 
right  to  fish  has  become  dry.  The  sea  broom  has  pushed 
its  way  there  to  the  utmost,  and  my  greyhound  Eclair 
started  a  hare  there  the  other  day ;  honestly,  syndic  and 
overseers,  to  make  any  use  of  the  part  of  the  cove  which 
belongs  to  me,  I  should  need,  now,  horses  and  guns, 
instead  of  boats  and  nets." 

The  baron's  reply,  delivered  with  his  usual  good 
humour,  amused  the  crowd ;  even  the  overseers  could 
not  repress  a  smile. 

The  baron  continued : 

"  The  retreat  of  the  sea  has  been  so  great  that  there 
is  hardly  six  feet  of  water  in  the  spot  around  the  Seven 
Rocks,  where  my  fishing-place  ends  and  that  of  the 
community  begins.     I  have  believed  I  had  the  right  to 
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lay  my  nets  and  my  seines  five  hundred  steps  beyond 
the  Seven  Rocks,  since  there  was  no  more  water  on  this 
side,  supposing  that  the  community,  following  my  ex- 
ample, and  the  movement  of  the  water,  would  also 
advance  five  hundred  steps  toward  the  high  sea." 

The  moderation  manifest  in  the  baron's  tone,  his  rea- 
sons, which  were  really  plausible,  made  a  very  great 
impression  on  the  spectators,  although  the  greater  part 
of  them  had  a  common  cause  with  the  consul,  who  rep- 
resented the  interest  of  the  town. 

Addressing  the  consul,  the  syndic  said : 

" Talebard-Talebardon,  what  have  you  to  reply?" 

"  Syndic  and  overseers,  I  reply  that  the  cove  of  Cas- 
trembaou  has  no  more  than  six  hundred  steps  to  begin 
from  the  Seven  Rocks,  and  that  if  the  lord  of  Anbiez  is 
adjudged  five  hundred,  there  will  hardly  remain  one  hun- 
dred steps  for  the  community  to  throw  its  nets ;  now, 
every  one  knows  that  fishing  for  tunnies  is  profitable 
only  in  the  bay.  No  doubt  the  waters,  retiring,  have 
left  all  the  fishing  domain  of  the  lord  of  Anbiez  dry,  but 
that  is  not  the  fault  of  the  community,  and  the  com- 
munity ought  not  to  suffer  from  it." 

For  a  long  time  this  grave  question  was  in  litigation. 
As  we  have  said,  the  rights  and  opinions  were  so  divided, 
that  the  consuls  could  have  arranged  everything  ami- 
cably for  the  baron,  but  for  the  perfidious  counsel  of 
Master  Isnard,  the  recorder. 

The  honest  seamen,  who  composed  the  tribunal, 
almost  invariably  showed  excellent  sense ;  their  judg- 
ments, based  on  the  practice  of  an  avocation  which 
they  had  followed  from  infancy,  were  simple  and 
righteous.  Nevertheless,  on  this  occasion,  they  were 
not  a  little  embarrassed. 

"  What  have  you  to  answer,  Raimond  V.,  Baron  des 
Anbiez  ?  "  said  Peyrou. 

"  I  have  only  to  answer,  overseers  and  syndic,  that 
neither  is  it  my  fault  that  the  waters  have  retired ;  by 
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my  title  I  possess  the  right  of  fishing  over  half  the  bay ; 
owing  to  the  retreat  of  the  waters,  I  can  go  dry-shod 
over  ray  piscatorial  domain,  as  my  chaplain  says  ;  now 
I  ought  not,  I  think,  to  be  the  victim  of  a  circumstance 
which  is  the  result  of  a  superior  force." 

"  Raimond  V.,"  said  one  of  the  overseers,  an  old  tar 
with  white  hair,  "  do  you  hold,  by  your  title,  the  right 
to  fish  from  the  coast  to  the  Seven  Rocks,  or  the 
right  to  fish  over  an  extent  of  five  hundred  steps?" 

"  My  title  claims  the  right  to  fish  from  the  coast  to 
the  Seven  Rocks,"  replied  the  baron. 

The  old  seaman  whispered  a  few  words  to  his  neigh- 
bour. 

Peyrou  rose,  and  said, "  We  have  heard  enough,  we  will 
proceed  to  give  judgment." 

"  Syndic  and  overseers,"  replied  the  baron,  "  what- 
ever may  be  your  decision,  I  submit  to  it  beforehand." 

Peyrou  then  said,  in  a  loud  voice :  "  Talebard-Tale- 
bardon,  Raimond  V.,  Baron  des  Anbiez,  your  cause  is 
heard.    We,  overseers  and  syndic,  will  now  consider  it." 

The  five  fishermen  rose,  and  retired  into  the  embra- 
sure of  a  window.  They  seemed  to  be  arguing  very 
animatedly,  while  the  crowd  awaited  their  decision  in 
profound  and  respectful  silence ;  the  lord  of  Anbiez 
talked  in  a  low  voice  with  Honorat  de  Berrol,  who  was 
much  impressed  by  the  scene. 

After  about  a  half-hour's  discussion,  the  syndic  and 
overseers  resumed  their  places,  and  stood  with  their 
hats  on,  while  Peyrou  read  from  a  large  book  of  regis- 
tration the  following  formal  statement,  which  always 
preceded  the  decree  of  this  tribunal : 

"  This  day,  20th  day  of  December,  in  the  year  1632, 
being  assembled  in  the  town  hall  of  La  Ciotat,  we,  syndic 
and  overseers  of  the  port,  having  made  Talebard-Tale- 
bardon,  consul  of  the  city,  and  Raimond  Y.,  Baron  des 
Anbiez,  appear  before  us,  and  having  heard  the  aforesaid 
in  their   accusation    and    defence,   aver   what    follows : 
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The  demand  of  Talebard-Talebardon  seems  to  us  a  just 
one.  According  to  the  title  of  Raimond  V.,  his  right 
of  fishery  does  not  extend  indifferently  over  a  space  of 
five  hundred  steps,  Vmt  over  the  space  lying  between  the 
coast  and  the  Seven  Rocks  of  Castrembaou.  The  waters 
have  retired  from  the  part  which  belonged  to  him  ;  that 
is  the  will  of  the  Almighty,  and  Raimond  must  submit 
to  it.  If,  as  in  the  Gulf  of  Martignes,  the  sea  had  ad- 
vanced on  the  coast,  the  fishery  of  Raimond  V.  would 
have  been  so  much  increased,  and  the  community  could 
not  have  exceeded  their  limits  beyond  the  Seven  Rocks ; 
the  opposite  has  taken  place,  which,  no  doubt,  is  unfor- 
tunate for  the  lord  of  Anbiez,  but  the  community  cannot 
surrender  its  rights  of  fishery.  God  controls  the  waters 
as  pleases  him,  and  we  must  accept  what  he  sends. 
Our  conscience  and  our  reason  then  decide  that  hence- 
forth Raimond  V.  can  lay  no  more  nets  or  seines  outside 
of  the  Seven  Rocks ;  but  we  also  decide,  in  order  to 
prove  the  gratitude  of  this  city  to  the  said  Raimond  V., 
who  has  always  been  her  good  and  courageous  protector, 
that  he  has  the  right  to  ten  pounds  of  fish  for  every  hun- 
dred pounds  of  fish  which  are  caught  in  the  bay.  We 
know  the  good  faith  of  our  brother  fishermen,  and  are 
sure  that  they  will  honestly  fulfil  this  condition.  The 
provost  and  other  officers  of  the  city  are  hereby  notified 
to  execute  our  judgment  pronounced  against  Raimond 
v.,  Baron  des  Anbiez.  In  case  the  said  lord  of  Anbiez 
opposes  our  judgment,  he  will  be  required  to  pay  one 
hundred  pounds  forfeit,  of  which  one-third  goes  to  the 
king,  one-third  to  the  hospital  of  St.  Esprit,  and  the  other 
third  to  the  said  community.  The  hearing  of  the  said 
misdemeanours  and  disputes  of  fishery  being  by  the 
letters  patent  of  Henry  II.  prohibited  to  Parliament 
and  all  other  magistrates,  their  Majesty  decreeing  that 
suits  brought  before  them  on  the  question  of  the  fishery 
shall  be  referred  to  the  said  overseers  to  be  heard  and 
judged  by  them,  in  consequence  of  which  the  decisions 
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of  the  said  overseers  have  alwaj^s  been  declared  without 
appeal.     Made  in  town  hall  of  La  Ciotat,  etc." 

The  reason  and  good  sense  of  this  decision  were  won- 
derfully appreciated  by  the  crowd ;  they  applauded  the 
judgment  repeatedly,  crying : 

"  Long  live  the  overseers !  Long  live  Raimond 
v.!" 

The  session  being  ended,  the  crowd  dispersed. 

Raimond  V.  remained  a  few  minutes  in  the  hall,  and 
said  to  the  watchman  of  the  cape  of  I'Aigle,  as  he  grasped 
him  by  the  hand  : 

"  Righteously  judged,  my  old  Peyrou." 

"  Monseigneur,  poor  people  like  us  are  neither  lawyers 
nor  scribes,  but  the  Lord  inspires  the  honest  with  a  sense 
of  justice." 

"  Honest  man,"  said  the  baron,  looking  at  him  with 
keen  interest,  "  will  you  dine  with  me  at  Maison-Forte  ? " 

"  My  sentry-box  is  waiting  for  me,  monseigneur,  and 
Luquiu  Trinquetaille  is  getting  weary  of  it." 

"  Come,  come,  then,  I  will  see  you  at  Maison-Forte 
with  my  brothers  ;  they  will  arrive  soon." 

"  Have  you  any  news  from  the  commander?"  asked 
Peyrou. 

"  I  have  some  from  Malta  ;  it  was  good,  and  informs 
me  again  of  his  return  here  for  Christmas,  but  his  letter 
is  sadder  than  ever." 

The  watchman  looked  down  and  sighed. 

"  Ah,  Peyrou,"  said  the  baron,  "  how  grievous  is  this 
melancholy,  whose  cause  1  do  not  know  ! " 

"  Very  distressing,"  replied  the  watchman,  absorbed 
in  his  own  thoughts. 

"  You,  at  least,  know  the  cause  of  it,"  said  the  baron, 
with  a  sort  of  bitterness,  as  if  he  had  suffered  from  his 
brother's  reticence. 

"  Monseigneur  !  "  said  Peyrou. 

"  Cheer  up !  I  do  not  ask  you  to  unveil  this  sad  secret 
to  me,^ since  it  is  not  your  own.     Come,  good-bye,  my 
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honest  fellow.  After  all,  I  am  very  glad  that  our  dispute 
was  judged  by  you." 

"  Monseigneur,"  said  Peyrou,  who  seemed  to  wish  to 
escape  from  the  recollections  awakened  by  the  baron's 
questions  about  the  commander,  "  it  was  rumoured  that 
you  would  not  come  before  the  tribunal." 

"  Yes,  at  first  I  resolved  not  to  go  there.  Talebard- 
Talebardon  could  have  come  to  an  amicable  settlement ; 
in  the  first  moment  of  anger  I  thought  of  sending  all  of 
you  to  the  devil. 

"  Monseigneur,  it  was  not  the  consul  only  who  decided 
to  bring  the  case  before  us." 

"  1  thought  so,  and  for  that  reason  1  reconsidered  it ; 
instead  of  acting  like  a  fool,  I  have  acted  with  the  wis- 
dom of  a  graybeard.  It  was  that  scoundrel  from  the 
admiralty  of  Toulon  that  I  whipped,  was  it  not  ?  " 

"  They  say  so,  monseigneur." 

"  You  were  right,  Honorat,"  said  the  baron,  turning 
around  to  M.  de  Berrol.  "  Come,  we  shall  see  you  soon, 
Peyrou." 

Upon  going  out  of  the  large  hall,  the  baron  saw  his 
carriage,  which  was  drawn  up  in  the  town  hall  square, 
surrounded  by  the  crowd. 

They  saluted  him  with  acclamation  and  he  was  deeply 
moved  by  this  reception. 

Just  as  he  was  about  to  enter  the  carriage  he  saw 
Master  Isnard,  the  recorder,  standing  within  the  embra- 
sure of  a  door. 

The  man  of  law  seemed  quite  melancholy  over  the 
result  of  the  session.  His  perfidious  designs  had  mis- 
carried. 

"  Ho  !  Master  Recorder,"  cried  the  baron,  half-way  up 
his  carriage  steps,  "  do  you  return  soon  to  Marseilles  ?  " 

"  I  return  there  immediately,"  answered  he,  peevishly. 

"  Ah,  well,  just  say  to  the  Marshal  of  Vitry  that,  if  I 
threatened  you  with  my  whip  it  was  because  you  brought 
from  him  insulting  orders  to  the  Provencal  nobility  ;  you 
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see  that  I  am  quite  willing  to  appear  before  the  popular 
tribunal  whose  decisions  I  respect.  As  to  the  difference 
of  my  conduct  under  the  two  circumstances,  you,  re- 
corder, can  explain  it  to  the  marshal.  I  shall  always 
resist  by  force  the  iniquitous  orders  of  tyrants,  sent  by 
a  tyrant  cardinal,  but  I  shall  always  respect  the  rights 
and  privileges  of  the  ancient  Provencal  communities. 
The  nobility  is  to  the  people  what  the  blade  is  to  the 
hilt.  The  communities  are  to  us  what  we  are  to  them ; 
do  you  understand,  you  rascal  ?  Tell  that  to  your  Vitry." 

"  Monseigneur,  these  words  — "  said  the  recorder, 
quickly. 

But  Raimond  Y.,  interrupting  him,  continued : 

"  Tell  him,  in  short,  that  if  I  keep  my  house  fortified, 
it  is  that  I  may  be  useful  to  the  city,  as  I  have  been. 
When  the  shepherd  has  no  dogs,  the  flock  is  soon  de- 
voured ;  and,  Manjour,  the  wolves  are  not  far  off." 

As  he  uttered  these  words,  Raimond  V.  entered  his 
carriage  and  slowly  departed,  followed  by  the  prolonged 
shouts  and  acclamations  of  the  multitude. 

The  old  gentleman,  notwithstanding  his  candour  and 
bluntness  of  speech,  had,  with  great  deftness  and  a 
shrewd  policy,  ranged  the  populace  on  his  side  in  the 
event  of  a  possible  collision  with  the  power  of  the  mar- 
shal. 
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THE   TELESCOPE. 

After  the  session,  during  which,  in  his  function  of 
syndic  of  the  overseers  of  the  port,  he  had  declared  the 
condemnation  of  Raimond  V.,  the  watchman  of  Cape 
I'Aigle  returned  to  his  sentry-box,  temporarily  entrusted 
to  the  care  of  the  brave  Luquin  Trinquetaille. 

Peyrou  was  sad ;  the  last  words  of  the  Baron  des 
Anbiez  on  the  subject  of  the  commander  had  awakened 
the  most  painful  memories. 

But  as  he  ascended  the  steep  fortifications  of  the 
promontory,  his  heart  expanded.  Too  much  accustomed 
to  solitude  to  find  enjoyment  in  the  society  of  men,  the 
watchman  was  happy  only  when  he  was  on  the  summit 
of  his  rock,  where  he  listened  in  sweet  meditation  to 
the  distant  roaring  of  the  sea  and  the  terrible  bursts 
of  the  tempest. 

Nothing  is  more  absolute,  nothing  is  more  imperious, 
than  the  habit  of  isolation,  especially  among  those  who 
find  inexhaustible  resources  in  their  own  power  of  ob- 
servation or  in  the  varied  extravagance  of  their  own 
imagination. 

It  was  with  a  profound  feeling  of  satisfaction  that  the 
watchman  set  foot  upon  the  esplanade  of  Cape  I'Aigle. 

He  approached  his  sentry-box,  and  there  found  the 
worthy  Luquin  fast  asleep. 

Peyrou's  first  act  was  to  scan  the  horizon  with  an 
anxious  look,  then  to  examine  it  with  the  aid  of  his  tele- 
scope.     Happily,  he   saw  nothing   suspicious,  and  his 

171 


THE   KNIGHT   OF   MALTA. 

countenance  took  on  rather  a  cheerful  than  a  severe 
expression,  when,  roughly  shaking  the  captain  of  The 
Holy  Terror  to  the  Moors,  he  called  to  him,  in  a  loud 
voice : 

"  Wake  up,  wake  up  !    the  pirates  !  " 

Luquin  made  a  bound  and  stood  on  his  feet,  rubbing 
his  eyes. 

"  Ah,  well,  my  boy,"  said  the  watchman,  "  so  your 
great  activity  has  fallen  asleep.  To  hear  you  talk,  one 
would  think  a  doree  or  a  mullet  could  not  have  made  a 
leap  in  the  sea  without  you  knowing  it.  Ah,  young  man, 
young  man,  the  old  Provencal  proverb,  Proun  paillou, 
pr oil  gran, —  Much  straw,  little  grain." 

Luquin  looked  at  the  watchman  with  a  bewildered 
expression,  and  was  hardly  able  to  collect  his  faculties  ; 
finally,  reeling  like  a  drunken  man,  he  said,  stretching 
his  arms  :  "  It  is  true,  Master  Peyrou,  I  slept  like  a  cabin- 
boy  on  the  watch,  but  I  did  keep  my  eyes  open  with  all 
my  strength," 

"  That  is  the  reason,  my  boy,  sleep  got  into  them  so 
easily.  But  I  am  here  now,  and  you  can  go  down  into 
the  city.  There  will  be  more  than  one  bottle  of  wine 
emptied  without  your  help  at  the  tavern  of  the  Golden 
Anchor." 

Luquin  had  not  entirely  come  to  himself,  and  he  stood 
staring  at  the  watchman  with  a  stupid  air. 

Peyrou,  no  doubt,  trying  to  wake  the  captain  entirely 
from  his  condition  of  torpor,  added :  "  Come,  come  now, 
Stephanette,  your  betrothed,  will  be  engaged  to  dance 
with  Terzarol,  the  pilot,  or  with  the  patron  Bernard, 
and  you  will  not  have  her  hand  once  the  whole  day 
long." 

These  words  produced  a  magic  effect  on  the  captain ; 
he  straightened  himself  on  his  long  legs,  shook  himself, 
tried  to  keep  his  equilibrium,  and,  finally  stamping  on 
the  ground  several  times,  said  to  the  watchman : 

"  Listen,  Master  Peyrou,  if  1  were  not  sure  of  having 
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swallowed  only  one  glass  of  sauve-chr^tien  with  that 
devil  of  a  Bohemian,  to  make  peace  with  him,  because 
Stephanette  wanted  me  to  do  it,  —  a  base  weakness 
for  which  1  cannot  forgive  myself,  —  I  should  certainly 
think  I  was  drunk,"  said  the  captain. 

"  That  is  strange,  you  drank  only  one  glass  of  sauve- 
chretien  with  the  Bohemian,  and  you  are  overcome 
by  it  ? " 

"  Only  one  glass,  and  that  only  half  full,  because  what 
you  drink  with  a  miscreant  like  him  tastes  very  bitter." 

'•Is  this  Bohemian  always  at  Maison-Forte,  pray?" 
asked  Peyrou,  with  a  thoughtful  and  serious  air. 

"  Always,  Master  Peyrou,  for  everybody  there  dotes 
on  him,  from  monseigneur  to  Abbe  Mascarolus.  He  is 
in  high  favour  with  the  women,  from  Mile.  Reine  to  old 
Dulceline,  without  speaking  of  Stephanette,  who  gave 
him  a  flame-coloured  ribbon  —  flame-coloured  ribbons, 
indeed  !  "  exclaimed  Luquin,  with  indignation.  "  It  is  a 
ribbon  woven  by  the  rope-maker  that  this  wretch  needs ! 
But  what  can  you  do  ?  All  the  women  have  their  heads 
turned.  And  why  ?  Because  this  vagabond  strums,  good 
and  bad  together,  in  some  sort  of  fashion,  an  old  guitar, 
60  hoarse  that  it  sounds  like  tlie  pulleys  of  my  tartan, 
when  they  hoist  the  big  sail." 

"  Did  not  the  Bohemian  arrive  at  Maison-Forte  the 
day  Raimond  V.  had  the  recorder  chased  by  a  bull  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Master  Peyrou,  it  was  on  that  fatal  day  that 
this  stray  dog  set  foot  in  Maison-Forte." 

"  That  is  strange  ! "  said  the  watchman,  talking  to 
himself.     "  Then  I  was  mistaken." 

"  Ah,  Master  Peyrou,  I  am  often  seized  with  a  desire 
to  conduct  this  vagabond  out  to  the  cove  beach,  and  ex- 
change pistol-shots  with  him  until  either  he  or  I  come 
to  our  death." 

"  Come,  come,  Luquin,  you  are  foolish,  jealousy  makes 
you  wild,  and  you  are  wrong.  Stephanette  is  a  good  and 
honest  girl,  I  can  tell  you.    As  to  this  vagabond  —  " 
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Then  interrupting  himself,  as  if  he  wished  to  keep 
what  he  was  about  to  say  secret  from  Luquin,  he  added : 
"  Come,  come,  my  boy,  do  not  lose  your  time  with  a 
poor  old  man,  while  your  young  and  pretty  betrothed 
is  waiting  for  you.  Do  not  neglect  her;  be  with  her 
often,  and  marry  her  as  soon  as  possible.  There  is 
another  Proven(5al  proverb :  A  boueno  taire  bouen  labou- 
raire^  —  A  good  labourer  for  good  soil." 

"  Wait,  Master  Peyrou,  you  put  balm  in  my  blood," 
said  the  captain.  "•  You  are  almost  as  good  as  a  sor- 
cerer. Everybody  respects  you  and  loves  you ;  you  take 
Stephanette's  part,  so  she  must  deserve  it." 

"  By  Our  Lady,  she  deserves  it  without  a  doubt.  Did 
she  not  come  before  your  departure  for  Nice,  and  ask 
me  if  you  could  undertake  the  voyage  with  safety  ?  " 

"  That  is  true,  Master  Peyrou,  and  thanks  to  you  and 
your  cabalistic  papers  that  I  put  on  my  bullets,  and  to 
your  oil  of  Syrakoe,  not  less  magical,  with  which  I 
rubbed  my  muskets  and  cannon,  I  gave  a  hot  chase  to 
a  corsair  that  came  near,  indiscreetly  near,  the  Terror 
to  the  3Ioors  and  the  vessels  she  was  escorting.  Ah,  you 
are  a  great  man.  Master  Peyrou." 

"  And  those  who  heed  my  counsels  are  wise  and 
sensible,"  replied  the  watchman,  smiling.  "  Now  the 
wise  never  allow  their  betrothed  to  grow  weary  of 
waiting." 

After  having  thanked  the  watchman  again,  Luquin 
Trinquetaille  decided  to  profit  by  the  advice  given  with 
regard  to  Stephanette,  and  went  in  all  haste  to  Maison- 
Forte. 

Finding  himself  alone,  Peyrou  breathed  a  sigh  of  con- 
tent, as  if  he  felt  again  that  he  was  master  of  his  little 
kingdom. 

Although  he  received  those  who  came  to  consult  him 
with  kindly  courtesy,  he  saw  them  depart  with  a  secret 
pleasure. 

He  entered  his  little  cell  and  sighed  deeply  after  hav- 
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ing  contemplated  for  some  time  the  costly  piece  of  ebony 
furnitm-e  which  always  seemed  to  awaken  painful  mem- 
ories in  his  mind ;  then,  as  night  came  on,  he  wrapped 
himself  in  his  thick  hood  and  coat. 

Thus  well  protected  from  the  north  wind  which  was 
blowing,  Peyrou  lit  his  pipe,  and  surveyed  with  sadness 
the  immense  horizon  which  was  spread  out  before  him. 

As  we  have  said,  the  house  of  Maison-Forte  could  be 
distinctly  seen  from  the  western  side  of  the  summit  of 
Cape  I'Aigle. 

It  was  about  three  o'clock,  and  the  watchman  thought 
he  saw  a  ship  in  the  distance.  He  took  up  his  tele- 
scope, and  for  a  long  time  followed  the  uncertain  point 
with  his  eyes,  until  it  became  more  and  more  distinct. 

He  soon  recognised  a  heavy  merchant  vessel  whose 
aspect  presented  nothing  of  menace. 

Following  the  manoeuvres  and  progress  of  this  vessel 
with  the  aid  of  his  telescope,  he  unconsciously  turned 
it  upon  the  imposing  mass  of  Maison-Forte,  the  home  of 
Raimond  Y.,  and  on  one  part  of  the  beach  which  was 
absolutely  bare,  at  the  point  where  it  touched  the  rocks 
upon  which  the  castle  stood.  He  soon  distinguished 
Reine  des  Anbiez  mounted  on  her  nag  and  followed  by 
Master  Laramie.  The  young  girl  was  going,  doubtless, 
in  advance  of  the  baron  into  the  road  which  led  to  La 
Ciotat. 

Several  huge  rocks  intervened,  cutting  off  the  view 
from  the  beach,  and  Peyrou  lost  sight  of  Mile.  Anbiez. 

Just  at  this  moment  the  watchman  was  startled  by 
a  loud  noise ;  he  felt  the  air  above  him  in  commotion, 
and  suddenly  his  eagle  fell  at  his  feet.  She  had  come, 
no  doubt,  to  demand  her  accustomed  food,  as  her  hoarse 
and  impatient  cries  testified. 

The  watchman  sat  caressing  the  bird  abstractedly, 
when  a  new  incident  awakened  his  interest. 

His  sight  was  so  penetrating  that,  in  watching  the 
spot  on  the  coast  where  Mile,  des  Anbiez  would  be  likely 
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to  appear,  he  distinguished  a  man   who  seemed  to  be 
cautiously  hiding  himself  in  the  hollow  of  the  rock. 

Turning  his  telescope  at  once  on  this  man,  he  recog- 
nised the  Bohemian. 

To  his  great  astonishment,  he  saw  him  draw  from  a 
bag  a  white  pigeon,  and  attach  to  its  neck  a  small  sack, 
into  which  he  slipped  a  letter. 

Evidently  the  Bohemian  thought  himself  protected 
from  all  observation,  as,  owing  to  the  form  and  elevation 
of  the  rock  where  he  was  squatting,  it  was  impossible  for 
him  to  be  seen  either  from  the  coast  or  from  Maison- 
Forte. 

Only  from  the  prodigious  height  of  Cape  I'Aigle,  which 
commanded  the  entire  shore  of  the  bay,  could  Master 
Peyrou  have  discovered  the  Bohemian. 

After  having  looked  anxiously  from  one  side  to  the 
other,  as  if  he  feared  he  might  be  seen  in  spite  of  his 
precautions,  the  vagabond  again  secured  the  little  sack 
around  the  neck  of  the  pigeon,  and  then  let  it  fly. 

Evidently  the  intelligent  bird  knew  the  direction  it 
was  to  take. 

Once  set  at  liberty,  it  did  not  hesitate,  but  rose  almost 
perpendicularly  above  the  Bohemian,  then  flew  rapidly 
toward  the  east.  As  quick  as  thought,  Peyrou  took  his 
eagle  and  tried  to  make  her  perceive  the  pigeon,  which 
already  appeared  no  larger  than  a  white  speck  in  space. 

For  a  few  seconds  the  eagle  did  not  seem  to  see  the 
bird  ;  then,  suddenly  uttering  a  hoarse  cry,  she  violently 
spread  her  broad  wings,  and  started  in  pursuit  of  the 
Bohemian's  emissary. 

Either    the   unfortunate    pigeon   was   warned   by   the 
instinct  of  danger  which  threatened  it,  or  it  heard  the 
discordant  cries  of  its  enemy,  for  it  redoubled  its  swift-^ 
uess,  and  flew  with  the  rapidity  of  an  arrow. 

Once  it  endeavoured  to  rise  above  the  eagle,  hoping 
perhaps  to  escape  its  pursuer  by  disappearing  in  the  low, 
dark   clouds  which  veiled   the  horizon ;   but  the  eagle, 
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with  one  swoop  of  her  powerful  wings,  mounted  to  such 
a  height,  that  the  piy:eon,  unable  to  cope  with  its  adver- 
sary, rapidly  fell  within  a  few  feet  of  the  surface  of  the 
sea,  grazing  the  top  of  the  highest  waves. 

Brilliant  still  followed  her  victim  in  this  new  man- 
oeuvre. 

The  watchman  was  divided  between  the  desire  to  see 
the  end  of  the  struggle  between  the  eagle  and  the  pigeon, 
and  the  curiosity  to  watch  the  countenance  of  the  Bohe- 
mian. 

Thanks  to  his  telescope,  he  saw  the  Bohemian  in  a 
state  of  extraordinary  excitement  as  he  followed  with 
intense  anxiety  the  diverse  chances  of  destruction  or 
safety  left  to  his  messenger. 

Finally, the  pigeon  attempted  one  last  effort;  roalising, 
no  doubt,  that  its  destination  was  too  far  to  be  re;;cbed, 
it  tried  to  return  and  come  back  to  the  coast,  and  thus 
escape  its  terrible  enemy. 

Unfortunately,  its  strength  failed ;  its  flight  became 
heavy,  and,  approaching  too  near  the  waves,  it  was 
swept  by  foam  and  water. 

The  eagle  availed  herself  of  the  moment  when  the 
pigeon  was  painfully  resuming  its  embarrassed  flight 
to  fall  upon  it  with  the  rapidity  of  a  thunderbolt.  She 
seized  the  pigeon  in  her  strong  claws,  rose  swiftly  in  the 
direction  of  the  promontory,  and  came  with  her  prey  to 
take  refuge  in  her  eyrie,  on  a  rock  not  far  from  the 
watchman's  sentry-box. 

Peyrou  rose  quickly  to  take  the  pigeon  from  her ;  he 
could  not  succeed.  The  natural  ferocity  of  Brilliant 
was  in  the  ascendency ;  she  bristled  her  feathers,  uttered 
sharp  and  fierce  cries,  and  showed  herself  disposed  to 
defend  her  prey  with  her  life. 

Peyrou  feared  to  offend  her,  lest  she  might  fly  away 
and  hide  in  some  inaccessible  rock  ;  he  allowed  her  to 
devour  the  pigeon  in  peace,  having  observed  that  the 
little  sack  tied  around  the  neck  of  the  bird  consisted  of 
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two  silver  plates  fastened  by  a  small  chain  of  the  same 
material. 

He  did  not,  after  that  discovery,  fear  the  destruction 
of  the  letter  which  he  knew  was  enclosed  therein. 

While  the  eagle  was  devouring  the  Bohemian's  mes- 
senger in  peace,  Peyrou  returned  to  the  door  of  his  cell, 
took  up  his  telescope,  and  vainly  examined  the  rocks  on 
the  coast,  in  order  to  discover  the  Bohemian ;  he  had 
disappeared. 

While  he  was  occupied  with  this  new  investigation, 
the  watchman  saw  on  the  shore  the  carriage  of  Rai- 
mond  V.  The  baron  had  mounted  Laramee's  horse,  and 
was  riding  by  the  side  of  Reine,  and  doubtless  accompa- 
nied her  to  Maison-Forte. 

Thinking  the  eagle  had  finished  her  feast,  the  watch- 
man directed  his  steps  to  her  eyrie. 

Brilliant  was  no  longer  there,  but  among  the  bones 
and  feathers  of  the  pigeon  he  saw  the  little  sack,  opened 
it,  and  found  there  a  letter  of  a  few  lines  written  in 
Arabic. 

Unfortunately,  Peyrou  was  not  acquainted  with  that 
language.  Only,  in  his  frequent  campaigns  against  the 
Barbary  pirates,  he  had  noticed  in  the  letters  of  marque 
of  the  corsairs  the  word  Reis,  which  means  captain,  and 
which  always  followed  the  name  of  the  commander  of 
the  vessels. 

In  the  letter  which  he  had  just  captured,  he  found  the 
word  Reis  three  times. 

He  thought  the  Bohemian  was  possibly  the  secret 
emissary  of  some  Barbary  pirate,  whose  ship,  ambus- 
caded in  one  of  the  deserted  bays  along  the  coast,  was 
waiting  for  some  signal  to  land  her  soldiers.  The  Bo- 
hemian probably  had  left  this  ship  in  order  to  come  to 
Maison-Fortc,  bringing  his  pigeons  with  him,  and  it  is 
well  known  with  what  intelligence  these  birds  return  to 
the  places  they  are  accustomed  to  inhabit. 

As  he  raised  his  head  to  obtain  another  view  of  the 
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horizon,  the  watchman  saw  in  the  distance,  on  the  azure 
line  which  separated  the  sky  from  the  sea,  certain  tri- 
angular sails  of  unusual  height,  which  seemed  to  him 
suspicious.  He  turned  his  telescope  on  them ;  a  second 
examination  confirmed  him  in  the  idea  that  the  chebec  in 
sight  belonged  to  some  pirate. 

For  some  time  he  followed  the  manoeuvres  of  the 
vessel. 

Instead  of  advancing  to  the  coast,  the  chebec  seemed 
to  run  along  broadside,  and  to  beat  about,  in  spite  of  the 
increasing  violence  of  the  wind,  as  if  it  were  waiting  for 
a  guide  or  signal. 

The  watchman  was  trying  to  connect  in  his  thought 
the  sending  of  the  pigeon  with  the  appearance  of  this 
vessel  of  bad  omen,  when  a  light  noise  made  him  raise 
his  head. 

The  Bohemian  stood  before  him. 
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The  little  satchel  and  the  open  letter  were  lying  on  the 
watchman's  knees.  With  a  movement  more  rapid  than 
thought,  which  escaped  the  observation  of  the  Bohemian, 
he  hid  the  whole  in  his  girdle.  At  the  same  time  he 
assured  himself  that  his  long  Catalonian  knife  would 
come  out  of  its  scabbard  easily,  for  the  sinister  coun- 
tenance of  the  vagabond  did  not  inspire  confidence. 

For  some  moments  these  two  men  looked  at  each 
other  in  silence,  and  measured  each  other  with  their 
eyes. 

Although  old,  the  watchman  was  still  fresh  and 
vigorous. 

The  Bohemian,  more  slender,  was  much  younger,  and 
seemed  hardy  and  resolute. 

Peyrou  was  much  annoyed  by  this  visit.  He  wished 
to  watch  the  manoeuvres  of  the  suspicious  chebec ;  the 
presence  of  the  Bohemian  constrained  him. 

"  What  do  you  want  ? "  said  the  watchman,  rudely. 

"  Nothing ;  I  came  to  see  the  sun  go  down  in  the  sea." 

"  It  is  a  beautiful  sight,  but  it  can  be  seen  elsewhere." 

As  he  said  these  words,  the  watchman  entered  his 
cell,  took  two  pistols,  placed  one  in  his  girdle,  loaded  the 
other,  took  it  in  his  hand,  and  came  out. 

By  that  time  the  chebec  could  be  distinguished  by  the 
naked  eye. 

The  Bohemian,  seeing  Peyrou  armed,  could  not  re- 
press a  movement  of  surpjise,  almost  of  vexation,  but  he 
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said  to  him,  in  a  bantering  tone,  as  he  pointed  to  the 
pistol : 

"  You  carry  there  a  strange  telescope,  watchman !  " 

"  The  other  is  good  to  watch  your  enemy  when  he  is 
far  off ;  this  one  serves  my  purpose  when  he  is  near." 

"  Of  what  enemy  are  you  speaking,  watchman  ?  " 

"  Of  you." 

"Of  me?" 

"  Of  you." 

After  exchanging  these  words,  the  men  were  silent  for 
some  time. 

"  You  are  mistaken.  I  am  the  guest  of  Raimond  V., 
Baron  des  Anbiez,"  said  the  Bohemian,  with  emphasis. 

"  Is  the  venomous  scorpion,  too,  the  guest  of  the  house 
he  inhabits?"  replied  Peyrou,  looking  steadily  in  his  eyes. 

The  eyes  of  the  vagabond  kindled,  and,  by  a  muscular 
contraction  of  his  cheeks,  Peyrou  saw  that  he  was  gnash- 
ing his  teeth  ;  nevertheless,  he  replied  to  Peyrou,  with 
affected  calmness : 

"  1  do  not  deserve  your  reproaches,  watchman.  Rai- 
mond V.  took  pity  on  a  poor  wanderer,  and  offered  me 
the  hospitality  of  his  roof — " 

"  And  to  prove  your  gratitude  to  him,  you  wish  to 
bring  sorrow  and  ruin  upon  that  roof." 

"  I  ? " 

"  Yes,  you,  —  you  are  in  communication  with  that 
chebec  down  there,  beating  about  the  horizon." 

The  Bohemian  looked  at  the  vessel  with  the  most 
indifferent  air  in  the  world,  and  replied  : 

"  On  my  life,  I  have  never  set  foot  on  a  ship ;  as  to 
the  communication  which  you  suppose  I  have  with  that 
boat,  that  you  call  a  chebec,  I  believe,  —  I  doubt  if  my 
voice  or  my  signal  could  reach  it." 

The  watchman  threw  a  penetrating  glance  on  the 
Bohemian,  and  said   to  him : 

"  You  have  never  set  foot  on  the  deck  of  a  ship  ?  " 

"  Never,  except  on  those  boats  on  the  Rhone,  for  I 
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was  born  in  Langucdoc,  on  the  highway  ;  my  father  and 
mother  belonged  to  a  band  of  Bohemians  which  came 
from  Spain,  and  the  only  recollection  that  I  have  of  my 
childhood  is  the  refrain  so  often  sung  in  om-  wandering 
clan: 

"  '  Cuando  me  pario 
Mi  madre  la  gitana.' 

"  That  is  all  I  know  of  my  birth,  —  all  the  family 
papers  I  have,  watchman." 

"The  Bohemians  of  Spain  speak  Arabic  also,"  said 
Peyrou,  observing  the  vagabond  attentively. 

"  They  say  so.  I  know  no  other  language  than  the 
one  I  speak,  —  very  badly,  as  you  see." 

"  The  sun  is  setting  behind  those  great  clouds  down 
there ;  for  one  who  is  fond  of  that  sight  you  seem  to 
be  quite  indifferent  to  it,"  answered  the  watchman,  with 
an  ironical  air.  "  No  doubt  the  chebec  interests  you 
more." 

"  To-morrow  evening  I  can  see  the  sun  set ;  to-day  I 
would  rather  spend  my  time  in  guessing  your  riddles, 
watchman." 

During  this  conversation,  the  syndic  of  the  overseers 
had  not  lost  sight  of  the  vessel,  which  continued  to  beat 
about,  evidently  waiting  for  a  signal. 

Although  the  appearance  of  this  vessel  was  suspicious, 
Peyrou  hesitated  to  give  the  alarm  on  the  coast  by 
kindling  the  fire.  To  set  the  whole  seashore  in  excite- 
ment unnecessarily  was  a  dangerous  precedent,  because 
some  other  time,  in  case  of  real  danger,  the  signal  might 
be  taken  for  a  false  alarm. 

While  the  watchman  was  absorbed  in  these  reflec- 
tions, the  Bohemian  looked  around  him  uneasily ;  he 
was  trying  to  discover  some  traces  of  the  eagle,  as  from 
the  rock  where  he  had  been  squatting,  he  had  seen 
Brilliant  alight  in  this  direction. 

For  a  moment  he  thought  of  getting  rid  of  Peyrou, 
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but  he  soon  renounced  this  idea.  The  watchman,  strong 
and  well-armed,  was  on  his  guard. 

Peyrou,  notwithstanding  the  anger  that  the  presence  of 
the  vagabond  inspired  in  him,  feared  to  see  him  descend 
again  to  the  castle  of  Maison-Forte,  as  Raimond  V.  did 
not  suspect  this  wretch.  Besides,  seeing  his  wicked  de- 
signs discovered,  the  villain  might  attempt  some  diabol- 
ical scheme  before  he  left  the  country. 

However,  it  was  impossible  to  abandon  his  sentry-box 
under  such  serious  circumstances,  in  order  to  warn  the 
baron.  Night  was  approaching,  and  the  Bohemian  was 
still  there. 

Happily,  the  moon  was  almost  full ;  in  spite  of  the 
densely  piled  clouds,  her  light  was  bright  enough  to 
reveal  all  the  manoiuvres  of  the  chebec. 

The  Bohemian,  his  arms  crossed  on  his  breast,  sur- 
veyed Peyrou,  with  imperturbable  coolness. 

"  You  see  the  sun  has  set,"  said  this  old  seaman,  "  the 
night  "will  be  cold ;  you  had  better  return  to  Maison- 
Forte." 

"  I  intend  to  spend  the  night  here,"  replied  the  vaga- 
bond. 

The  watchman,  made  furious  by  the  remark,  rose,  and 
walking  up  to  the  Bohemian  with  a  threatening  air, 
said : 

"  And  by  Our  Lady,  I  swear  that  you  shall  descend  to 
the  beach  this  instant ! " 

"  And  suppose  I  do  not  wish  to  go." 

"  I  will  kill  you." 

The  Bohemian  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  You  will  not  kill  me,  watchman,  and  I  will  remain." 

Peyrou  raised  his  pistol,  and  exclaimed  :  "  Take  care  !  " 

"  Would  you  kill  a  defenceless  man,  who  has  never 
done  you  any  harm  ?  I  defy  you,"  said  the  vagabond, 
without  moving  from  the  spot. 

The  watchman  dropped  his  arm  ;  he  revolted  at  the 
thought  of  murder.     He  replaced  his  pistol  in  his  belt, 

183 


THE    KNKJHT    OF  MALTA. 

and  walked  back  and  forth  in  violent  agitation.  He 
found  himself  in  a  singular  position,  —  he  could  not  rid 
himself  of  this  persistent  villain  by  fear  or  force ;  he 
must  then  resolve  to  pass  the  night  on  guard. 

He  resigned  himself  to  this  last  alternative,  hoping 
that  next  day  some  one  might  appear,  and  he  would  be 
able  to  rid  himself  of  the  Bohemian. 

"  Very  well,  let  it  be,"  said  he,  with  a  forced  smile, 
"  Although  I  have  not  invited  you  to  be  my  companion, 
we  will  pass  the  night  by  the  side  of  each  other." 

"  And  you  will  not  repent  it,  watchman.  I  am  not  a 
sailor,  but  I  have  a  telescope.  If  the  chebec  annoys 
you,  I  will  assist  you  in  watching  it." 

After  some  moments  of  silence,  the  watchman  seated 
himself  on  a  piece  of  the  rock. 

The  wind,  increasing  in  violence,  blew  with  irresistible 
force.  Great  clouds  from  time  to  time  veiled  the  pale 
disc  of  the  moon,  and  the  door  of  the  sentry-box,  left 
open,  was  flapping  with  a  loud  noise. 

"  If  you  wish  to  be  of  some  use,"  said  Peyrou,  "  take 
that  end  of  the  rope  there  on  the  ground,  and  fasten  the 
door  of  my  cell,  because  the  wind  will  continue  to  rise." 

The  Bohemian  looked  at  the  watchman  with  an  aston- 
ished air,  and  hesitated  to  obey  for  a  moment. 

"  You  wish  to  shut  me  up  in  there.  You  are  cunning, 
watchman." 

Peyrou  bit  his  lips,  and  replied  : 

'^  Fasten  that  door  on  the  outside,  I  tell  you,  or  I  will 
take  you  for  a  bad  fellow." 

The  Bohemian,  seeing  nothing  disagreeable  in  satisfy- 
ing the  watchman,  picked  up  the  rope,  passed  it  through 
a  ring  screwed  to  the  door,  and  tied  it  to  a  cramp-iron 
fixed  in  the  wall. 

The  watchman,  seated,  was  attentively  watching  the 
movements  of  his  companion.  When  the  knot  was  tied, 
Peyrou  approached  it,  and  said,  after  examining  it  a 
moment : 
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"  As  sure  as  God  is  in  heaven,  you  are  a  sailor ! " 

"  I,  watchman  ?  " 

"  And  you  have  served  ou  board  those  corsairs  from 
Barbary." 

"  Never  I  Never  !  " 

"  I  tell  you  that  one  who  has  not  sailed  with  the  pirates 
of  Algiers  or  Tunis  cannot  have  the  habit  of  making 
that  triple  knot  that  you  have  just  made.  Only  pirates 
fasten  the  anchor  to  the  ring  in  that  manner ! " 

The  liohemian  now,  in  his  turn,  bit  his  lips  until  they 
bled,  but,  regaining  his  self-possession,  he  said : 

"  Come  now,  you  have  a  sharp  eye ;  you  are  both 
right  and  wrong,  my  lord  watchman.  This  knot  was 
taught  me  by  one  of  our  people,  who  joined  us  in 
Languedoc,  after  having  been  made  a  slave  on  a  corsair 
from  Algiers." 

Losing  all  patience,  and  furious  at  the  villain's  impu- 
dence, the  watchman  cried : 

"  I  tell  you  that  you  are  lying.  You  came  here  to 
prepare  some  villainous  scheme.     Look  at  this  !  " 

And  the  watchman  held  up  the  little  satchel. 

The  Bohemian,  struck  with  amazement,  uttered  a 
curse  in  Arabic  in  spite  of  himself. 

If  the  watchman  had  felt  the  least  doubt  concerning 
the  character  of  the  Bohemian,  this  last  exclamation, 
which  had  so  often  met  his  ears  in  his  combats  with  the 
pirates,  would  have  sufficed  to  prove  the  truth  of  his 
suspicions. 

The  eyes  of  the  Bohemian  flashed  with  rage. 

"  I  see  all,"  said  he,  "  the  eagle  came  here  to  devour 
the  pigeon !  From  the  beach  I  saw  her  alight  in  these 
rocks.  That  satchel  or  your  life !  "  cried  the  villain, 
drawing  a  dagger  from  his  doublet,  and  rushing  upon 
the  watchman.  The  pistol  on  Peyrou's  breast  recalled 
the  fact  to  him  that  his  enemy  was  more  formidably 
armed  than  himself. 

Stamping  his  foot  with  rasre,  the  vagabond  cried : 
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«  Eblis  ^  is  with  him  ! " 

"  I  was  sure  of  it,  you  are  a  pirate.  That  chebec  is 
waiting  for  your  instructions,  or  your  signal  to  approach 
the  coast  or  retire  from  it.  Your  rage  is  great  to  see 
all  your  wicked  designs  discovered,  you  villain !  "  said 
the  watchman. 

"  Eblis  touched  me  with  his  invisible  wing,  so  that  I 
was  about  to  forget  the  only  means  of  repairing  every- 
thing," suddenly  cried  the  Bohemian. 

With  one  joyous  bound  he  disappeared  from  the  as- 
tonished eyes  of  the  watchman,  and  hastily  descended 
the  precipitous  road  which  led  to  the  shore. 

» Eblis  is  the  Arabic  for  devil. 
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The  night  passed  without  another  incident. 

At  the  rising  of  the  sun  the  chebec  was  no  longer  in 
sight. 

Pej'rou  waited  with  impatience  the  arrival  of  the  young 
seaman  who  was  accustomed  to  relieve  his  watch. 

He  was  anxious  to  warn  Raimond  V.  of  the  wicked 
designs  he  attributed  to  the  Bohemian. 

About  two  o'clock,  Peyrou  was  astonished  to  see  Mile, 
des  Anbiez,  accompanied  by  Stephanette. 

Reine  approached  him  with  evident  embarrassment. 

Without  sharing  the  superstitious  ideas  of  the  inhab- 
itants of  the  gulf,  in  reference  to  the  watchman  on  Cape 
I'Aigle,  she  felt  irresistibly  impelled  to  consult  him  upon 
a  subject  which  she  could  not  think  of  without  sadness. 
The  young  girl  had  received  new  evidences  of  the  remem- 
brance cherished  by  Erebus,  through  the  same  unknown 
and  mysterious  way. 

All  her  efforts,  and  all  of  Stephanette's,  had  proved 
unavailing  in  discovering  the  source  of  these  strange 
communications. 

Through  an  unpardonable  obstinacy,  and  a  foolish  love 
of  the  marvellous,  Reine  had  concealed  everything  from 
her  father  and  Honorat. 

Honorat  had  left  Maison-Forte,  in  a  fit  of  jealousy  as 
painful  as  it  was  unreasonable. 

On  the  evening  of  the  day  the  overseers  of  the  port 
held  their  session,  Reine,  as  she  knelt  before  her  praying- 
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desk,  had  found  a  rosary  of  sandalwood  of  the  most 
marvellous  workmanship. 

The  clasp  by  which  it  was  to  be  attached  to  her  belt 
again  bore  the  enamelled  imprint  of  the  little  dove  of 
which  we  have  spoken,  —  the  symbol  of  the  remembrance 
and  the  love  of  the  unknown. 

Since  the  singing  of  the  Bohemian,  Reine's  imagination, 
excited  beyond  degree,  had  indulged  in  a  thousand  dreams 
concei-ning  the  adventurous  life  of  the  young  emir,  as  the 
vagabond  had  named  him. 

Either  by  design  or  chance,  the  singer  had  left  his 
guzla  in  Reine's  apartment,  after  the  departure  of 
Honorat  de  Berrol. 

The  young  girl,  curious  to  see  the  face  of  the  unknown 
again,  took  the  guitar  and  opened  the  medallion,  and,  to 
her  great  surprise,  the  portrait,  insecurely  fastened,  came 
off  in  her  hands. 

Dame  Dulceline  entered.  Reine  blushed,  closed  the 
medalHon  and  hid  the  portrait  in  her  bosom,  intending 
to  restore  it  to  its  place.  Evening  came,  and  Stepha- 
nette,  without  informing  her  mistress,  returned  the  guitar 
to  the  Bohemian.  The  lid  of  the  medallion  was  fastened, 
and  neither  the  singer  nor  the  servant  discovered  the 
absence  of  the  picture. 

The  next  day  Reine  sent  for  the  Bohemian  in  order 
to  return  the  portrait  to  him.  He  had  disappeared,  the 
flight  of  the  pigeon  demanding  his  attention. 

Reine  had  the  courage  to  break  the  crystal  vase,  and 
to  burn  the  miniature  on  vellum,  but  she  had  not  the 
courage  to  destroy  the  portrait  or  the  rosary  that  she 
found  in  her  oratory. 

In  spite  of  her  struggles,  in  spite  of  her  prayers,  in 
spite  of  her  resolve  to  forget  the  events  of  the  day  in  the 
rocks  of  Ollioules,  the  memory  of  the  unknown  took 
possession  of  her  heart  more  and  more. 

The  songs  of  the  Bohemian  on  the  young  emir,  whom 
he  called  Erebus,  had   profoundly  moved  her  feelings. 

188 


THE   SACRIFICE. 

Those  contrasts  of  courage  and  kindness,  of  power  and 
pity,  recalled  to  her  mind  the  singular  combination  of 
audacity  and  timidity  which  had  impressed  her  in  the 
scene  which  transpired  in  the  gorges  of  Ollioules. 

She  counted  on  the  restitution  of  the  portrait  as  the 
first  step  to  another  conversation  with  the  Singer  about 
the  emir. 

Unfortunately,  the  Bohemian  had  disappeared. 

To  the  great  astonishment  of  the  inmates  of  Maison- 
Forte,  he  did  not  return  in  the  evening.  Raimond  V., 
who  liked  him,  ordered  his  men  who  guarded  the  bridge 
to  be  prepared  to  lower  it  when  the  Bohemian  appeared, 
notwithstanding  the  regulations  of  the  castle. 

Morning  came,  and  still  the  vagabond  was  absent. 
They  supposed  that,  after  drinking,  he  had  fallen  asleep 
in  some  tavern  of  La  Ciotat.  They  were  still  more 
astonished  not  to  find  the  two  pigeons  in  the  cage  where 
he  kept  them  ordinarily  closely  confined. 

Greatly  disturbed  by  these  strange  happenings,  which 
had  been  transpiring  for  some. time,  Reine,  half  through 
curiosity  and  half  through  conviction,  finally  yielded  to 
the  entreaties  of  Stephanette,  who  had  the  most  wonder- 
ful ideas  of  the  watchman's  abilities  and  knowledge,  and 
decided  to  consult  the  old  seaman  on  the  mysteries  of 
which  Maison-Forte  was  the  theatre. 

So  many  extraordinary  things  had  been  told  of  Master 
Peyrou's  predictions,  that  Reine,  although  little  given  to 
superstition,  felt  the  influence  of  the  general  opinion. 

She  was  going  to  interrogate  Peyrou,  when,  to  her 
amazement,  he  accosted  her  with  a  question  about  the 
Bohemian. 

"  Mademoiselle,  did  the  vagabond  enter  Maison-Forte 
last  night  ?  "  said  Peyrou,  quickly, 

"  No  ;  my  father  is  much  concerned  about  him.  They 
think  that  he  must  have  spent  the  night  drinking  in 
some  tavern  in  La  Ciotat." 

"  That  would  be  astonishing,"  added  Stephanette, 
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"  for  the  poor  fellow  seems  to  be  of  exemplary  so- 
briety." 

"  This  poor  fellow,"  exclaimed  the  watchman,  "  is  a 
spy  of  the  pirates." 

"  He !  "  exclaimed  Reine. 

"  Yes,  he,  himself,  mademoiselle  ;  a  chebec  was  cruis- 
ing a  part  of  the  night  in  view  from  the  gulf,  waiting,  no 
doubt,  for  a  signal  from  this  vagabond  to  disembark." 

In  a  few  words  the  watchman  acquainted  Reine  with 
the  adventure  of  the  pigeon,  informing  her  on  what  in- 
disputable grounds  he  suspected  the  Bohemian  of  having 
communication  with  the  pirates ;  showed  her  the  satchel 
and  letter,  and  gave  them  to  her,  that  the  baron  might 
have  the  writing  translated  by  one  of  the  brother  monks 
in  La  Ciotat,  who,  having  been  a  slave  in  Tunis  for  a  long 
time,  was  familiar  with  Arabic. 

When  she  learned  the  odious  suspicions  which  at- 
tached to  the  Bohemian,  without  accounting  to  herself 
for  her  fear,  Reine  dared  not  confide  the  object  of  her 
visit  to  the  watchman. 

Stephanette  looked  at  her  mistress,  utterly  confounded, 
and  cried : 

"  Our  Lady !  who  would  have  believed  that  this  unbe- 
liever, who  sang  so  well,  could  be  such  an  abominable 
scoundrel  ?  And  to  think  I  pitied  him  enough  to  give 
him  a  flame-coloured  ribbon !  Ah,  my  dear  mistress, 
and  the  portrait  of  —  " 

Reine  by  an  imperious  sign  forbade  Stephanette  to 
continue. 

"  Good-bye,  good  watchman,"  said  Mile,  des  Anl)iez, 
"  I  am  going  back  to  Maison-Forte  at  once,  to  warn  my 
father  to  be  on  his  guard." 

"  Do  not  forget,  Stephanette,  to  send  Luquin  Trin- 
quetaille  here.  I  must  make  arrangements  with  him 
to  have  one  more  young  watchman,"  said  Peyrou.  "  I 
have  not  slept  the  whole  night.  This  dangerous  knave 
is  perhaps  wandering  about  these  rocks,  and  may  come 
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and  assassinate  me  at  the  setting  of  the  moon.  The 
pirates  are  somewhere  in  the  gulf,  hidden  in  some  one 
of  the  coves  where  they  often  ambuscade,  to  wait  for 
their  prey  ;  for,  alas  !  our  coasts  are  not  protected." 

"  Be  easy,  Master  Peyrou,  Luquin  is  coming  with  his 
two  cousins ;  just  tell  him  that  you  are  watching  for  the 
Bohemian,  and  he  will  not  delay  to  come  as  fast  as  his 
long  legs  can  bring  him.  And  to  think  I  gave  a  ribbon 
to  a  pirate ! "  added  Stephanette,  clasping  her  hands. 
"  Perhaps  he  is  one  of  those  brigands  who  ravaged  all 
this  coast  last  year." 

"  Go,  go,  my  girl,  and  hurry.  I  must  confer  with  the 
captain  about  a  little  cruise  he  can  undertake  even  to-day 
with  his  polacre.  We  must  warn  the  consuls  to  arm  some 
fishing-boats  immediately,  with  sure  and  determined  men. 
We  must  give  the  alarm  all  along  the  shore,  arm  the  en- 
trance into  the  gulf,  which  is  defended  only  by  the  cannon 
of  Maison-Forte,  and  be  prepared  for  any  surprise,  for 
these  brigands  rush  on  the  coast  like  a  hurricane.  So 
Luquin  must  come  on  the  instant.  Do  you  hear,  Ste- 
phanette ?     The  safety  of  the  city  depends  on  it." 

"  Be  easy,  Master  Peyrou,  although  it  breaks  my 
heart  to  know  that  my  poor  Luquin  is  going  to  run 
such  danger.  I  love  him  too  much  to  advise  him  to  be 
a  coward." 

During  this  rapid  conversation  between  the  watchman 
and  her  servant,  Reine,  lost  in  deep  reverie,  had  descended 
a  few  steps  of  the  path  which  conducted  to  the  platform 
upon  which  stood  the  sentry-box. 

This  path,  which  was  very  steep,  wound  around  the 
outside  of  the  promontory,  and  formed  at  this  spot  a  sort 
of  cornice,  whose  projection  reached  considerably  over 
the  Ijase  of  this  immense  wall  of  rocks,  more  than  three 
hundred  feet  above  the  level  of  the  sea. 

A  young  girl  less  habituated  to  walks  and  to  mountain 
climbing  would  have  feared  to  venture  on  this  narrow 
passage.     From  the  side  of  the  sea,  its  only  parapet  was 
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a  few  asperities  of  rock,  more  or  less  pronounced. 
Reine,  accustomed  to  brave  these  perils  from  her  in- 
fancy, thought  nothing  of  danger.  The  emotion  that 
agitated  her  since  her  interview  with  the  watchman 
absorbed  her  entirely. 

Her  gait,  sometimes  slow,  sometimes  hurried,  seemed 
to  share  the  nature  of  her  tumultuous  emotions. 

Stephanette  soon  joined  her.  Sui-prised  at  the  pallor 
of  her  mistress,  she  was  about  to  ask  the  cause  of  it, 
when  Reine  said  to  her,  in  an  altered  voice,  with  a  ges- 
ture which  did  not  admit  of  a  reply,  "  Walk  in  front  of 
me,  Stephanette,  do  not  concern  yourself  whether  I  fol- 
low you  or  not." 

Stephanette  preceded  her  mistress  at  once,  directing 
her  steps  in  all  haste  toward  Maison-Forte. 

The  agitation  of  Reine  des  Anbiez  was  extreme.  The 
relations  which  seemed  to  exist  between  the  Bohemian 
and  the  unknown  were  too  evident  for  her  not  to  have 
tlie  most  painful  suspicions  of  this  young  man  whom  the 
vagabond  called  the  emir. 

Many  circumstances,  which  had  not  impressed  her  at 
the  time,  now  made  Reine  believe  that  the  Bohemian 
was  an  emissary  of  the  unknown.  No  doubt  it  was  the 
vagabond  who  had  placed  in  her  chamber  the  various 
objects  which  had  caused  her  so  much  surprise.  Adopt- 
ing this  hypothesis,  there  was,  however,  one  objection 
which  presented  itself  to  her  mind,  —  she  had  found  the 
crystal  vase  and  the  miniature  on  vellum  before  the 
arrival  of  the  vagabond. 

Suddenly  a  ray  of  light  entered  her  mind  ;  she  remem- 
bered that  one  day,  in  order  to  display  his  agility  to 
Stephanette,  the  Bohemian  had  descended  to  the  ter- 
race by  the  balcony,  upon  which  opened  the  window  of 
her  oratory,  and  that  he  had  remounted  by  the  same 
way.  Another  time  he  had  slid  down  from  the  ter- 
race on  the  rocks,  which  lined  the  shore,  and  had  re- 
mounted from  the  rocks  to  the  terrace,  by  the  aid  of  the 
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asperities  of  the  wall  and  the  plants  which  had  taken 
root  there. 

Although  he  arrived  for  the  first  time  at  the  castle 
with  the  recorder,  might  not  this  vagabond,  before  that 
day,  have  been  hidden  in  the  environage  of  La  Ciotat  ? 
Could  he  not  have  entered  Maison-Forte  twice  during 
the  night,  then,  to  avoid  suspicion,  returned  in  the 
recorder's  train,  as  if  he  had  met  it  by  chance  ? 

These  thoughts,  reinforced  by  recent  observations, 
soon  assumed  incontrovertible  certainty  in  the  mind 
of  Reine.  The  stranger  and  his  two  companions  were, 
without  doubt,  pirates,  who,  with  false  names  and  false 
credentials,  had  given  out  that  they  were  Muscovites, 
and  had  thus  imposed  upon  the  credulity  of  the  Marshal 
of  Vitry. 

The  first  idea  of  Reine,  then,  —  an  idea  absolute  and 
imperious,  —  was  to  forget  for  ever  the  man  upon  whom 
rested  such  terrible  suspicion. 

Religion,  duty,  and  the  will  of  her  father  were  so 
many  insurmountable  and  sacred  obstacles  which  the 
young  girl  could  not  think  of  braving. 

Up  to  that  time,  her  youthful  and  lively  imagination 
had  found  inexhaustible  nourishment  in  the  strange  ad- 
venture of  the  rocks  of  Ollioules. 

All  the  chaste  dreams  of  her  young  girlhood  were,  so 
to  speak,  concentrated  and  realised  in  the  person  of 
Erebus,  that  unknown  one,  brave  and  timid  at  the  same 
time,  audacious  and  charming,  who  had  saved  the  life  of 
her  father. 

She  could  not  help  being  touched  by  the  delicate  and 
mysterious  persistence  with  which  Erebus  had  always 
tried  to  recall  himself  to  her  memory.  Doubtless  she 
had  never  heard  the  voice  of  this  stranger ;  doubtless 
she  was  ignorant  of  his  mind  and  character,  whether  or 
not  they  responded  to  the  graces  of  his  person.  But  in 
these  long  reveries  in  which  a  young  girl  thinks  of  him 
who  has  fascinated  her,  does  she  not  invest  him  with  the 
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most  excellent  qualities  ?  does  she  not  make  him  say  all 
that  she  desires  to  hear  ? 

Thus  had  Reine  thought  of  Erebus.  First  she  wished 
to  banish  him  from  her  thought,  but,  unfortunately,  to 
yield  to  a  sentiment  against  which  we  have  struggled  is 
only  to  render  it  all  the  more  powerful  and  irresistible. 

Reine  then  loved  Erebus,  perhaps  unconsciously,  when 
the  watchman's  fatal  revelation  showed  the  object  of  her 
love  in  such  unattractive  colours. 

The  grandeur  of  the  sacrifice  that  she  was  required  to 
make  enlightened  her  as  to  the  power  of  the  affection 
with  which  she  had,  so  to  speak,  played  until  the  fatal 
moment  arrived. 

For  the  first  time  this  sudden  revelation  taught  her 
the  depth  of  her  love. 

Impenetrable  mysteries  of  the  human  heart !  During 
the  first  phases  of  this  mysterious  love  she  had  regarded 
her  marriage  with  Honorat  as  possible. 

From  the  moment  in  which  she  knew  who  the  un- 
known one  was,  from  that  moment  she  felt  that,  not- 
withstanding the  voice  of  duty  ordered  her  to  forget 
him,  the  memory  of  Erebus  would  henceforth  dominate 
her  whole  existence,  and  she  could  never  marry  the 
chevalier. 

She  recognised  the  truth  with  terror,  that,  notwith- 
standing her  efforts  to  master  her  feelings,  her  heart 
belonged  to  her  no  longer,  and  she  was  incapable  of 
deceiving  Honorat. 

She  wished  to  make  a  last  sacrifice,  to  give  up  the 
rosary  and  portrait  which  she  possessed,  imposing  this 
resolution  upon  herself  as  a  sort  of  expiation  of  her 
reserve  and  reticence  toward  her  father. 

The  young  girl  suffered  much  before  she  was  able  to 
fulfil  this  resolution. 

In  this  mental  struggle,  Reine  was  walking  on  the 
edge  of  the  cornice  formed  by  the  rocks  above  the  beach 
on  which  the  waves  of  the  sea  were  breaking. 

194 


1 


THE   SACRIFICE. 

She  wore  over  her  dress  a  sort  of  brown  mantle  with 
a  hood  turned  up  on  the  shoulders.  This  hood  allowed 
her  bare  head  to  be  seen,  as  well  as  her  long  brown 
curls  that  floated  in  the  wind.  Her  countenance  had 
an  expression  of  sweet  and  resigned  melancholy ;  some- 
times, however,  her  blue  eyes  shone  with  a  new  bright- 
ness, and  she  lifted  up  her  noble,  beautiful  head  with  an 
expression  of  wounded  pride. 

She  loved  passionately,  but  without  hope,  and  she  was 
going  to  throw  to  the  winds  the  feeble  tokens  of  this 
impossible  love. 

At  her  feet,  far,  far  below  her,  broke  the  raging  waves 
of  the  sea. 

She  drew  the  rosary  from  her  bosom,  looked  at  it  a 
moment  with  bitterness,  pressed  it  to  her  heart,  then, 
extending  her  white  and  delicate  hand  above  the  abyss, 
she  held  it  motionless  a  moment,  and  the  rosary  fell 
into  the  waves  below. 

She  tried  to  follow  it  with  her  eyes,  but  the  edge  of 
the  cornice  was  too  sharp  to  allow  her  a  view. 

She  sighed  profoundly,  took  the  portrait  of  the  un- 
known, and  contemplated  it  a  long  time  in  sad  admi- 
ration. Nothing  could  be  purer  or  more  enchanting  than 
the  features  of  Erebus ;  his  large  brown  eyes,  soft  and 
proud  at  the  same  time,  reminded  her  of  the  look,  full 
of  purity  and  dignity,  which  he  cast  upon  Raimond  V. 
after  having  saved  his  life.  The  smile  of  this  portrait, 
full  of  serenity,  had  nothing  of  that  satirical  smile  and 
bold  expression  which  had  so  startled  her  on  the  event- 
ful day. 

For  a  few  moments  she  struggled  with  her  resolution, 
then  reason  asserted  her  empire  ;  blushing,  she  pressed 
her  lips  to  the  medallion,  then  on  the  brow  of  the  por- 
trait, and  then  —  threw  it  suddenly  into  space. 

This  painful  sacrifice  accomplished,  Reine  felt  less 
oppressed ;  she  believed  that  she  would  have  committed 
a  wrong  in  preserving  these  memorials  of  a  foolish  love. 
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Then  she  felt  free  to  abandon  herself  to  thei  thoughts 
locked  in  the  depths  of  her  heart. 

She  walked  a  long  time  on  the  beach,  absorbed  in 
these  thoughts. 

On  returning  to  Maison-Forte  she  learned  that  Rai- 
mond  V.  had  not  yet  returned  from  the  chase. 

Night  was  fast  falling,  and  Reine,  followed  by  Stepha- 
nette,  entered  her  apartment.  What  was  her  amazement, 
her  terror  — 

She  found  on  the  table  the  portrait  and  rosary  that 
two  hours  before  she  had  thrown  into  the  depths  of  the 
sea.  * 


196 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

OUR  LADY  OF  SEVEN  SORROWS. 

We  will  abandon  for  awhile  Maison-Forte  of  the 
Baron  des  Anbiez,  and  the  little  city  of  La  Ciotat,  in 
order  to  conduct  the  reader  on  board  the  galley  of  the 
commander  Pierre  des  Anbiez. 

The  tempest  had  forced  this  vessel  to  take  refuge  in 
the  little  port  of  Tolari,  situated  on  the  east  of  Cape 
Corsica,  a  northerly  point  of  the  island  of  the  same 
name. 

The  bell  of  the  galley  had  just  sounded  six  o'clock  in 
the  morning. 

The  weather  was  gloomy  and  the  sky  veiled  with 
black  and  threatening  clouds ;  frequent  and  violent 
squalls  of  wind  were  raising  a  strong  swell  within  the 
port. 

On  whichever  side  one  might  turn,  nothing  could  be 
seen  but  the  barren,  solemn  mountains  of  Cape  Corsica, 
at  the  feet  of  which  the  steep  road  wound  its  way. 

The  sea  was  heavy  in  the  interior  of  the  basin,  but  it 
seemed  almost  calm  when  compared  to  the  surging  waves 
which  beat  upon  a  girdle  of  rocks  at  the  narrow  entrance 
of  the  port. 

These  rocks,  almost  entirely  submerged,  were  covered 
with  a  dazzling  foam,  which,  whipped  by  the  wind,  vented 
itself  in  a  soft  white  mist. 

The  sharp  cries  of  sea-gulls  and  sea-mews  scarcely 
rose  above  the  thundering  noise  of  the  sea  in  its  fury, 
as  it  rushed  into  the  channel  which  it  was  necessary  to 
cross  in  order  to  enter  the  road  of  Tolari. 
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A  few  wretched-looking  fishermen's  huts,  built  on  the 
beach  where  their  dried  boats  were  moored,  com|)leted 
the  wild  and  solitary  scene.  Tossed  by  this  heavy  swell. 
Our  Lady  of  Seven  Sorroivs^  sometimes  rising  on  the 
waves,  would  strain  her  cables  almost  to  breaking,  and 
sometimes  seemed  to  sink  into  a  bed  between  two  billows. 

Nothing  could  be  severer  or  more  funereal  than  the 
aspect  of  this  galley  painted  like  a  cenotaph. 

A  hundred  and  sixty-six  feet  long,  eighteen  feet  wide, 
narrow,  slender,  and  scarcely  rising  above  the  level  of 
the  sea,  she  resembled  an  immense  black  serpent,  sleep- 
ing in  the  midst  of  the  waves.  In  fi-ont  of  the  parallelo- 
gram which  constituted  the  body  of  the  galley,  was 
scarfed  a  sharp  and  projecting  beak-head,  six  feet  in 
length. 

At  the  rear  of  the  same  parallelogram  was  a  rounded 
stern,  the  roof  of  which  inclined  toward  the  prow. 

Under  this  shelter,  called  the  stern  carriage,  lodged 
the  commander,  the  patron,  the  prior,  and  the  king  of 
the  chevaliers  of  Malta. 

The  masts  of  the  galley,  hauled  down  at  its  entrance 
into  harbour,  had  been  placed  in  the  waist,  a  narrow 
passage  which  ran  through  the  entire  length  of  the 
galley. 

On  each  side  of  this  passage  were  ranged  the  benches 
of  the  galley-slaves.  Below  the  stern  carriage,  attached 
to  a  black  staff,  floated  the  standard  of  religion,  red, 
quartered  with  white,  and  below  the  standard  a  bronze 
beacon  designated  the  grade  of  the  commander. 

It  would  be  difficult,  in  our  day,  to  comprehend  how 
these  slaves,  composing  the  crew  of  a  galley,  could  live, 
chained  night  and  day  to  their  benches,  —  at  sea,  lying 
on  deck  without  shelter ;  at  anchor,  lying  under  a  tent 
of  coarse,  woollen  stuff,  which  scarcely  protected  them 
from  the  rain  and  the  frost. 

Let  one  picture  to  himself  about  one  hundred  and 
thirty  Moorish,  Turk,  or  Christian  galley-slaves,  dressed 
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in  red  jackets  and  brown  woollen  hooded  mantles,  on 
this  black  galley,  in  cold,  gloomy  weather. 

These  miserable  creatures  shivered  under  the  icy  blast 
of  the  tempest  and  under  the  rain,  which  deluged  them 
notwithstanding  the  awning. 

To  warm  themselves  a  little  they  would  press  close  to 
each  other  on  the  narrow  benches,  to  which  they  were 
chained,  five  and  five. 

All  of  them  preserved  a  morose  silence,  and  often 
threw  an  uneasy  and  furtive  glance  on  the  convict- 
keepers  and  the  overseers. 

These  contemptible  othcers,  clothed  in  black,  and 
armed  with  a  cowhide,  would  go  through  the  waist  of 
the  galley,  on  each  side  of  which  were  the  benches  of  the 
crew. 

There  were  thirteen  benches  on  the  right,  and  twelve 
on  the  left. 

The  galley-slaves,  constituting  the  palamente,  or  the 
armament  of  rowers,  belonging  to  Our  Lady  of  Seven 
Sorrotvs,  had  been,  as  was  the  custom,  recruited  from 
Christians,  Turks,  and  Moors. 

Each  one  of  these  types  of  slaves  had  his  peculiar 
physiognomy. 

The  Turks,  sluggish,  dejected,  and  indolent,  seemed  to 
be  a  prey  to  a  morbid  and  contemplative  apathy. 

The  Moors,  always  excited,  uneasy,  and  of  ungovern- 
able temper,  appeared  to  be  continually  on  the  alert  to 
break  their  chains  and  massacre  their  keepers. 

The  Christians,  whether  condemned  or  enrolled  of 
their  own  will,  were,  in  their  way,  more  indifferent,  and 
some  of  them  were  occupied  in  weaving  straw,  by  which 
they  hoped  to  reap  a  profit. 

Finally,  the  negroes,  captured  from  Barbary  pirate 
vessels  where  they  rowed  as  slaves,  remained  in  a  sort 
of  torpor,  a  stupid  immobility,  with  their  elbows  on 
their  knees  and  their  heads  in  their  hands. 

The  greater  part  of  these  blacks  died  of  grief,  while 
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the  Mussulmans  and  Christians  grew  accustomed  to  their 
fate. 

Among  these  last,  some  were  horribly  mutilated,  as 
they  belonged  to  the  class  recaptured  in  their  efforts  to 
escape. 

In  order  to  punish  them  for  attempting  to  escape, 
according  to  the  law,  their  noses  and  ears  had  been  cut 
off,  and  even  more  than  this,  their  beards,  heads,  and 
eyebrows  were  completely  shaven  ;  nothing  could  be  more 
hideous  than  the  faces  so  disfigured. 

In  the  fore  part  of  the  galley,  and  confined  in  a  sort 
of  covered  guard-house,  called  rambade,  could  be  seen  a 
battery,  —  the  five  pieces  of  artillery  belonging  to  the 
vessel. 

This  place  was  occupied  by  the  soldiers  and  gunners. 

These  never  formed  a  part  of  the  crew,  but  composed, 
if  such  a  thing  may  be  said,  the  cargo  of  the  vessel 
impelled  by  the  oars  of  the  galley-slaves. 

About  twenty  sailors,  free  also,  were  charged  with  the 
management  of  the  sails,  with  the  anchorage,  and  other 
nautical  manoeuvres. 

The  soldiers  and  gunners,  considered  as  lay  brothers 
and  servants,  wore  coats  of  buff-skin,  hoods,  and  black 
breeches. 

Sheltered  by  the  roof  of  the  rambade,  some,  seated  on 
their  cannon,  busied  themselves  in  cleaning  their  arms  ; 
others,  wrapped  in  their  hoods,  lay  on  the  deck  asleep, 
while  others  still  —  a  rare  thing  even  among  the  sol- 
diers of  religion  —  were  occupied  in  pious  reading,  or  in 
telling  their  rosaries. 

With  the  exception  of  the  galley-slaves,  the  men  on 
board  this  galley,  cai^efully  chosen  by  the  commander, 
had  a  grave  and  thoughtful  countenance. 

Almost  all  the  soldiers  and  sailors  were  of  mature  age  ; 
some  were  approaching  old  age.  By  the  numerous  scars 
with  which  the  greater  number  were  marked,  it  was 
evident  that  they  had  served  a  long  time. 
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More  than  two  hundred  men  were  assembled  on  this 
galley,  and  yet  the  silence  ot  the  cloister  reigned 
through  it. 

If  the  crew  remained  silent  through  terror  of  the  whip 
of  the  keepers  and  overseers,  the  soldiers  and  sailors 
obeyed  the  pious  customs  maintained  by  the  commander 
Pierre  des  Anbiez. 

For  more  than  thirty  years  that  he  had  commanded 
this  galley  of  religion,  he  had  tried  always  to  preserve 
the  same  equipment,  replacing  only  the  men  that  he  had 
lost. 

The  severity  of  discipline  established  on  board  Our 
Lady  of  Seven  Sorrou's  was  well  known  at  Malta.  The 
commander  was  perhaps  the  only  one  of  the  officers  of 
the  religion  who  exacted  a  strict  observance  of  the  rules 
of  the  order.  His  galley,  on  board  of  which  he  received 
only  men  who  had  been  proven,  became  a  sort  of  no- 
madic convent,  —  a  voluntary  rendezvous  for  all  sailors 
who  wished  to  assure  their  salvation  by  binding  them- 
selves scrupulously  to  the  rigorous  requirements  of  this 
hospitable  and  military  confraternity. 

It  was  the  same  with  the  officers  and  young  caravan- 
ists. 

Those  who  preferred  to  lead  a  joyous  and  daring  life 
—  which  was  the  immense  majority  —  found  the  greater 
part  of  the  captains  of  the  religion  disposed  to  welcome 
them,  and  to  forget  everything  in  their  union  against  the 
infidels,  as  their  mission  of  monk-soldiers  was  at  the 
same  time  that  of  saint  and  warrior. 

On  the  contrary,  the  very  small  number  of  young 
chevaliers  who  loved,  for  its  own  sake,  this  pious  and 
austere  life  in  the  midst  of  great  perils,  sought  with 
eagerness  the  opportunity  to  embark  on  the  galley  of 
the  commander  Pierre  des  Anbiez. 

There  nothing  offended,  nothing  prevented  their  relig- 
ious customs.  There  they  could  give  themselves  up  to 
their  holy  exercises  without  fear  of  being  ridiculed,  or 
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of  becoming  perhaps  weak  enough  to   blush  for  their 
own  zeal. 

The  master  gunner,  or  captain  of  the  mast  of  the  gal- 
ley, an  old  sunburnt  soldier,  wearing  a  black  felt  jacket 
with  a  white  cross,  was  seated  in  the  guard-house  of  the 
prow,  or  rambade,  of  which  we  have  spoken. 

He  was  talking  with  the  captain  of  the  sailors  of  Our 
Lady  of  Seven  Sorrows,  whose  name  was  Simon.  The 
first  speaker  was  Captain  Hugues,  who,  with  his  compan- 
ion, had  always  sailed  with  the  Commander  des  Anbiez. 

Captain  Hugues  was  polishing  with  care  a  collar  of 
steel  net.  Captain  Simon  from  time  to  time  was  looking 
through  the  opening  of  the  rambade,  examining  the  sky 
and  the  sea,  so  as  to  prognosticate  the  end  or  the  increase 
of  the  storm. 

"  Brother,"  said  Hugues  to  Simon,  ''  the  north  wind 
blows  strong ;  it  will  be  several  days  before  we  arrive  at 
La  Ciotat.  Christmas  will  be  past,  and  our  brother  com- 
mander will  be  grieved." 

Captain  Simon,  before  replying  to  his  comrade,  con- 
sulted the  horizon  again,  and  said,  with  a  serious  air : 

"  Although  it  is  not  proper  for  man  to  seek  to  divine 
the  will  of  the  Lord,  I  think  we  may  hope  to  see  the  end 
of  this  tempest  soon :  the  clouds  seem  not  so  low  or  so 
heavy.  Perhaps  to-morrow  our  ancient  companion,  the 
old  watchman  on  Cape  I'Aigle,  will  signal  our  arrival  in 
the  Gulf  of  La  Ciotat." 

"  And  that  will  be  a  day  of  joy  in  Maison-Forte,  and 
to  Raimond  V.,"  said  Captain  Hugues. 

"  And  also  on  board  Our  Lady  of  Seven  Sorrows ^^ 
said  Captain  Simon,  "  although  joy  appears  here  as  rarely 
as  the  sun  during  a  westerly  wind." 

"  Look  at  this  furbished  collar,"  said  the  gunner, 
regarding  his  work  with  an  air  of  satisfaction.  "  It  is 
strange.  Brother  Simon,  how  blood  will  stick  to  steel. 
I  have  rubbed  in  vain :  you  can  always  distinguish  these 
blackish  marks  on  the  mesh  I  " 
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"  Which  proves  that  steel  loves  blood  as  the  earth 
loves  dew,"  said  the  sailor,  smiling  sadly  at  his  pleas- 
antry. 

"  But  do  you  know,"  said  Hugues,  "that  it  will  soon 
be  ten  years  since  the  commander  received  this  wound 
in  his  combat  with  Mourad-Reis,  the  corsair  of  Algiers  ? " 

"  I  remember  it  as  well,  brother,  as  that  with  one  blow 
of  the  battle-axe  I  struck  down  the  miscreant  who  had 
almost  broken  his  kangiar  on  the  breast  of  the  com- 
mander, who  was  fortimately  defended  by  that  coat  of 
mail.      But  for  that,  Pierre  des  Anbiez  would  be  dead." 

"  So  he  still  keeps  this  collar,  and  I  am  going  to  carry 
it  to  him  now." 

"  Stop,"  said  the  sailor,  seizing  the  gunner  by  the  arm, 
"  you  have  chosen  an  unfortunate  time,  —  the  brother 
commander  is  in  one  of  his  bad  days." 

"  How  ? " 

"  The  head  cook  told  me  this  morning  that  Father  El- 
zear  wished  to  enter  the  commander's  chamber,  but  there 
was  crape  on  the  door." 

"  I  understand,  I  understand ;  that  sign  suffices  to 
prevent  the  entrance  of  any  person  in  the  commander's 
chamber  before  he  gives  the  order  to  do  so." 

"  Yet  to-day  is  neither  Saturday  nor  the  seventeenth 
day  of  the  month,"  said  Captain  Hugues  with  a  thought- 
ful air, 

"  That  is  true,  for  it  is  only  upon  the  return  of  these 
days  that  his  fits  of  despondency  seem  to  overwhehn  him 
the  most,"  said  Captain  Simon. 

Just  at  this  moment  a  deep,  hollow  murmur  was  heard 
outside  among  the  crew. 

There  was  nothing  ominous  of  evil  in  this  noise ;  on 
the  contrary,  it  was  only  an  expression  of  satisfaction. 

"  What  is  that  ?  "  asked  the  gminer. 

"  Doubtless  Reverend  Father  Elzear  has  just  appeared 
on  deck.  At  the  very  sight  of  him  the  slaves  think  their 
lot  less  miserable." 
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THE    BROTHER    OF    MERCY. 

Elzear  des  Anbiez,  brother  of  the  sacred  order,  royal 
and  military,  of  Our  Lady  of  Mercy,  for  the  redemption 
of  captives,  had  in  fact  just  appeared  on  the  deck  of  the 
galley. 

The  slaves  welcomed  his  presence  with  a  murmur  of 
hope  and  satisfaction,  for  he  always  had  some  word  of 
pity  for  these  unhappy  men. 

The  recognised  disci])line  of  the  galley  was  so  severe, 
so  intiexible,  and  of  such  relentless  justice,  that  Father 
Elzear,  notwithstanding  the  tender  attachment  which 
bound  him  to  his  brother,  the  commander,  would  not 
have  dared  ask  the  pardon  of  an  offender.  But  he  never 
spared  encouragement  and  consolation  to  those  who  were 
to  undergo  punishment. 

Father  Elzear  advanced  with  a  slow  step  into  the 
middle  of  the  narrow  passage  which  separated  the  two 
rows  of  benches  on  the  galley. 

He  wore  the  habit  of  his  order :  a  long  white  cassock, 
with  a  mantle  of  the  same  material  caught  up  on  the 
shoulders.  A  rope  girded  his  loins,  and  notwithstanding 
the  cold,  his  bare  feet  had  no  other  protection  than 
leather  sandals.  In  the  middle  of  his  breast  showed  the 
coat  of  arms  belonging  to  his  order,  an  escutcheon  dia- 
pered with  gold  and  gules,  surmounted  with  a  silver 
cross. 

Father  Elzear  resembled  Raimond  V.  His  features 
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were  noble  uiid  majestic,  but  the  fatigues  and  austerities- 
of  his  holy,  self-abnegating  profession  had  stamped  upon 
them  an  expression  of  constant  suffering. 

The  top  of  his  head  was  shaven,  and  a  crown  of  white 
hair  encircled  his  venerable  brow. 

Plis  pale,  emaciated  face,  his  hollow  cheeks,  made  his 
soft,  serene  black  eyes  appear  larger  still,  and  a  sweet, 
sad  smile  gave  an  expression  of  adorable  benevolence  to 
his  countenance. 

He  stooped  a  little  in  walking,  as  if  he  had  contracted 
this  habit  by  bending  over  the  chained  captives.  His 
weak  wrists  were  marked  with  deep  and  ineffaceable 
scars.  Captured  in  one  of  the  numerous  voyages  he 
made  from  France  to  Barbary  for  the  ransom  of  slaves, 
he  had  been  put  in  chains,  and  so  cruelly  treated  that 
he  bore  all  his  life  the  marks  of  the  barbarity  practised 
by  pirates. 

Having  been  ransomed  by  his  own  family,  he  volun- 
tarily went  into  slavery  again  in  order  to  take  the  place 
in  an  Algerian  prison  of  a  poor  inhabitant  of  La  Ciotat, 
who  could  not  pay  his  ransom,  and  whom  a  dying 
mother  called  to  France. 

In  forty  years  he  had  ransomed  more  than  three  thou- 
sand slaves,  either  with  the  money  of  his  own  patrimony, 
or  with  the  fruit  of  his  collections  from  ether  Chris- 
tians. 

With  the  exception  of  a  few  months  passed,  every  two 
or  three  years,  in  the  house  of  his  brother  Raimond  V., 
Father  Elzear,  noble,  rich,  learned,  with  an  independent 
fortune,  which  he  had  devoted  to  the  ransom  of  slaves, 
had  been  travelling  continually,  either  on  land  for  the 
purpose  of  collecting  alms,  or  on  sea,  on  his  way  to 
deliver  captives. 

Sacredly  vowed  to  this  hard  and  pious  mission,  he  had 
always  refused  the  positions  and  rank  that  his  birth, 
his  virtues,  his  courage,  and  his  angelic  piety  would 
have  conferred  upon  him  in  his  order. 
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His  self-abnegation,  his  simplicity,  which  possessed  an 
antique  grandeur,  struck  all  minds  with  respect  and 
admiration. 

Endowed  naturally  with  a  noble  and  lofty  spirit,  ho 
had  directed  all  the  powers  of  his  soul  toward  one  single 
aim,  that  of  giving  consolation,  by  imparting  to  his  lan- 
guage that  irresistible  charm  which  won  and  comforted 
the  afflicted. 

And  what  a  triumph  it  was  for  him,  when  his  tender, 
sympathising  words  gave  a  little  hope  and  courage  to  the 
poor  slaves  chained  to  their  oars,  when  he  saw  their 
eyes,  hard  and  dry  from  despair,  turn  to  him  moist 
with  the  sweet  tears  of  gratitude. 

We  are  overwhelmed  with  admiration  when  we  reflect 
upon  those  lives  so  unostentatiously  devoted  to  one  of 
the  most  exalted  and  most  sacred  missions  of  humanity. 
We  are  lost  in  wonder  when  we  think  of  the  sublime 
fortitude  of  these  men,  voluntarily  placed  under  the  very 
cutlasses  of  cruel  pirates.  We  are  speechless  with  amaze- 
ment when  we  think  of  the  men  who  risked  their  lives 
every  day  in  order  to  exhort  the  slaves,  whom  barbarians 
oppressed  with  labours  and  tormented  with  blows,  to  pa- 
tience and  resignation.  What  unbounded  self-sacrifice 
and  long  suffering  were  demanded  of  those  Brothers  of 
Mercy  who  went  and  ransomed,  in  the  midst  of  the  great- 
est perils,  people  whom  in  all  j)robability  they  were  never 
to  see  again. 

The  priest  and  the  missionary  enjoy,  for  a  time  at 
least,  the  good  which  they  have  accomplished,  the  grati- 
tude of  those  whom  they  have  instructed,  relieved,  or 
saved ;  but  the  men  who  devoted  themselves  to  the 
redemption  of  slaves  held  by  pirates,  were  hardly  ac- 
quainted with  the  captives  whom  they  delivered,  inas- 
much as  they  left  them  for  ever,  after  having  given  them 
the  most  precious  of  all  boons,  liberty ! 

Nevertheless,  it  was  a  joyous  day  for  the  Brothers  of 
Mercy  when  those  whom  they  had  ransomed  embarked 
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for  Marseilles,  and  there  in  the   church  offered  solemn 
thanks  to  Heaven  for  their  deliverance. 

Little  children  clothed  in  white,  holding  green  palms 
in  their  hands,  accompanied  them,  and  their  tender 
hands  removed  the  chains  from  the  ca})tive8,  a  touching 
symbol  of  the  mission  of  the  Brothers  of  Mercy. 

When  Father  Elzear  appeared  on  the  deck  of  the  gal- 
ley, all  the  chained  slaves  turned  to  him  with  a  simulta- 
neous movement. 

At  every  step  he  took,  the  captives.  Moor,  Turk,  or 
Christian,  leaning  beyond  their  benches,  tried  to  seize 
his  hands  and  carry  them  to  their  lips. 

Although  Father  Elzear  was  accustomed  to  receive 
these  evidences  of  respect  and  affection,  he  was  never 
able  to  prevent  tears  coming  to  his  eyes. 

Never,  perhaps,  had  his  pity  been  more  excited  than 
to-day. 

The  weather  was  cold  and  gloomy,  the  horizon 
charged  with  tempest,  the  environage  wild  and  soli- 
tary, and  these  poor  creatures,  the  greater  number  of 
them  accustomed  to  the  hot  sun  of  the  Orient,  were 
there  half  naked,  shivering  with  cold,  and  chained 
perhaps  for  life  to  their  benches. 

Although  the  compassion  of  Father  Elzear  was  equally 
divided  among  all,  he  could  not  help  bestowing  most  pity 
upon  those  whose  lots  seemed  to  him  the  most  desperate. 

Since  his  departure  from  Malta,  where  he  had  joined  his 
brother  with  ten  captives  that  he  had  carried  back  to  La 
Ciotat,  he  had  observed  a  Moorish  slave  about  forty  years 
old,  whose  countenance  betrayed  an  incurable  sorrow. 

No  man  of  the  crew  fulfilled  his  painful  task  with 
more  courage  or  more  resignation.  But  as  soon  as  the 
hour  of  rest  arrived,  the  Moor  crossed  his  vigorous  arms, 
bowed  his  head  on  his  breast,  and  thus  passed  the  hours 
in  which  his  comrades  tried  to  forget  their  captivity,  in 
gloomy  silence. 
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The  captain  of  the  mast  on  the  galley,  knowing  the 
interest  that  this  gentle  and  peaceable  captive  inspired 
in  Father  Elzear,  approached  the  priest,  and  told  him 
the  Moor  was  about  to  suffer  the  usual  punishment  for 
insubordination. 

That  morning,  this  Moor,'plunged  in  his  profound  and 
habitual  reverie,  had  not  responded  to  the  commands  of 
the  overseer. 

The  officer  reprimanded  him  sharply,  and  still  the 
Moor  sat  in  gloomy  silence. 

Incensed  by  this  indifference,  which  he  construed  into 
an  insult  or  a  refusal  to  submit  to  service,  the  overseer 
struck  him  over  the  shoulders  with  the  cowhide. 

The  Moor  jumped  up,  uttered  a  savage  roar,  and  threw 
himself  on  the  overseer  to  the  full  length  of  his  chain, 
throwing  him  down  in  the  violence  of  his  rage,  and,  but 
for  several  sailors  and  soldiers,  would  have  strangled 
him. 

The  captive  who  raised  his  hand  against  one  of  the 
officers  of  the  galley  was  subjected  to  terrible  punish- 
ment. 

He  was  to  be  stretched  half  naked  on  one  of  the  larg- 
est cannon  in  the  rambade,  called  the  chase-gun,  and 
two  men,  armed  with  sharp  thongs,  were  to  lash  him 
until  he  lost  consciousness. 

This  sentence  had  been  pronounced  that  morning  on 
the  Moor  by  the  commander.  Knowing  the  inflexible 
character  of  his  brother,  Elzear  did  not  think  of  asking 
mercy  for  the  offender  ;  he  only  desired  to  soften  the  cru- 
elty of  the  sentence  by  informing  the  captive  himself. 

The  Moor  had  but  recently  embarked,  and  was  utterly 
ignorant  of  the  fate  which  awaited  him.  Father  Elzear 
feared  that,  by  informing  him  suddenly  or  sternly  of  the 
punishment  he  was  about  to  undergo,  the  poor  cajitive 
might  give  way  to  another  outburst  of  fury,  and  thus 
incur  additional  suffering.  Approaching  him,  he  found 
him   in  that  condition  of  torpor  and  melancholy    into 
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which  he  always  sank  when  not  in  the  exercise  of  his 
painful  tasks.  He  wore,  like  the  other  galley-slaves,  a 
mantle  of  gray  stuff  with  a  hood,  and  linen  drawers ;  an 
iron  hand  encircled  one  of  his  naked  legs,  and  the  chain 
by  which  he  was  fastened  reached  the  length  of  an  iron 
bar  from  the  side  of  the  bench.  His  hood,  drawn  over 
the  fez  or  red  wool  cap  which  he  wore,  threw  a  trans- 
parent shade  over  his  sunburnt  face ;  he  held  his  arms 
crossed  over  his  breast ;  his  fixed  and  open  eyes  seemed 
to  look  without  seeing;  his  features  were  delicate  and 
regular,  and  his  whole  exterior  announced  nothing  except 
a  man  habituated  to  fatigue  and  hard  labour. 

Father  Elzear,  as  did  the  greater  number  of  the 
Brothers  of  Mercy,  spoke  Arabic  fluently.  He  ap- 
proached the  captive  gently,  and,  touching  him  lightly 
on  the  arm,  woke  him  from  his  reverie. 

As  he  recognised  Father  Elzear,  who  had  always  had 
for  him  a  consoling  word,  the  Moor  smiled  sadly,  took 
the  hand  of  the  priest,  and  pressed  it  to  his  lips. 

"My  brother  is  always  absorbed  in  his  sorrows?" 
said  Father  Elzear,  seating  himself  on  the  extremity 
of  the  bench,  and  taking  the  two  hands  of  the  slave  in 
his  own  trembling,  venerable  hands. 

"  My  wife  and  my  child  are  far  away,"  replied  the 
Moor,  sadly ;  "  they  do  not  know  that  I  am  a  captive ; 
they  are  waiting  for  me." 

"  My  dear  son  must  not  lose  all  hope,  all  courage. 
God  protects  those  who  suffer  with  resignation.  He 
loves  those  who  love  their  own ;  my  brother  will  see 
his  wife  and  child  again." 

The  Moor  shook  his  head,  then,  with  a  sadly  expressive 
manner,  he  lifted  his  right  hand  and  pointed  to  the  sky. 

Father  Elzear  comprehended  the  mute  gesture,  and 
said: 

"  No,  it  is  not  up  there  that  my  brother  will  see  again 
those  whom  he  longs  for.  It  will  be  here,  —  on  the 
earth." 
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"  I  shall  die  too  soon,  father,  so  far  from  my  wife  and 
child ;  I  shall  not  live  to  see  them  again." 

"  We  ought  never  to  despair  of  the  divine  mercy,  my 
brother.  Many  poor  slaves  have  said,  like  you,  '■  I  shall 
never  see  ray  loved  ones  again,'  yet  at  this  moment  they 
are  with  their  own,  peaceful  and  happy.  Often  the 
galleys  of  religion  exchange  their  captives ;  why,  my 
brother,  should  you  not  be  included  some  day  in  these 
exchanges  ? " 

"•  Some  day  !  Perhaps !  That  is  my  only  hope,"  said 
the  Moor,  despondently. 

"  Poor,  unhappy  man !  then  why  will  you  say 
'  never ' ?  " 

"  My  father  is  right.  Never,  —  never  —  oh,  that 
would  be  too  horrible !     Yes,  —  perhaps,  —  some  day  !  " 

And  a  pathetic  smile  played  upon  the  lips  of  the 
Moor. 

Father  Elzear  hesitated  to  make  the  fatal  confidence. 
Yet  the  hour  was  approaching  and  he  resolved  to  speak. 

"  My  brother  has  won  the  confidence  of  all  by  his 
gentleness  and  courage ;  why,  then,  this  morning  did 
he  —  " 

Father  Elzear  could  not  continue. 

The  Moor  looked  at  him,  astonished. 

"  Why,  this  morning,  instead  of  obeying  the  overseer's 
orders,  did  my  brother  strike  him?" 

"  I  struck  him,  father,  because  he  struck  me  without 
cause." 

"  Alas !  no  doubt  you  were,  as  a  little  while  ago, 
absorbed  in  your  sad  reflections ;  they  prevented  your 
hearing  the  overseer's  orders." 

"Did  he  give  me  orders?"  asked  the  Moor,  with  a 
startled  air. 

"  Twice,  my  brother ;  he  even  reprimanded  you  for 
not  performing  them.  Taking  your  silence  for  an  insult, 
he  then  struck  you." 

"  It  must  be  as  you  say,  father.    I  repent  having  struck 
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the  overseer.  T  did  not  hear  him.  In  dreaming  of  the 
past,  I  forgot  the  present.  I  saw  again  my  little  home 
in  Gigeri ;  my  little  Acoub  came  to  meet  me.  I  was 
listening  to  his  voice,  and,  raising  my  eyes,  I  saw  his 
mother  opening  the  blinds  of  our  balcony." 

Then,  with  these  words,  returning  to  his  former  posi- 
tion, the  Moor  bowed  his  head  in  heaviness  and  despond- 
ency, and  two  tears  flowed  down  his  bronzed  cheeks,  as 
he  said,  with  a  heartrending  expression :  "  And  then, 
nothing  more,  —  nothing  more." 

At  the  aspect  of  this  man,  already  so  unhappy,  the 
good  brother  shuddered  at  the  thought  of  what  he  must 
tell  him ;  he  was  on  the  point  of  giving  up  the  painful 
mission,  but  he  took  courage,  and  said : 

"  I  am  very  sorry  that  my  brother  was  so  absorbed 
this  morning,  because  I  know  he  did  not  mean  to  strike 
the  overseer.  But,  alas,  discipline  demands  that  he  must 
be  punished  for  it.'' 

"  Pardon  me,  father,  that  I  was  not  able  to  repress 
my  first  movement.  Since  my  captivity,  it  was  the  first 
happy  dream  I  have  had.  The  blows  of  the  whip  tore 
me  away  from  this  cherished  dream.  I  was  furious,  not 
with  pain,  but  with  sorrow.  Besides,  what  matters  it  ? 
I  am  a  slave  here ;  I  will  endure  the  punishment." 

"  But  this  punishment  is  cruel,  my  poor,  unfortunate 
brother,  —  it  is  so  cruel  that  I  will  not  leave  you  during 
its  execution ;  it  is  so  cruel  that  I  will  be  near  you, 
and  I  will  pray  for  you,  and  my  loving  hands  at  least 
shall  clasp  your  hands  contracted  in  agony." 

The  Moor  looked  at  Father  Elzear  intently,  then 
said,  with  an  accent  of  resignation,  almost  of  indiffer- 
ence : 

"  Shall  I  have,  then,  to  suffer  so  much  ?  " 

The  priest,  without  replying  to  him,  pressed  his  hands 
more  strongly  in  his  own,  and  fixed  his  tearful  eyes  on 
his  face. 

"  Yet  I  did  my  duty  as  a  slave,  the  best  that  I  could 
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possibly  do.  But  what  matters  it ! "  said  the  Moor, 
sighing ;  "God  will  bless  you,  father,  for  not  forsaking 
me.     And  when  am  I  to  suffer  ? " 

"  To-day  —  presently  —  " 

"  What  must  I  do,  good  old  father  ?  Bear  it,  and 
bless  God  that  he  has  sent  you  to  me  in  this  fatal 
moment." 

"  Poor  creature  I "  cried  Father  Elzear,  profoundly 
moved  by  this  resignation,  "  you  do  not  know,  alas,  what 
you  will  have  to  suffer !  " 

And,  with  a  trembling  voice,  the  priest  explained  to 
him  in  a  few  words  the  nature  of  the  suffering  he  was 
to  endure. 

The  Moor  shuddered  a  little,  and  said :  "  At  least,  my 
wife  and  child  will  know  nothing  of  it." 

At  this  moment  the  captain  of  the  mast  and  four  sol- 
diers, wearing  cassocks  of  black  felt  with  white  crosses, 
approached  the  bench  to  which  the  Moor  was  chained. 

"  Hugues,"  said  Father  Elzear  to  the  captain,  "  sus- 
pend the  execution,  I  pray  you,  until  I  have  spoken  with 
my  brother." 

The  discipline  established  on  the  galley  was  so  severe, 
so  absolute,  that  the  gunner  looked  at  the  priest  with 
an  undecided  air,  but,  thanks  to  the  respect  that  Father 
Elzear  inspired,  he  did  not  dare  refuse  his  request. 

The  father  hastened  to  the  chamber  of  the  commander, 
in  order  to  intercede  with  him  for  the  unhappy  Moor. 

After  having  crossed  the  narrow  passage  which  con- 
ducted to  his  brother's  apartment,  he  saw  the  key  of  the 
door  enveloped  in  crape. 

This  sign,  always  respected,  announced  that  the  com- 
mander forbade  absolutely  and  to  all  the  entrance  to  his 
chamber. 

Nevertheless,  the  Moor  inspired  such  interest  that 
Father  FAzeav,  although  well-nigh  convinced  of  the  futil- 
ity of  his  effort,  desired  to  make  one  last  trial. 

He  entered  the  commander's  chamber. 
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CHAPTER   XXllI. 

THE    COMMANDER. 

The  spectacle  which  met  the  eyes  of  Father  Elzear 
was  both  frightful  and  solemn. 

The  chamber,  which  was  very  small,  and  lighted  only 
by  two  narrow  windows,  was  hung  with  black. 

A  coffin  of  white  wood,  filled  with  ashes,  and  fastened 
to  the  floor  by  screws,  served  as  a  bed  for  Commander 
Pierre  des  Anbiez. 

Above  this  funereal  bed  was  suspended  the  portrait  of 
a  young  man  wearing  a  cuirass,  and  leaning  on  a  helmet. 
An  aquiline  nose,  a  delicate  and  gracefully  chiselled 
mouth,  and  large,  sea-green  eyes  gave  to  this  face  an 
expression  which  was,  at  the  same  time,  proud  and 
benevolent. 

Below  the  frame,  on  a  tablet,  was  writton  distinctly 
the  date  December  25,  1613  ;  a  black  curtain  hanging 
near  the  picture  could  be  drawn  over  it  at  pleasure. 

Weapons  of  war,  attached  to  a  rack,  constituted  the 
sole  ornaments  of  this  gruesome  habitation. 

Pierre  des  Anbiez  had  not  observed  the  entrance  of 
his  brother.  On  his  knees  before  his  praying-desk,  the 
commander  was  half  covered  with  a  coarse  haircloth, 
which  he  wore  night  and  day  ;  his  shoulders  were  bare. 
By  the  drops  of  coagulated  blood,  and  by  the  furrows 
which  veined  his  flesh,  it  could  be  seen  that  he  had  just 
inflicted  upon  himself  a  bloody  discipline.  His  bowed 
head  rested  on  his  two  hands,  and  now  and  then  convuls 
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ive  shudders  shook  his  lacerated  shoulders,  as  if  his 
breast  heaved  under  the  agony  of  suppressed  sobs.  The 
prajing-desk,  where  he  was  kneeling,  was  placed  below 
the  two  small  windows,  which  admitted  an  occasional  and 
doubtful  light  into  this  chamber. 

In  the  midst  of  this  dim  light  the  pale  face  and  long 
white  vestments  of  Father  Elzear  contrasted  strangely 
with  the  wainscoting  hung  with  black  ;  he  looked  like 
a  spectre.  He  stood  there  as  if  petrified ;  he  had  never 
believed  his  brother  capable  of  such  mortifications,  and, 
lifting  his  hands  to  Heaven,  he  uttered  a  profound  sigh. 

The  commander  started.  He  turned  around  quickly, 
and,  seeing  in  the  shadow  the  immovable  figure  of  Father 
Elzear,  cried,  in  terror : 

"  Are  you  a  spirit  ?  Do  you  come  to  ask  account  of 
the  blood  I  have  shed  ? "  His  countenance  was  frightful. 
Never  remorse,  never  despair,  never  terror  impressed  its 
seal  more  terribly  upon  the  brow  of  guilt ! 

His  eyes,  red  with  weeping,  were  fixed  and  haggard ; 
his  gray,  closely  shaven  hair  seemed  to  bristle  upon  his 
brow  ;  his  bluish  lips  trembled  with  fear,  and  his  scraggy, 
muscular  arms  were  extended  before  him  as  if  they 
entreated  a  supernatural  vision. 

"  My  brother !  my  brother !  "  exclaimed  Elzear,  throw- 
ing himself  upon  the  commander.  "  My  brother,  it  is 
I ;  may  God  be  with  you  !  " 

Pierre  des  Anbiez  stared  at  the  good  brother  as  if  he 
did  not  recognise  him ;  then,  sinking  down  before  his 
praying-desk,  he  let  his  head  fall  on  his  breast,  and 
cried,  in  a  hollow  voice  ; 

"  The  Lord  is  never  with  a  murderer,  and  yet,"  added 
he,  raising  his  head  half-way  and  looking  at  the  por- 
trait in  terror,  "  and  yet,  to  expiate  my  crime,  I  have 
placed  the  face  of  my  victim  always  under  my  eyes ! 
There,  on  my  bed  of  ashes,  where  I  seek  a  repose  which 
flies  from  me,  at  every  hour  of  the  day,  at  every  hour  of 
the  night,  I  behold  the  unrelenting  face  of  him  who  says 
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to  me  unceasingly,  '  Murderer !  Murderer !  You  have 
shed  my  blood  !     Be  accursed  ! '  " 

"  My  brother,  oh,  my  brother,  come  back  to  your 
senses,"  whispered  the  father.  He  feared  the  voice  of 
the  commander  might  be  heard  outside. 

Without  replying  to  his  brother,  the  commander  with- 
drew himself  from  his  arms,  rose  to  the  full  height  of 
his  tall  stature,  and  approached  the  portrait. 

"■  For  twenty  years  there  has  not  passed  a  day  in  which 
I  have  not  wept  my  crime !  For  twenty  years  have  I 
not  tried  to  expiate  this  murder  by  the  most  cruel  aus- 
terities ?  What  more  do  you  wish,  infernal  memory  ? 
What  more  do  you  ask  ?  You,  also,  —  you,  my  victim, 
have  you  not  shed  blood,  —  the  blood  of  my  accomplice  ? 
But  alas  I  alas !  this  blood,  you  could  shed  it,  you,  — 
vengeance  gave  you  the  right,  while  I  am  the  infamous 
assassin!  Oh,  yes,  vengeance  is  just  I  Strike,  strike, 
then,  without  pity  !  Soon  the  hand  of  God  will  strike 
me  eternally ! " 

Overcome  by  emotion,  the  commander,  almost  deprived 
of  consciousness,  again  fell  on  his  knees,  half  recumbent 
upon  the  coffin  which  served  him  as  bed. 

Father  Elzear  had  never  discovered  his  brother's  se- 
cret. He  knew  him  to  be  a  prey  to  profound  melancholy, 
but  was  ignorant  of  the  cause,  and  now  was  frightened 
and  distressed  at  the  dreadful  confidence  betrayed  in  a 
moment  of  involuntary  excitement. 

That  Pierre  des  Anbiez,  a  man  of  iron  character,  of 
invincible  courage,  should  fall  into  such  remorseful  mel- 
ancholy and  weakness  and  despair,  argued  a  cause  that 
was  terrible  indeed ! 

The  intrepidity  of  the  commander  was  proverbial  ;  in 
the  midst  of  the  most  frightful  perils,  his  cool  daring 
had  been  the  wonder  of  all  who  beheld  it.  His  gloomy 
impassibility  had  never  forsaken  him  before,  even  amid 
the  awful  combats  a  seaman  is  compelled  to  wage  with 
the  elements.     His  courage  approached  ferocity.     Once 
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engaged  in  battle,  once  in  the  thick  of  the  fight,  ho 
never  gave  quarter  to  the  pirates.  But  this  fever  of 
massacre  ceased  when  the  battle-cries  of  the  combat- 
ants and  the  sight  of  the  blood  excited  him  no  longer. 
Then  he  became  calm  and  humane,  although  pitiless 
toward  the  least  fault  of  discipline.  He  had  sustained 
the  most  brilliant  engagements  with  Barbarj  pirates. 
His  black  galley  was  the  terror  as  well  as  the  constant 
aim  of  attack  among  the  pirates,  but,  thanks  to  the 
superiority  of  equipment.  Our  Lady  of  Seven  Sorrows 
had  never  been  captured,  and  her  defeats  had  cost  the 
enemy  dear. 

Father  Elzear,  seated  on  the  edge  of  the  coffin,  sus- 
tained the  head  of  his  brother  on  his  knees.  The  com- 
mander, as  pale  as  a  ghost,  lay  unconscious,  his  brow  wet 
with  a  cold  sweat.  At  last  he  regained  his  consciousness, 
and  looked  around  him  with  a  sad  and  astonished  air ; 
then,  throwing  a  glance  upon  his  arms  and  naked  shoul- 
ders, scarcely  covered  by  the  haircloth,  he  asked  the 
priest,  abruptly : 

"  How  came  you  here,  Elzear  ?" 

"  Although  there  was  crape  on  your  door,  Pierre,  I 
thought  I  could  enter.  The  matter  T^hich  brought  me 
to  you  is  a  very  important  one." 

An  expression  of  keen  dissatisfaction  was  depicted  on 
the  commander's  countenance,  as  he  cried : 

"  And  I  have  been  talking,  no  doubt  ?  " 

"  The  Lord  has  been  moved  to  pity  by  your  words,  but 
I  have  not  understood  them,  my  brother.  Besides,  your 
mind  was  distracted ;  you  were  under  the  domination  of 
some  fatal  illusion." 

Pierre  smiled  bitterly.  "  Yes,  it  was  an  illusion,  —  a 
dream,"  said  he.  "  You  know,  I  am  sometimes  over- 
come by  dreadful  imaginations,  and  become  delirious,  — 
that  is  why  I  wish  to  be  alone  in  these  periods  of  mad- 
ness. Believe  me,  Elzear,  then  the  presence  of  any 
human  being  is  intolerable  to  me,  for  I  fear  even  you." 
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As  he  said  these  words,  the  commander  entered  a 
closet  adjoining  his  chamber,  and  soon  came  out  dressed 
in  a  long  robe  of  black  woollen  cloth,  on  which  was 
quartered  the  white  cross  of  his  order. 

The  figure  of  Pierre  des  Anbiez  was  tall,  erect,  and 
robust.  His  thin,  nervous  limbs  showed,  in  spite  of  age, 
an  uncommon  vigour.  His  features  were  severe  and 
warlike;  thick,  black  eyebrows  shaded  his  deep-set,  hol- 
low, burning  eyes,  which  seemed  always  to  glow  with 
the  sombre  fire  of  a  fever ;  a  deep  scar  divided  his  brow, 
and  furrowed  his  cheek  until  it  was  lost  in  his  gray, 
short,  and  bushy  beard. 

Returning  to  his  chamber,  he  walked  back  and  forth, 
his  hands  crossed  behind  his  back,  without  saying  a  word 
to  his  brother. 

Finally  he  paused  and  extended  to  the  priest  his  hand, 
which  had  been  painfully  torn  by  a  gunshot,  and  said: 

'*  The  sign  which  1  had  attached  to  my  door  ought  to 
have  assured  my  solitude.  From  the  first  ofiicer  to  the 
last  soldier  on  my  galley,  no  one  dares  enter  here  after 
seeing  that  sign.  1  thought  myself  alone,  as  much  alone 
as  in  the  depth  of  a  cloister,  or  the  most  hidden  cell  of 
the  great  penitentiary  of  our  order.  So,  my  brother, 
although  you  have  seen,  although  you  have  heard,  per- 
mit me  to  ask  you  never  to  say  a  word  on  this  subject. 
Let  what  has  passed  here  be  forgotten,  —  as  sacred  as  a 
confession  made  by  a  dying  man  under  the  seal  of  the 
confessional." 

"  It  shall  be  as  you  desire,  Pierre,"  replied  Father  El- 
zear,  sadly.  "  I  think  of  it  only  with  pain  that  I  cannot 
help  you  in  the  sorrows  which  have  burdened  you  so 
long." 

"  Reassure  yourself.  It  is  not  given  to  the  power  of 
man  to  console  me,"  replied  the  commander.  Then,  as 
if  he  feared  to  wound  the  affection  of  his  brother,  he 
added : 

"  Yet  your  fraternal  friendship  and  that  of  Raimond 
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are  very  dear  to  me  ;  but,  alas,  although  the  dews  of  May 
and  the  sweet  rains  of  June  may  fall  in  the  sea,  they  can 
never  sweeten  the  bitterness  of  its  deep  waters.  But  what 
did  you  come  to  ask  me  ?  " 

"  Pardon  for  a  poor  Moor  condemned  this  morning  to 
the  chase-gim." 

"  That  sentence  has  been  executed,  and  it  could  not 
be,  my  brother,  that  I  should  ever  grant  you  this  pardon." 

"  Thank  God,  the  sentence  has  not  been  executed ; 
there  is  still  some  hope  left  me,  Pierre." 

"  The  hour-glass  stands  at  two.  I  gave  order  to  the 
captain  of  the  mast  to  tie  the  Moor  to  the  chase-gun  at 
one  o'clock ;  the  slave  ought  to  be  now  in  the  hands  of 
the  surgeon  and  chaplain,  —  may  God  save  the  soul  of  this 
pagan,  if  his  body  has  not  been  able  to  endure  the  pun- 
ishment." 

"  At  my  earnest  request,  the  captain  of  the  mast 
suspended  the  execution,  my  brother." 

"  You  cannot  say  what  is  not  true,  Elzear,  but  this 
moment  you  have  made  a  fatal  gift  to  the  captain  of  the 
mast." 

"  Pierre,  remember  that  I  alone  am  responsible. 
Pardon,  I  pray  —  " 

"  Holy  Cross  !  "  cried  the  commander,  impetuously, "  for 
the  first  time  since  I  have  commanded  this  galley,  shall 
I  pardon,  in  the  same  day,  two  of  the  gravest  faults  that 
can  be  committed  :  the  revolt  of  a  slave  against  a  sub- 
ordinate officer,  and  the  want  of  discipline  in  the  subordi- 
nate officer  toward  his  chief  ?  No,  no,  that  is  impossible  !  " 

The  commander  took  a  whistle  from  his  belt  and  blew 
a  shrill  note  through  the  little  silver  tube. 

A  page  clothed  in  black  appeared  at  the  door. 

"  The  captain  of  the  mast ! "  said  the  commander, 
abruptly.     The  page  went  out. 

"  Ah,  my  brother,  will  you  be  altogether  without  pity  ? " 
cried  Elzear,  in  a  tone  of  sad  reproach. 

"  Without  pity  ?  "  and  the  commander  smiled  bitterly, 
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"  yes,  without  pity  for  the  faults  of  others,  as  for  my  own 
faults." 

The  priest,  remembering  the  terrible  chastisement 
that  his  brother  had  just  inflicted  upon  himself,  realised 
that  such  a  man  must  be  inexorable  in  the  observance  of 
discipline,  and  bowed  his  head,  renoimcing  all  hope. 

The  captain  of  the  mast  entered. 

"  You  will  remain  eight  nights  in  irons  on  the  ram- 
bade,"  said  the  commander. 

The  sailor  bowed  respectfully,  without  uttering  a 
word. 

"  Let  the  chaplain  and  surgeon  be  informed  that  the 
Moor  is  to  be  chastised  on  the  chase-gun." 

The  captain  of  the  mast  bowed  more  profoundly  still 
and  disappeared. 

"  I,  at  least,  will  not  abandon  this  poor  wretch  !  "  cried 
Father  Elzear,  rising  hurriedly  in  order  to  accompany  him. 

The  good  iDrother  went  out,  and  Pierre  des  Anbiez 
resumed  his  slow  promenade  in  his  chamber. 

From  time  to  time  his  eyes  were  attracted,  in  spite 
of  himself,  by  the  fatal  portrait  of  the  man  for  whose 
murder  he  suffered  such  remorse. 

Then  his  steps  became  irregular  and  his  face  became 
sad  and  gloomy  again. 

For  the  first  time  perhaps  in  many  years,  he  felt  a 
thrill  of  pain  at  the  thought  of  the  cruel  suffering  the 
Moor  was  about  to  undergo. 

This  punishment  was  just  and  deserved,  but  he  remem- 
bered that  the  unhappy  captive  had  been,  up  to  that  time, 
gentle,  submissive,  and  industrious.  Yet  such  was  the 
inflexibility  of  his  character  that  he  reproached  himself 
for  this  involuntary  pity,  as  a  culpable  weakness. 

Finally  the  solemn  flourishes  of  the  trumpets  of  the 
galley  announced  that  the  execution  was  finished.  He 
heard  the  slow  and  regular  step  of  the  soldiers  and  sail- 
ors, who  were  breaking  ranks  after  having  assisted  at 
the  punishment. 
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Soon  Father  Elzear  entered,  pale,  dismayed,  his  eyes 
bathed  in  tears,  and  his  cassock  stained  with  blood. 

"  Ah,  my  brother !  my  brother  !  if  you  assisted  at  these 
executions,  never  in  your  life  could  you  have  the  heart 
to  order  them." 

"  And  the  Moor  ? "  asked  the  commander,  without 
replying  otherwise  to  his  brother. 

"  I  held  his  poor  hands  in  mine ;  he  endured  the  first 
blows  with  heroic  resignation,  closing  his  eyes  to  arrest 
the  tears,  and  saying  nothing  but,  "  My  good  father,  do 
not  abandon  me."  But  when  the  pain  became  intoler- 
able, when  the  blood  began  to  gush  out  under  the  thongs, 
the  unhappy  man  seemed  to  concentrate  all  his  powers 
upon  one  thought,  which  might  give  him  courage  to  en- 
dure this  martyrdom.  His  face  took  on  an  expression 
of  painful  ecstasy  ;  then  he  seemed  ta  conquer  pain,  even 
to  defy  it,  and  cried,  with  an  accent  which  came  from 
the  very  depths  of  his  paternal  heart,  '  My  son !  my  son  ! 
Acoub,  my  beloved  child ! '  " 

As  he  told  of  the  punishment  and  last  words  of  the 
Moor,  Father  Elzear  could  no  longer  restrain  his  tears ; 
he  wept  as  he  continued  : 

"  Ah,  Pierre,  if  you  had  heard  him  —  if  you  only  knew 
with  what  passionate  feeling  he  uttered  those  words, 
*  My  son !  my  beloved  child,'  you  would  have  had  pity 
on  this  poor  father,  whom  they  have  carried  off  in  a  state 
of  unconsciousness." 

What  was  the  astonishment  of  Father  Elzear,  when 
he  saw  the  commander,  overwhelmed  with  emotion,  hide 
his  head  in  his  hands  and  cry,  sobbing  convulsively : 

"  A  son !  a  son !  I,  too,  have  a  son !  " 
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THE    POLACRE. 

The  day  after  the  execution  of  the  sentence  on  the 
Moor,  the  north  wind  was  blowing  with  increasing 
violence. 

The  waves  hurled  themselves  with  fnry  against  the 
girdle  of  rocks  through  which  opened  the  narrow  pas- 
sage which  led  into  the  road  of  Tolari. 

About  eleven  o'clock  in  the  morning,  Captain  Simon, 
mounted  on  the  platform  of  the  rambade,  was  talking 
with  Captain  Hugues  about  the  punishment  which  oc- 
curred the  day  before,  and  of  the  courage  of  the  Moor. 

Suddenly  they  saw  a  polacre,  her  sails  almost  torn 
away,  flying  before  the  tempest  with  the  rapidity  of  an 
arrow,  and  about  to  enter  the  dangerous  pass  of  which 
we  have  spoken. 

Sometimes  the  frail  vessel,  rising  on  the  crest  of  the 
towering  waves,  would  show  the  edge  of  her  keel  run- 
ning with  foam  like  the  breast  of  a  race-horse. 

Again,  sinking  in  the  hollow  of  the  waves,  she  would 
plunge  with  such  violence  that  her  stern  would  be 
almost  perpendicular. 

Soon  they  could  distinguish  on  the  deluged  deck  two 
men  enveloped  in  brown  mantles  with  hoods,  who  were 
employing  every  possible  effort  to  hold  the  whip-staff  of 
the  rudder. 

Five  other  sailors,  squatting  at  the  prow,  or  holding 
on  to  the  rigging,  awaited  the  moment  to  aid  in  the 
manoeuvre. 
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So,  by  turns  carried  to  the  top  of  the  waves  and 
plunged  in  their  depths,  the  polacre  was  hastening  with 
frightful  speed  to  the  narrow  entrance  of  the  channel, 
where  the  waves  were  dashing  "with  fury. 

"  By  St.  Elmo  !  "  cried  Captain  Simon, "  there's  a  ship 
gone  to  destruction  !  " 

"  She  is  lost,"  replied  Hugues,  coldly  ;  "  in  a  few  min- 
utes her  rigging  and  hull  will  be  nothing  but  a  wreck, 
and  her  sailors  will  be  corpses.  May  the  Lord  save  the 
souls  of  our  brothers  !  " 

"  Why  did  he  dare  venture  in  this  passage  at  such  a 
time  ?  "  said  the  gunner. 

"  If  a  man  is  to  be  shipwrecked  it  is  better  to  perish 
with  a  feeble  hope.  When  a  man  hopes,  he  prays,  and 
dies  a  Christian  ;  when  he  despairs,  he  blasphemes,  and 
dies  a  pagan. 

"  Look,  look,  Simon,  there  is  the  little  boat  going  into 
the  breakers  ;  it  is  all  up  with  her ! " 

At  that  moment  the  commander,  who  had  been  in- 
formed of  the  approach  of  the  vessel  and  of  her  desper- 
ate condition,  appeared  on  deck  with  all  the  chevaliers, 
officers,  and  others  who  manned  the  galley. 

After  carefully  examining  the  polacre  and  the  break- 
ers, Pierre  des  Anbiez  called  out,  in  a  loud  and  solemn 
voice : 

"  Let  the  two  long-boats  be  ready  and  equipped  to 
gather  the  corpses  on  the  beach :  no  human  power  can 
save  this  unfortunate  ship.     Only  God  can  help  her." 

While  the  overseers  superintended  the  execution  of 
this  order,  the  commander,  turning  to  the  chaplain, 
said  : 

"  My  brother,  let  us  say  the  prayers  for  the  dying,  for 
these  unfortunate  men.  Brothers,  on  your  knees.  Let 
the  crew  uncover." 

It  was  a  grand  and  imposing  spectacle. 

All  the  chevaliers,  clothed  in  black,  were  kneeling 
bareheaded  on  the  deck ;  the ,  bell  for  prayer  dolefully 
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tolled  a  funeral  knell  amid  the  wild  shrieks  of  the 
tempest. 

The  slaves  were  also  on  their  knees  and  uncovered. 

In  the  rear,  in  the  middle  of  a  group  of  chevaliers 
dressed  in  black,  Father  Elzear  in  his  white  cassock 
could  be  distinguished. 

Prayers  for  the  dying  were  said  with  as  much  solem- 
nity as  if  they  were  being  recited  in  a  church  on  land,  or 
in  a  cloister. 

It  was  not  a  mere  form ;  these  monk-soldiers  were 
sad  and  contemplative.  As  sailors  they  saw  a  vessel 
without  hope ;  as  Christians  they  prayed  for  the  souls  of 
their  brothers.  In  fact  the  polacre  seemed  in  danger  of 
going  down  every  moment.  The  furious  waves,  rushing 
into  the  channel  on  their  way  to  the  sea,  broke  the  cur- 
rent and  whirled  and  tossed  in  every  direction.  Her 
sails,  by  which  she  might  have  made  steady  headway, 
were  blown  under  the  enormous  rocks ;  her  rudder 
was  useless,  and  she  was  at  the  mercy  of  the  wind 
and  waters  which  rushed  back  and  forth  in  unabating 
rage. 

The  prayers  and  chants  continued  without  cessation. 

Above  all  the  other  voices  could  be  heard  the  manly, 
sonorous  voice  of  the  commander.  The  slaves  on  their 
knees  looked  in  sullen  apathy  on  this  desperate  struggle 
of  man  against  the  elements. 

Suddenly,  by  an  unhoped-for  chance,  either  because 
the  polacre  was  of  such  perfect  construction,  or  because 
she  responded  finally  to  the  action  of  her  rudder,  or 
because  the  little  triangular  sail  that  she  hoisted  caught 
some  current  of  the  upper  air,  the  gallant  little  vessel 
steadied  herself,  resumed  her  headway,  and  cleared  the 
dangerous  passage  with  the  rapidity  and  lightness  of  a 
sea-gull. 

A  few  minutes  after  she  was  out  of  danger,  calmly 
sailing  the  waters  of  the  road. 

This  manoeuvre  was  so  unforeseen,  so  wonderful,  and 
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so  well  executed,  that  for  a  moment  astonishment  sus- 
pended the  prayers  of  the  chevaliers. 

The  commander,  amazed,  said  to  the  officers,  after  a 
few  moments  of  breathless  silence : 

"  My  brothers,  let  us  thank  the  Lord  for  having 
heard  our  prayers,  and  let  us  sing  a  song  of  thanks- 
giving." 

While  the  galley  resounded  with  this  pious  and  solemn 
invocation,  the  polacre,  TJie  Holy  Terror  to  the  3Ioors,  for 
it  was  she,  was  beating  about  in  the  road  with  very  little 
sail,  in  order  to  approach  the  black  galley. 

She  was  but  a  little  distance  from  her  when  a  cannon- 
shot,  sent  from  the  rambade  of  Our  Lady  of  Seven  Sor- 
rou's,  signalled  her  to  hoist  her  ilag  and  lie  to. 

A  second  cannon-shot  ordered  her  to  send  her  captain 
on  board  the  black  galley.  Whatever  interest  this  ves- 
sel inspired  in  the  commander  when  she  was  in  danger, 
her  perils  past,  she  must  conform  to  the  established  rules 
for  visiting  ships. 

Soon  the  polacre  lay  to,  and  her  little  boat,  equipped 
with  two  rowers  and  steered  by  a  third  sailor,  approached 
the  stern  of  the  galley. 

The  man  who  was  at  the  helm  left  the  whip-staff, 
slowly  climbed  the  stairs  of  the  first  seat  of  rowers,  and 
stood  before  the  commander  and  his  chevaliers,  who  had 
gathered  together  in  the  rear  of  the  galley.  The  sailor 
in  question  was  no  other  than  our  old  acquaintance,  the 
worthy  Luquin  Trinquetaille.  His  hooded  mantle,  his 
boots,  and  his  breeches  of  coarse  wool  were  running  with 
water. 

As  he  set  foot  on  the  deck  of  the  galley  he  respect- 
fully allowed  his  hood  to  fall  back  on  his  shoulders,  and 
it  could  be  easily  seen  that  his  good,  honest  face  was 
still  excited  by  the  -terrible  experience  through  which 
he  had  just  passed. 

The  commander,  in  his  visits  to  Maison-Forte,  had 
often  seen  Luquin,  and  was  agreeably  surprised  to  recog- 
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nise    a    man    who   could   give   him  some  news  of  his 
brother,  Raimond  V. 

"  The  Lord  has  rescued  your  ship  from  a  great  peril," 
said  the  commander  to  him.  "  We  have  already  prayed 
for  your  soul,  and  the  souls  of  your  companions." 

"  May  all  of  you  be  blessed,  M.  Commander ;  we 
had  need  of  it,  for  our  situation  was  awful ;  never 
since  I  have  been  at  sea  did  I  ever  take  part  in  such  a 
frolic." 

The  commander  replied  to  the  captahi,  sternly,  "  The 
trials  that  the  Lord  sends  us  are  not  frolics.  How  is 
my  brother  Raimond  ?  " 

"  Monseigneur  is  well,"  replied  Trinquetaille,  a  little 
ashamed  of  having  been  reproved  by  the  commander. 
"  1  left  him  in  good  health,  day  before  yesterday,  when 
I  left  Maison-Jorte." 

"  And  how  is  Mile,  des  Anbiez  ? "  asked  Father  Elzear, 
who  had  come  near. 

"  Mile,  des  Anbiez  is  very  well,  father,"  replied 
Luquin. 

"  Where  did  you  sail  from,  and  wliere  are  you  going?" 
asked  the  commander. 

"  M.  Commander,  yesterday  1  came  out  of  La.  Ciotat, 
with  three  fishing-boats,  all  armed,  in  order  to  cruise 
two  or  three  leagues  from  the  coasts  to  discover  the 
pirates." 

"  The  pirates  ?  " 

"  Yes,  M.  Commander.  A  pirate  chebec  appeared 
three  days  ago ;  Master  Peyrou  discovered  it.  All  the 
coast  is  alarmed  ;  they  expect  a  descent  from  the  pirates, 
and  they  are  right,  because  a  tartan  from  Nice,  that  I 
met  before  this  squall,  told  me  that  on  the  east  of  Cor- 
sica had  been  seen  three  vessels,  and  one  of  them  is  the 
Red  Galleon  of  Pog-Reis,  the  renegade." 

"  Pog-Reis  I  "  exclaimed  the  commander. 

"  Pog-Reis !  "  repeated  the  chevaliers,  who  surrounded 
the  commander. 
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"  Pog-Reis ! "  again  said  Pierre  des  Anbiez,  with  an 
expression  of  savage  satisfaction,  as  if  at  last  he  was 
about  to  meet  an  implacable  enemy  he  had  long  sought, 
but  who,  by  some  fatality,  had  always  escaped  him. 

"  What  were  you  going  to  do  at  Tolari  ? "  asked  the 
commander  of  Trinquetaille. 

"  To  speak  truly,  M.  Commander,  I  was  not  going  for 
pleasure.  Surprised  by  the  squall  yesterday,  I  was  beat- 
ing about  as  I  could,  but  the  weather  became  so  violent, 
and  thinking  my  polacrc  doomed,  I  made  a  vow  to  Our 
Lady  of  Protection,  and  risked  entering  the  pass,  that  I 
was  acquainted  with,  for  I  have  anchored  there  many 
a  time,  coming  from  the  coasts  of  Sardinia." 

"  The  Lord  grant  that  this  north  wind  may  stop  blow- 
ing ! "  said  the  commander ;  then,  addressing  his  expert 
pilot,  he  said,  "  What  do  you  think  of  .the  weather, 
pilot?" 

"  M.  Commander,  if  the  wind  increases  until  sunset, 
there  is  a  chance  that  it  will  cease  at  the  rising  of  the 
moon." 

"  If  that  is  so,  and  you  can  put  out  to-night  without 
danger,"  said  the  commander  to  Trinquetaille,  "  go  to 
La  Ciotat  and  inform  my  brother  of  my  arrival." 

"  And  that  will  be  a  great  joy  to  Maison-Forte,  M. 
commander,  although  your  arrival  there  may  be  useless, 
for  a  vessel  from  Marseilles,  that  I  met,  told  me  that 
soldiers  had  been  sent  to  La  Ciotat  with  the  captain  of 
the  company  of  the  guards  attending  the  Marshal  of 
Vitry.  They  said  that  these  troops  were  to  be  sent  to 
Maison-Forte,  in  consequence  of  the  affair  of  the  recorder 
Isnard." 

"  And  what  is  that  ? "  asked  the  commander  of  Luquin. 

The  captain  then  told  how  Raimond  V.,  instead  of  sub- 
mitting to  the  orders  of  the  Governor  of  Provence,  had 
had  his  emissary  chased  by  bulls. 

As  he  listened  to  the  narration  of  this  imprudent 
pleasantry  on  the  part  of  Raimond  V.,  the  commander 
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and  Father  Elzear  looked  at  each  other  sadly,  as  if  they 
deplored  the  foolish  and  rash  conduct  of  their  brother. 

"  Go  below  to  the  refectory,  and  the  head  waiter  will 
give  you  something  to  warm  and  strengthen  you,"  said 
the  commander  to  Luquin. 

The  captain  obeyed  this  order  with  gratitude,  and  re- 
turned to  the  prow,  followed  by  a  few  curious  sailors, 
anxious  to  learn  all  the  news  of  Provence. 

The  commander  entered  his  chamber  with  his 
brother,  and  said  to  him : 

"  As  soon  as  the  weather  will  permit,  we  will  depart 
for  Maison-Forte.  I  fear  much  that  Raimond  may  be 
the  victim  of  his  rashness  concerning  the  creatures  of 
the  cardinal.  The  Lord  grant  that  I  may  meet  Pog- 
Reis,  and  that  I  may  be  able  to  prevent  the  evil  which 
he  is  no  doubt  preparing  for  this  shore,  which  is  so  de- 
fenceless, and  for  the  unfortunate  city  of  La  Ciotat." 
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THE  RED  GALLEON  AND  THE  SYBARITE. 

About  the  same  time  that  The  Holy  Terror  to  the 
Moors  was  making  her  marvellous  entrance  into  the 
road  of  Tolari,  and  the  sad  and  black  galley  of  Malta 
was  standing  toward  her,  three  vessels  of  very  different 
character  were  anchored  in  Port  Mage,  quite  a  good 
road  situated  on  the  northeast  of  the  island  of  Port- 
Cros,  one  of  the  smallest  of  the  Hyeres  islands. 

Port-Cros,  about  six  or  seven  leagues  from  La  Ciotat, 
was  at  this  time  of  year  thickly  populated,  inasmuch 
as  the  season  for  tunnies  and  sardines  brought  many 
fishermen  there  who  made  it  a  temporary  home. 

Two  galleys  and  a  chebec  were  at  anchor  in  the  bay 
of  which  we  speak.  The  tempest  had  not  diminished  in 
violence,  but  the  waters  of  Port  Mage,  protected  by  the 
high  lands  on  the  northwest  side,  were  very  tranquil,  and 
reflected  in  their  calm  azure  the  brilliant  colours  which 
shone  from  the  Red  Galleon  of  Pog-Reis  and  the  green 
galley  of  Trimalcyon.  The  chebec,  commanded  by  Ere- 
bus, had  nothing  remarkable  in  its  exterior. 

The  fears  of  the  watchman  and  the  suspicions  of  Reine 
were  only  too  well  founded.  The  three  unknown  men 
of  the  gorges  of  Ollioules  were  no  other  than  pirate  cap- 
tains, not  natives  of  Barbary,  but  renegades. 

During  one  of  their  cruises,  they  got  possession  of  a 
Holland  vessel,  and  found  on  board  a  Muscovite  lord,  his 
son,  and  preceptor.  After  having  sold  them  as  slaves 
in  Algiers,  they  took  their  papers  and  had  the  audacity 
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to  disembark  at  Cette,  and,  coming  to  Marseilles  by  land, 
to  present  themselves  to  the  Marshal  of  Vitry  under  bor- 
rowed names.  The  marshal,  deceived  by  the  very  bold- 
ness of  this  artifice,  received  them  hospitably. 

After  a  sojourn  quite  profitably  employed  in  making 
inquiries  concerning  the  departures  and  arrivals  of 
vessels  of  commerce,  the  three  corsairs  returned  to 
Cette,  and  at  that  point  were  not  distant  from  the  coast 
of  Provence. 

They  contemplated  an  important  attack  on  this  sea- 
shore, and  had  been  keeping  themselves  sometimes  in 
one  of  the  numerous  bays  of  the  island  of  Corsica,  and 
sometimes  in  one  of  the  little  deserted  harbours  on  the 
coasts  of  France  or  of  Savoy ;  for,  at  this  period,  the 
shores  were  so  badly  guarded  that  pirates  risked  such 
positions  without  fear,  and  too  often  without  danger. 

There  was  as  much  difference  in  the  aspect  of  the  two 
pirate  galleys  of  which  we  speak,  and  that  of  the  com- 
mander, as  there  could  be  between  a  solemnly  attired 
nun  and  a  silly  Bohemian  girl  glittering  in  satin  and 
spangles.  One  was  as  silent  and  somber  as  the  others 
were  gay  and  blustering. 

We  prefer  to  conduct  the  reader  on  board  the  Sybarite^ 
a  galley  of  twenty-six  oars  commanded  by  Trimalcyon, 
and  anchored  a  few  cable  lengths  from  the  Red  Galleon 
of  Pog-Reis. 

The  construction  of  the  pirate  galleys  resembled  very 
much  that  of  the  galleys  of  Malta ;  but  the  ornamenta- 
tion and  splendour  of  the  furniture  and  accommodation 
inside  differed  greatly  from  them. 

The  crew  was  composed  of  slaves,  whether  Christians, 
negroes,  or  even  Turks,  as  the  renegades  took  little  pains 
as  to  the  manner  of  recruiting  the  service  of  their  vessels. 

Although  they  were  chained  to  their  benches,  as  were 
the  crews  on  the  galleys  of  Malta,  the  slaves  of  the 
Sybarite  seemed  to  partake  of  the  joyous  atmosphere 
which  surrounded  them. 
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Instead  of  having  a  ferocious,  morose,  or  dejected  air, 
their  countenances  expressed  a  vulgar  indifference  or  a 
cynical  insolence.  They  appeared  robust  and  capable 
of  enduring  the  severest  fatigue,  but  the  fear  inspired  by 
their  undisciplined  character  could  be  seen  in  the  heroic 
appointments  of  repression  which  surrounded  them. 

Two  pieces  of  ordnance  and  several  blunderbusses  on 
pivot,  constantly  turned  on  the  crew,  were  disposed  in 
such  a  manner  that  they  could  sweep  the  galley  from 
one  end  to  the  other. 

The  spahis,  or  select  soldiers  charged  with  superin- 
tending the  crew,  always  wore  long  pistols  in  their  belts, 
and  carried  a  battle-axe  in  their  hands. 

The  uniform  of  these  spahis  consisted  of  red  mantles, 
gaiters  of  embroidered  morocco,  and  a  coat  of  mail  un- 
derneath a  jacket  which  was  trimmed  with  yellow  lace. 

Their  scarlet  fez  was  surmounted  by  a  turban  of 
coarse  white  muslin,  loosely  rolled  in  the  antique  style 
which,  it  was  said,  ran  back  to  the  time  of  the  soldiers  of 
Hai-Keddin-Barberousse. 

The  costume  of  the  crew  was  not  uniform,  as  plunder 
and  pillage  were  the  principal  means  by  which  worn-out 
garments  were  replaced.  Some  of  them  wore  breeches 
and  doublets  upon  which  could  be  seen  the  marks  of  the 
gold  or  silver  lace  which  had  once  adorned  them,  and 
which  had  been  removed  for  the  profit  of  the  reis  or  the 
captain.  Others  were  clothed  in  the  coats  of  soldiers, 
and  some  even  wore  the  black  felt  garments  taken  from 
the  soldiers  of  religion. 

Notwithstanding  the  heterogeneous  appearance  of  the 
crew,  the  galley  of  Trimalcyon-Reis  was  kept  with  scru- 
pulous cleanliness.  Its  sea-green  colour,  relieved  with 
fillets  of  purple,  was,  at  the  stern,  richly  set  off  in  gold, 
and,  in  fact,  a  red  flag,  on  which  was  embroidered  in 
white  the  two-edged  scimitar,  called  Zulfekar,  was  the 
only  sign  liy  which  the  Sybarite  could  be  recognised  as 
a  pirate  vessel. 
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Not  far  distant  lay  at  anchor  the  Red  Galleon  of  Pog- 
Reis,  which  had  a  severer  and  more  warlike  appear- 
ance, and  near  the  entrance  of  the  bay  the  Tsekedery^ 
or  light  vessel  commanded  by  Erebus,  carried  the  same 
standard. 

The  coasts  of  France  were  then,  as  we  have  said,  in 
such  a  deplorable  state  of  defence  that  these  three  vesselj 
had  been  able,  without  the  slightest  obstacle,  to  put  into 
port,  in  order  to  escape  the  storm  which  raged  the  day 
before. 

If  the  exterior  of  the  Sybarite  was  splendid,  her  in- 
terior offered  all  the  refinements  of  the  most  elaljorate 
luxury,  in  which  there  was  a  happy  combination  of  the 
customs  of  the  West  and  the  East. 

A  dwarf  negro,  fantastically  attired,  had  just  struck 
three  resounding  blows  on  a  Chinese  gong  placed  at  the 
stern  near  the  helm.  At  this  signal  a  band  of  musical 
instruments  ])erformed  some  martial  airs.  It  was  the 
dinner-hour  of  Trimalcyon,  and  the  chamber  of  the  stern 
had  been  converted  temporarily  into  a  dining-room. 

The  partitions  were  hidden  under  rich  tapestries  of 
poppy-coloured  Venetian  brocatelle  with  handsome  de- 
signs in  green  and  gold. 

Pog  and  Trimalcyon  were  seated  at  table. 

Trimalcyon  had  the  same  characteristic  corpulence, 
the  same  bright  complexion,  shrewd  eye,  joyous  counte- 
nance, and  red,  sensual  lips.  His  long,  soft  cloak  of 
blue  velvet  disclosed,  in  opening,  a  buff-skin  of  extreme 
elasticity,  covered  over  with  a  steel  net  so  finely  wrought 
that  it  was  as  flexible  as  the  thinnest  material.  This 
habit  of  wearing  continually  a  defensive  armour  proved 
in  what  confident  security  the  captain  of  the  Sybarite 
was  accustomed  to  live. 

Pog-Reis,  sitting  opposite  his  companion,  had  also  the 
same  haughty,  sarcastic  manner.  He  wore  an  Arabian 
yellek  of  black  velvet  embroidered  with  black  silk,  on 
which  hung  at  full  length  his  heavy  red    beard ;   his 
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green  and  red  cap  of  the  Albanian  fashion  covered  half 
liis  white  forehead,  which  was  deeply  furrowed  with 
wrinkles. 

Two  female  slaves  of  great  beauty,  one  a  mulattress, 
tlie  other  a  Circassian,  dressed  in  light,  thin  gowns  of 
Smyrna  material,  performed,  with  the  aid  of  the  dwarf 
negro,  the  table  service  of  Trimalcyon. 

On  revolving  shelves  were  displayed  magnificent  pieces 
of  plate,  unmatched  and  incomplete  it  is  true,  but  of  the 
most  beautiful  workmanship,  some  of  silver,  some  of 
gilt,  and  others  of  gold  set  with  precious  stones.  In  the 
midst  of  this  plate,  the  fruit  of  robbery  and  murder,  were 
placed,  in  sacrilegious  derision,  sacred  vessels,  carried 
away  either  from  the  churches  on  the  seashore  or  fi-om 
Christian  ships. 

A  very  penetrating  and  very  sweet  perfume  burned 
in  a  censer  hanging  from  one  of  the  raftei's  of  the  ceiling. 
Seated  on  a  luxurious  divan,  the  captain  of  the  Sybarite 
said  to  his  guest : 

"  Excuse  this  poor  hospitality,  my  comrade.  I  would 
prefer  to  replace  these  poor  girls  with  Egyptian  slaves, 
who,  equipped  with  ewers  of  Corinthian  metal,  would 
sprinkle,  as  they  sang,  rose-scented  snow-water  on  our 
hands." 

"  You  do  not  lack  vases  and  ewers,  Trimalcyon,"  said 
Pog,  throwing  a  significant  glance  at  the  sideboard. 

"  Ah,  well,  yes,  there  are  vases  of  gold  and  silver,  but 
what  is  that  compared  to  the  Corinthian  metal  of  which 
antiquity  speaks :  a  metal  made  of  a  mixture  of  gold, 
silver,  and  bronze,  and  so  marvellously  wrought  that  a 
large  ewer  and  basin  only  weighed  one  pound  ?  By 
Sardanapalus !  comrade,  some  day  I  must  make  a  de- 
scent on  Messina.  They  say  that  the  viceroy  possesses 
several  antique  statuettes  of  that  precious  metal.  But 
take  some  of  this  partridge  pudding  spiced  with  wild 
aniseed ;  I  had  it  served  on  its  silver  gridiron  burning 
hot.      Or   do   you   prefer  these  imitations  of  pea-fowl 
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eg^s  ?  You  will  find  there,  instead  of  the  yellow,  a  very 
fat  tit-lark,  well  yellowed,  and,  instead  of  the  white,  a 
thick  sauce  of  cooked  cream." 

"  Your  fine  vocabulary  of  gormandising  ought  to  win 
for  you  the  esteem  of  your  cook.  You  appear  to  me  to 
be  made,  both  of  you,  for  the  purpose  of  understanding 
each  other,"  said  Pog,  eating  with  disdainful  indiffer- 
ence the  delicate  dishes  served  by  his  host. 

"  My  cook,"  replied  Trimalcyon,  "  understands  me 
well  enough,  in  fact,  although  sometimes  he  has  his 
discouragements  ;  he  regrets  France,  from  which  country 
1  carried  him  off  unawares.  1  have  tried  to  console  him, 
for  a  long  time,  with  everything,  —  silver,  money,  atten- 
tion, —  nothing  succeeds  however,  so  I  have  finished 
where  I  ought  to  have  begun,  with  a  severe  bastinado, 
and  am  quite  well  satisfied  with  it,  and  he  is  too,  I  sup- 
pose, since  he  cooks  wonderfully,  as  you  see.  drive  us 
something  to  drink,  Orangine  ! "  called  Trimalcyon  to 
the  mulattress,  who  poured  out  a  glorious  glass  of 
Bordeaux  wine.  "  What  is  that  wine.  Crow-provender  ? " 
asked  he  of  the  negro  dwarf,  holding  his  glass  up  to  his 
eyes  to  judge  its  colour. 

"  My  lord,  it  was  taken,  in  the  month  of  June,  from  a 
Bordeaux  brigantine  on  its  way  to  Genoa." 

"  H'm,  h'm,"  said  Trimalcyon,  tasting  it,  "  it  is  good, 
very  good,  but  there  is  the  inconvenience  of  supplying 
ourselves  as  we  do,  friend  Pog :  we  never  have  the  same 
quality,  so  if  we  get  accustomed  to  one  kind  of  wine,  we 
meet  with  cruel  disappointments.  Ah  !  our  trade  is  not 
a  bed  of  roses.  But  you  do  not  drink  !  Fill  Seigneur 
Pog's  glass,  Swan-skin,"  said  Trimalcyon,  to  the  white 
Circassian,  pointing  to  his  guest's  cup. 

Pog,  as  a  refusal,  placed  his  finger  over  his  glass. 

"  At  least,  let  us  drink  to  the  success  of  our  descent 
upon  La  Ciotat,  comrade." 

Pog  replied  to  this  new  invitation  by  a  movement  of 
contemptuous  impatience. 
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"  As  you  please,  comrade,"  said  Trimalcyon,  without 
the  slightest  indication  of  being  offended  by  the  refusal 
and  haughty  manner  of  his  guest,  "  it  is  just  as  well  not 
to  trust  myself  to  your  invocations  ;  the  devil  knows 
your  voice,  and  he  always  thinks  you  are  calling  him. 
But  you  are  wrong  to  disdain  that  ham,  it  is  from  West- 
phalia, I  think,  —  is  it  not,  you  scoundrel  ?" 

"Yes,  my  lord,"  said  the  dwarf,  "it  came  from  that 
Dutch  fly-boat,  arrested  as  it  sailed  out  of  the  strait  of 
Sardinia.     It  was  destined  for  the  Viceroy  of  Naples." 

At  that  moment  the  flourishes  of  the  musicians  ceased  ; 
a  noise,  at  first  quite  indistinct,  but  increasing  by  degrees, 
soon  became  loud  and  threatening.  The  clanking  of 
chains  and  complaints  of  the  galley-slaves  could  be  heard, 
and,  finally,  rising  above  the  tumult,  the  voices  of  the 
spahis  and  the  cracking  of  the  coxswain's  whip. 

Trimalcyon  seemed  so  accustomed  to  these  cries,  that 
he  continued  to  drink  a  glass  of  wine  that  he  was  carry- 
ing to  his  lips,  and  carelessly  remarked,  as  he  set  his 
glass  on  the  table  : 

"  There  are  some  dogs  that  want  to  bite  ;  fortunately 
their  chains  are  good  and  strong.  Crow-provender,  go 
and  see  why  the  musicians  have  stopped  playing.  I 
will  have  them  given  twenty  blows  of  the  cowhide  if 
they  stop  again,  instead  of  blowing  their  trumpets.  I 
am  too  good.  I  love  the  arts  too  much.  Instead  of  selling 
these  do-nothings  in  Algiers,  I  have  kept  them  to  make 
music,  and  that  is  the  way  they  behave !  Ah !  if  they 
were  not  too  feeble  for  the  crew,  they  should  find  out 
what  it  is  to  handle  the  oar." 

"  They  are  certainly  too  weak  for  that,  my  lord,"  said 
the  negro  dwarf ;  "  the  comedians  that  you  captured  with 
them  on  that  galley  from  Barcelona  are  still  at  the 
house  of  Jousouf,  who  bought  them.  He  cannot  get 
two  pieces  of  gold  for  a  single  one  of  the  singing, 
blowing  cattle." 

Pog-Reis  seemed  thoughtful  and  oblivious  of  what 
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was  passing  around  him,  although  the  murmurs  of  dis- 
satisfaction increased  to  such  violence  that  Trimalcyon 
said  to  the  dwarf : 

"  Before  you  go  out,  place  here  by  me,  on  the  divan, 
my  pistols  and  a  stock  of  arms.  Well,  now  go  and  see 
what  is  the  matter.  If  it  is  anything  serious,  let  Mello 
come  and  tell  me.  At  the  same  time,  inform  those 
blowers  of  trumpets  that  I  will  make  them  swallow 
trumpets  and  buccinas  if  they  stop  playing  a  mo- 
ment." 

"  My  lord,  they  say  they  have  not  wind  enough  to 
play  two  hours  together." 

"  Ah,  they  lack  wind,  do  they !  Ah,  well,  tell  them 
that  if  they  give  me  that  reason  again  I  will  have  their 
stomachs  opened,  and  by  means  of  a  blacksmith's  bel- 
lows put  them  in  such  a  condition  that  they  will  not 
lack  wind." 

At  this  coarse  and  brutal  pleasantry,  Orangine  and 
Swan-skin  looked  at  each  other  in  astonishment. 

"  You  can  tell  them  besides,"  added  Trimalcyon, 
"  that  as  they  are  not  worth  one  piece  of  gold  in  the 
slave  market,  and  as  it  costs  me  more  to  keep  them 
than  they  are  worth,  I  shall  think  nothing  of  gratifying 
my  caprice  on  them." 

The  negro  went  out. 

"  What  I  like  in  you,"  said  Pog,  slowly,  as  he  awak- 
ened from  his  reverie,  "  is  that  you  are  a  stranger  to 
every  sentiment,  I  will  not  say  of  virtue,  but  of  human- 
ity." 

"  And  what  in  the  devil  do  you  say  that  to  me  for, 
friend  Pog?  You  see  that,  as  inhuman  as  I  am,  I  do 
not  forget  who  you  are,  and  who  I  am.  You  say  '  tu ' 
to  me,  and  I  answer  '  vous '  to  you." 

Just  then  two  shots  were  fired  and  resounded  through 
the  galley. 

"  The  devil !  there  is  Mello  who  is  also  saying  '  tue^  " 
added  Trimalcyon,  smiling  at  his  odious  play  upon  words 
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and  looking  toward  the  door  with  imperturbable  calm- 
ness. The  two  women  slaves  fell  on  their  knees  with 
signs  of  agonising  terror. 

Suddenly  the  trumpets  burst  forth  with  an  energy 
which  doubtless  violated  all  the  laws  of  harmony,  but 
which  proved  at  least  that  the  threats  conveyed  by  the 
negro  dwarf  had  taken  effect,  and  that  the  unhappy 
musicians  believed  Trimalcyon  capable  of  torturing 
them. 

After  two  more  shots,  there  was  a  cry,  —  a  terrible 
roar  uttered  by  all  the  slaves  at  once. 

The  tumult  was  then  succeeded  by  a  profound  silence. 

"  It  seems  it  was  nothing  after  all,"  said  the  captain 
of  the  Sybarite,  addressing  Pog,  who  had  again  fallen 
into  a  reverie.  "  But  tell  me,  comrade,"  continued  he, 
"  in  what  do  you  discover  that  1  have  nothing  human  in 
me  ?  1  love  the  arts,  and  letters  and  luxury.  I  plunder 
with  discretion,  taking  only  what  suits  me.  I  enjoy  to 
the  utmost  all  of  the  live  senses  with  which  I  am  pro- 
vided. I  fight  with  care,  preferring  to  attack  one  who 
is  weaker  rather  than  one  who  is  stronger  than  myself, 
and  my  commerce  consists  in  taking  from  those  who 
have  with  the  least  possible  chance  of  loss.  Yes,  once 
again  1  ask  you,  comrade,  where  in  the  devil  do  you  see 
inhumanity  in  that?" 

"  Come,  you  excite  my  shame  as  well  as  my  pity.  You 
have  not  even  the  energy  of  evil.  There  is  always  in 
you  the  pedantry  of  the  college." 

"  Fie,  fie  upon  you,  my  comrade ;  do  not  talk  of  the 
college,  of  that  sad  time  of  meagre  cheer  and  privations 
without  number.  I  would  be  at  this  moment  as  dry  as 
a  galley  mast,  if  I  had  continued  spitting  Latin,  while 
now,"  said  the  insolent  knave,  striking  his  stomach,  "  I 
have  the  rotundity  of  a  prebendary  ;  and  all  that,  thanks 
to  whom  ?  To  Yacoub-Reis,  who,  twenty  years  ago, 
made  me  a  slave  as  I  was  going  by  sea  to  Civita-Vec- 
chia,  to  try  my  clerical  fortune  in  the  city  of  the  clergy. 
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Yacoub-Reis  gave  me  mind,  activity,  and  courage.  I  was 
young,  he  taught  me  his  trade.  1  renounced  my  religion, 
I  took  the  turban,  and  so  from  one  thing  to  another, 
from  pillage  to  murder,  I  came  at  last  to  be  commander 
of  the  Sybarite.  Commerce  goes  well !  I  expose  my- 
self in  extreme  cases,  and  when  it  is  necessary  I  fight 
like  another,  but  1  take  care  of  my  skin,  it  is  true,  be- 
cause I  intend  before  long  to  retire  from  business,  and 
repose  from  the  fatigues  of  war  in  my  retreat  in  Tripoli, 
with  several  Madames  Trimalcyon.  Again  I  ask,  is  not 
all  that  very  human  ?  " 

These  words  appeared  to  make  little  impression  on 
the  silent  companion  of  the  captain  of  the  Sybarite^ 
who  contented  himself  with  saying,  with  a  shrug  of  the 
shoulders : 

"  The  wild  boar  to  his  lair  !  " 

"  Sardanapalus  !  speaking  of  wild  boars,  how  I  would 
like  to  have  those  that  figured  in  the  epic  feasts  of  Tri- 
malcyon, my  patron  !  "  cried  the  unmannerly  boor,  with- 
out appearing  to  take  offence  at  the  contempt  of  his 
guest.  '-  Those  were  worthy  wild  boars,  that  they 
served  whole  with  caps  on  their  heads,  and  insides 
stuffed  with  puddings  and  sausages  imitating  the  en- 
trails, or  perhaps  enclosing  winged  thrushes  that  would 
fly  up  to  the  ceiling.  Those  are  luxuries  I  shall  realise 
some  day  or  other.  Sardanapalus!  I  have  worked 
twenty  years  just  to  give  myself  some  day  a  feast 
worthy  of  Roman  antiquity  !  " 

The  negro  dwarf  opened  the  door. 

The  pirate  then  thought  only  of  the  tumult  which 
had  so  suddenly  ceased. 

"  Ah,  well,  rascal,  what  about  that  noise  ?  Why  did 
not  Mello  come  ?     Was  it,  then,  nothing  ? " 

"  No,  my  lord,  a  Christian  quarrelled  with  an  Alba- 
nian slave." 

"And  then?" 

"  The  Albanian  stabbed  the  Christian." 
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«  And  then  ?  " 

"  The  Christians  cried  '  Death  to  the  Albanian,'  but 
the  Christian  who  was  wounded  knocked  the  Albanian 
down  and  almost  killed  him." 

"  And  then  ?  " 

"  Then  the  Albanians  and  the  Moors,  in  their  turn, 
roared  against  the  Christians." 

"And  then?" 

"  To  prevent  the  crew  killing  each  other,  and  to  sat- 
isfy everybody,  patron  Mello  blew  the  wounded  Chris- 
tian's and  the  wounded  Albanian's  brains  out." 

"  And  then  ? " 

"  My  lord,  seeing  that,  everybody  became  quiet." 

"  And  the  musicians  ?  " 

"  My  lord,  I  spoke  to  them  about  the  blacksmith's  bel- 
lows, and  before  I  had  finished  my  sentence,  they  blew 
so  hard  on  their  trumpets  and  shells,  I  became  almost 
deaf.  I  was  about  to  forget,  my  lord,  that  Mello  sig- 
nalled the  long-boat  of  Seigneur  Erebus,  who  is  coming 
now  to  the  galley." 

Pog  started. 

Trimalcyon  cried,  "  Quick,  Swan-skin,  Orangine,  a 
cover  for  the  most  beautiful  youth  who  ever  captured 
poor  merchant  ships." 
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POG    AND    EREBUS. 

Before  continuing  this  narrative,  some  explanation 
is  necessary  concerning  Erebus  and  Seigneur  Pog,  the 
silent  and  sarcastic  man. 

In  the  year  1612,  twenty  years  before  the  period  of 
which  we  write,  a  Frenchman,  still  young,  arrived  at 
Tripoli,  with  one  servant. 

The  captain  of  the  vessel  which  brought  him  to  Tripoli 
had  frequent  opportunity  to  observe  that  his  passenger 
was  very  expert  in  matters  pertaining  to  navigation ;  he 
concluded  finally  that  the  traveller  was  an  officer  on  the 
vessels  and  galleys  of  the  king,  and  he  was  not  mistaken. 

Seigneur  Pog  —  we  continue  to  give  him  this  as- 
sumed name  —  was  an  excellent  sailor,  as  we  shall  soon 
see. 

Upon  his  arrival  at  Tripoli,  Pog,  after  having,  accord- 
ing to  the  custom  of  Barbary,  bought  the  protection  of 
Bey  Hassan,  hired  a  house  in  the  suburbs  of  the  city, 
not  far  from  the  sea.  He  lived  there  during  one  year 
with  his  valet   in  profound  solitude. 

Some  French  merchants,  established  at  Tripoli,  ex- 
hausted their  powers  of  conjecture  on  the  singular  taste 
of  their  compatriot,  who  came,  as  they  thought,  through' 
mere  caprice,  to  inhabit  a  wild  and  deserted  coast. 

Some  attributed  this  eccentricity  to  a  violent,  des- 
perate grief ;  others  saw,  if  not  an  unpardonable  folly, 
a  monomania,  at  least,  in  his  strange  determination. 

These  last  suppositions  did  not  lack  foundation. 
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At  certain  periods  of  the  year,  Peg,  it  was  said,  was 
subject  to  such  attacks  of  despair  and  rage  that  belated 
herdsmen,  passing  his  solitary  house  at  night,  would 
hear  furious  and  frantic  cries. 

Three  or  four  years  passed  in  this  manner. 

To  distract  his  mind  from  gloomy  thoughts,  and  to 
recuperate  his  health,  Pog  made  long  voyages  at  sea  in 
a  small  vessel,  but  a  very  smooth  and  swift-sailing  ship 
which  he  himself  managed  with  rare  skill.  His  crew 
consisted  of  two  young  slave  Moors. 

One  day,  one  of  the  most  famous  and  cruel  corsairs 
of  Tripoli,  named  Kemal-Reis,  came  near  perishing  with 
his  galley,  which  ran  aground  on  the  coast  a  short 
distance  from  the  house  of  Pog. 

Pog  was  just  returning  from  one  of  his  voyages.  Re- 
cognising the  galley  of  Kemal-Reis,  he  set  sail  toward 
her,  and  rendered  her  the  most  efficient  aid. 

One  of  Pog's  slaves  reported  later  that  he  had  heard 
him  say,  "  Man  would  be  too  happy  if  all  the  wolves 
and  tigers  were  destroyed."  So  the  saving  of  Kemal- 
Reis,  dreaded  for  reason  of  his  cruelties,  was  due  to  the 
bitter  misanthropy  of  Pog.  Instead  of  yielding  to  an 
impulse  of  natural  generosity,  he  desired  to  preserve  to 
humanity  one  of  its  most  terrible  scourges. 

A  short  time  after  this  event  Kemal-Reis  visited  the 
isolated  house  of  the  Frenchman,  and,  by  degrees,  a  sort 
of  intimacy  was  established  between  the  pirate  and  the 
misanthrope. 

One  day  the  newsmongers  of  Tripoli  learned  with 
astonishment  that  Pog  had  embarked  on  board  the 
galley  of  Kemal-Reis.  They  supposed  the  Frenchman 
•to  be  very  rich,  and  that  he  had  freighted  the  Tripolitan 
vessel  in  order  to  take  a  voyage  of  pleasure  on  the  coast 
of  Barbary  and  Egypt  and  Syria. 

To  the  great  astonishment  of  the  public,  Kemal-Reis 
returned  a  month  after  his  departure,  with  his  galley 
filled  with  French   slaves,  captured  from  the  coasts  of 
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Languodoc  and  Provence,  and  the  rumour  was  current  in 
Tripoli  that  the  favourable  results  of  this  audacious  enter- 
prise were  owing  to  the  information  and  advice  given  by 
Pog,  who  knew  better  than  any  one  else  the  weak  points 
on  the  seashore  of  France.  This  rumour  soon  acquired 
such  probability  that  our  consul  at  Trij)oli  deemed  it 
his  duty  to  inform  against  Pog,  and  to  instruct  the  min- 
isters of  Louis  XIII.  of  what  had  happened. 

And  here  we  make  the  statement,  once  for  all,  that  in 
1610,  as  well  as  in  1630  and  in  1700,  the  abduction  of 
inhabitants  from  our  coasts  by  the  regencies  of  Barbary 
was  almost  never  considered  a  cause  for  a  declaration 
of  war  against  these  powers.  Our  consuls  assisted  at 
the  disembarking  of  the  captives  and  generally  acted  as 
mediators  for  their  ransom. 

If  any  measures  were  taken  against  Pog,  it  was  be- 
cause .  he  had,  as  a  Frenchman,  assisted  with  his  own 
hand  in  an  attack  upon  his  country. 

The  information  given  by  the  consul  was  in  vain,  to  the 
great  scandal  of  our  compatriots  and  of  Europeans  estab- 
lished at  Tripoli.  Pog  made  a  solemn  abjuration,  re- 
nounced the  cross,  assumed  the  turban,  and  henceforth 
remained  unmolested. 

Kemal-Reis  had  everywhere  proclaimed  that  the  new 
renegade  was  one  of  the  best  captains  whom  he  had  ever 
known,  and  that  the  regency  of  Barbary  could  not  have 
made  a  more  useful  acquisition.  From  that  moment 
Pog-Reis  equipped  a  galley  and  directed  his  operations 
solely  against  French  vessels,  and  especially  against  the 
galleys  of  Malta,  commanded  by  the  chevaliers  of  our 
nation.  Several  times  he  ravaged  the  coasts  of  Langue- 
doc  and  Provence  with  impunity.  It  must  be  said,  how- 
ever, that  this  fury  for  plunder  and  destruction  only 
seized  Pog,  so  to  speak,  periodically,  and  by  paroxysms, 
and  his  rage  seemed  to  reach  its  height  about  the  end 
of  the  month  of  December. 

During  that  month  he  showed  himself  without  pity, 
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and  it  is  related,  with  a  shudder  of  horror,  that  several 
times  he  had  the  throats  of  a  great  number  of  captives 
cut,  —  a  frightful  and  bloody  holocaust  which  he  of- 
fered, doubtless,  on  some  painful  and  dreaded  anniversary. 
The  month  of  December  passed,  his  mind,  obscured  by 
a  bloodthirsty  madness,  became  more  calm,  when,  re- 
turning to  Tripoli,  and  shutting  himself  up  in  his  solitude, 
he  remained  sometimes  two  or  three  months  without 
putting  to  sea.  Then,  his  desperate  soul  again  pos- 
sessed by  some  bitter  resentment,  he  equipped  his 
galley  anew,  and  recommenced  his  atrocious  career. 

Among  the  French  captives  whom  he  had  taken  in 
his  first  expedition  with  Kemal-Reis,  and  whom  he  had 
generously  abandoned  to  this  corsair,  upon  the  sole  con- 
dition that  liberty  should  never  be  restored  to  them,  was 
one  whom  he  retained,  —  a  child  of  four  or  five  years 
carried  away  from  the  coast  of  Languedoc,  with  an  old 
woman  who  died  during  the  passage.  This  child  of 
unparagoned  beauty  was  Erebus. 

Pog  named  him  thus,  as  if  he  wished  by  the  fatal 
name  to  predestinate  the  unfortunate  child  to  the  career 
to  which  his  evil  designs  devoted  him. 

In  the  intensity  of  his  hatred  of  the  human  race,  Pog 
had  the  infernal  desire  to  destroy  the  soul  of  this  unfor- 
tunate child,  by  giving  him  the  most  pernicious  educa- 
tion. He  devoted  himself  to  this  task  with  abominable 
perseverance.  As  Erebus  advanced  in  years,  Pog,  with- 
out reason  for  his  absurd  eccentricities,  alternately  ex- 
pended upon  the  boy  a  furious  aversion  and  cruelty, 
and  impulsive  demonstrations  of  solicitude,  —  these  last 
being  the  only  sentiments  af  kindness  he  had  felt  for 
many  years.  By  degrees,  these  spasmodic  expressions 
of  sympathy  discontinued,  and  Pog  soon  included  Erebus 
in  the  common  execration  with  which  he  pursued  man- 
kind, and  adhered  to  his  fatal  resolution  with  deadly 
persistence.  Far  from  leaving  the  boy's  mind  unedu- 
cated, he  took  particular  pains  in  developing  it.     Among 
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the  numerous  slaves  which  his  avocation  of  rapine 
brought  in  his  way,  Pog-Reis  easily  found  professors  and 
teachers  of  all  sorts,  and  what  he  failed  to  find  he  pur- 
chased from  other  corsairs  or  obtained  by  other  means. 

For  instance,  having  learned  that  a  celebrated  Span- 
ish painter,  named  Juan  Pelieko,  lived  in  Barcelona,  he 
employed  every  stratagem  to  draw  him  out  of  the  city, 
and  at  last  succeeded  in  capturing  him  and  taking  him 
to  Tripoli.  When  this  artist  had  perfected  Erebus  in 
his  art,  Pog  had  him  put  in  chains,  in  which  servitude 
he  remained  until  he  died. 

In  his  impious  and  cruel  course  of  experiment,  Pog, 
desiring  to  force  his  victim  through  every  degree  in  the 
scale  of  iniquity,  from  vice  to  crime,  took  pleasure  in 
making  the  child  acquainted  with  all  kinds  of  sin,  and 
in  giving  him  opportunities  for  culture  and  accomplish- 
ments. He  argued  that  with  ordinary  intelligence  a  man 
was  only  an  ordinary  villain,  but  that  various  resources 
enabled  him  to  achieve  the  most  wonderful  results  in 
audacious  wickedness.  Through  this  abominable  sys- 
tem, the  arts,  instead  of  elevating  the  soul  of  Erebus, 
were  designed  to  develop  a  passion  for  sensual  pleasures, 
and  to  materialise  an  otherwise  exalted  nature. 

When  the  wonders  of  painting  and  music  do  not  lift 
the  soul  into  the  infinite  realm  of  the  ideal,  when  one 
seeks  only  a  melody  more  or  less  agreeable  to  the  ear, 
or  a  form  more  or  less  attractive  to  the  eye,  then  the 
arts  deprave  rather  than  ennoble  mankind. 

Surely,  Pog  must  have  had  a  terrible  vengeance  to 
wreak  upon  humanity,  his  misanthropy  must  have  par- 
taken of  the  nature  of  madness,  that  he  could  have  been 
guilty  of  the  sacrilegious  cruelty  of  thus  degrading  a  pure 
young  soul ! 

No  scruple  or  regret  made  him  hesitate.  As  a  tender 
father  would  seek  to  guard  his  child's  mind  from  dan- 
gerous thoughts,  and  to  encourage  in  his  young  heart  all 
noble  and  generous  instincts,  Pog,  on  the  other  hand, 
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left  no  means  untried  to  corrupt  this  unhappy  child,  and 
to  excite  his  bad  passions. 

It  is  with  certain  moral  organisations  as  with  physical 
natures,  —  they  can  be  injured  and  enfeebled,  but  not 
completely  ruined,  so  healthy  and  vigorous  is  iheir  vital 
germ.  Thus  it  was  with  Erebus.  By  a  special  provi- 
dence, the  pernicious  teachings  of  Fog  had  not  yet,  so 
to  si)eak,  essentially  altered  the  heart  of  the  poor  boy. 

The  singular  instinct  of  contradiction  peculiar  to 
youth  saved  him  from  many  dangers.  The  very  facility 
with  which  he  could,  scarcely  adolescent,  have  yielded 
to  every  excess,  the  odious  temptations  they  dared  set 
before  him,  sufficed  to  preserve  him  from  precocious 
dissipations. 

In  a  word,  the  natural  exaltation  of  his  sentiments 
urged  him  to  cultivate  the  sweet,  pure,  and  noble  emo- 
tions from  which  they  endeavoured  to  remove  him,  but 
unfortunately  the  fatal  influence  of  Pog  had  not  been 
absolutely  vain.  The  ardent  character  of  Erebus  re- 
tained a  sad  evidence  of  the  perversity  of  his  educa- 
tion. 

If  in  some  moments  he  had  passionate  yearnings 
toward  good,  if  he  sti'uggled  against  the  detestable 
counsels  of  his  tutor,  the  habit  of  a  warlike  and  adven- 
turous life  which  he  had  led  from  the  age  of  twelve  or 
thirteen  years,  the  impetuosity  of  his  character,  and 
the  transport  of  his  passions,  often  dragged  him  into 
grievous  excess.  From  his  earliest  youth,  Pog  had 
taken  him  along  in  the  various  incursions  into  the  shore, 
and  the  courage  and  natural  daring  of  Erebus  had  been 
valiantly  exhibited  in  several  combats. 

Instructed  by  experience  and  by  practice,  he  had 
learned  with  great  facility  the  avocation  of  sailor  and 
mariner,  and  the  constant  aim  of  Pog  had  been  to  incul- 
cate in  him  a  profound  and  relentless  hatred  of  the 
chevaliers  of  Malta,  who  w^ere  represented  to  him  as  the 
murderers  of  his  family,  and  the  secret  of  this  murder 
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Pog  had  faithfully  promised  to  reveal  to  him  some 
day. 

Yet  nothing  was  more  false.  Pog  had  no  knowledge 
of  the  parents  of  the  child,  left  an  orphan  at  such  an 
early  age,  but  he  wished  to  perpetuate  in  his  victim  his 
own  hatred  of  the  chevaliers  of  religion. 

Erebus  renewed  his  vows,  and  an  ardent  desire  for 
vengeance  developed  in  his  young  soul  against  the  sol- 
diers of  Christ,  whom  he  believed  to  be  the  murderers 
of  his  family.  In  other  respects,  Erebus  gave  less  satis- 
faction to  Pog.  Cruelty  in  cold  blood  was  revolting  to 
him,  and  sometimes  he  was  deeply  moved  at  the  sight 
of  human  suffering.  Pog  had  often  observed  that  irony 
and  sarcasm  were  a  powerful  and  infallible  arm  in  com- 
bating the  natural  nobility  of  the  youth's  character,  and 
by  comparing  him  to  a  clergyman,  or  a  tonsured  Chris- 
tian, or  accusing  him  of  weakness  and  cow^ardice,  he 
often  provoked  the  unhapj)y  l)oy  to  culpable  acts. 

The  scene  in  the  rocks  of  Ollioules,  where  Erebus  saw 
Reine  for  the  first  time,  is  a  striking  proof  of  that  con- 
stant struggle  between  his  natural  inclinations  and  the 
bad  passions  that  Pog  excited  in  his  heart. 

The  first  impulse  of  Erebus  was  to  hasten  to  the  res- 
cue of  Raimond  V.  and  to  respond  with  almost  filial 
veneration  to  the  old  man's  outburst  of  gratitude,  —  in 
fact,  to  believe  himself  rewarded  for  his  generous  con- 
duct by  the  satisfaction  of  his  conscience  and  the  grate- 
ful looks  of  the  young  girl ;  but  a  bitter  sarcasm  from 
Pog,  a  coarse  jest  from  Trimalcyon,  changed  these  noble 
emotions  into  sensual  desire  and  a  profound  disdain  for 
the  courageous  action  by  which  he  had  just  honoured 
himself. 

Yet,  in  spite  of  the  cynical  bantering  of  the  two 
pirates,  the  enchanting  beauty  of  Reine  made  a  profound 
impression  upon  Erebus. 

He  had  never  loved,  his  heart  had  never  taken  part 
in  the  coarse  pleasures  which  he  had  sought  among  the 
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slaves  that  the  hazard  of  war  had  thrown  into  his 
hands. 

Peg  and  Trimalcyon  were  not  long  in  perceiving  a 
certain  change  in  the  character  of  Erebus. 

Some  indiscreet  words  enlightened  Pog  as  to  the 
powerful  influence  of  this  first  love  upon  the  young  man, 
and  he  began  to  fear  the  consequences  of  this  j^assion, 
in  elevating  the  heart  of  Erebus,  —  a  love  which  would 
make  the  young  man  blush  for  the  abominable  life  he 
was  leading,  and  awaken  in  him  the  most  generous  sen- 
timents. Pog,  therefore  resolved  to  kill  this  love  by 
possession,  and  proposed  to  Erebus  to  abduct  Reine  by 
force. 

He  encountered  a  lively  resistance  in  the  young  pirate. 
Erebus  thought  the  proposed  abduction  atrocious ;  he 
wished  to  be  loved  or  to  make  himself  loved. 

Pog  then  suggested  another  plan.  He  flattered  the 
self-love  of  Erebus  beyond  measure,  by  proving  to  him 
that  he  must  have  made  a  profound  impression  on  the 
heart  of  the  young  girl,  but  that  it  was  necessary,  by 
mysterious  means,  to  preserve  and  increase  the  remem- 
brance that  she  would  necessarily  hide  from  the  knowl- 
edge of  her  father.  Then,  when  he  was  sure  of  being 
loved,  he  was  to  appear,  offer  to  carry  her  away,  and 
withdraw  if  she  did  not  accept  his  proposal. 

This  plan,  which  Pog  intended  to  modify  at  its  con- 
clusion, satisfied  Erebus.  We  have  seen  how  it  was 
partly  executed  at  Maison-Forte. 

A  Moor  who  had  accompanied  the  young  pirate  at  sea 
from  his  childhood,  and  who  was  warmly  attached  to 
him,  was  to  introduce  himself  secretly  into  the  castle 
of  Anbiez. 

This  man  was  the  Bohemian  whom  we  have  seen  at 
Maison-Forte.  He  had  accompanied  Erebus  at  the  time 
of  the  audacious  journey  of  the  three  pirates  in  Pro- 
vence. When  they  reached  the  port  of  Cette  again, 
where  they  had  left  their  chebec,  they  embarked  and 
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rejoined  their  galleys,  which  were  anchored  in  the  islands 
of  Majorca,  then  open  to  all  the  pirates  of  the  Mediter- 
ranean. 

There,  Erebus,  Pog,  Trimalcyon,  and  Hadji  —  such 
was  the  name  of  the  Bohemian  —  contrived  their 
plans. 

The  day  of  the  adventure  in  the  gorges  of  Ollioules 
Hadji  had  described  the  old  gentleman  whom  Erebus 
had  just  saved,  and  the  young  girl,  to  his  hosts  in 
Marseilles,  who  gave  him  the  name  of  Raimond  V.  and 
his  young  daughter,  for  the  Baron  des  Anbiez  was  well 
known  in  Provence. 

During  his  sojourn  at  Majorca,  Erebus,  who  in  his 
leisure  occupied  himself  in  the  art  of  painting,  made  as 
a  souvenir  the  miniature  of  which  we  have  spoken,  and 
a  skilful  goldsmith  enamelled  the  little  dove  on  some 
objects  intended  for  Reine.  Finally,  Erebus  added  a 
portrait  of  himself,  which  was  placed  in  the  medallion 
ornamenting  the  guzla  of  the  Bohemian. 

These  preparations  completed,  the  Moor  departed, 
taking  with  him,  as  a  means  of  correspondence  with  the 
two  pirates,  two  pigeons  raised  on  board  the  chebec  of 
Erebus,  and  habituated  to  seek  and  to  recognise  this 
vessel,  which  they  regained  with  a  jerk  of  the  wing  as 
soon  as  they  perceived  it,  at  a  distance  beyond  the  power 
of  the  eye  of  man. 

At  the  end  of  fifteen  days,  the  two  galleys  and  the 
chebec  began  to  cruise  and  beat  about  in  view  of  the 
coasts  of  Provence. 

As  we  have  said,  the  month  of  December  was  Pog's 
gloomy  month,  the  period  in  which  his  cruel  instincts 
were  exasperated  to  a  ferocious  monomania. 

He  had  dared  present  himself  under  an  assumed  name 
to  the  Marshal  of  Vitry,  only  to  examine  at  leisure  the 
state  of  the  coast  and  the  fortifications  of  Marseilles,  as 
he  had  the  audacious  design  of  surprising  and  ravaging 
the    city,  and   burning   the  port.     He   counted  on  his 
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understanding  with  some  Moors  established  in  Mar- 
seilles, to  make  himself  master  of  the  boom  of  the 
harbour. 

Ho\yever  absurd  or  impossible  it  may  appear,  this 
attack,  or  rather  this  surprise,  might  have  been  success- 
ful. Pog  did  not  despair  of  it.  If  the  arrangements 
that  he  had  manipulated  failed  at  his  signal,  he  was  sure 
at  least  of  being  able  to  lay  waste  a  coast  which  was 
without  defence,  and  the  little  city  of  La  Ciotat,  for 
reason  of  its  proximity  to  Maison-Forte,  must  in  this 
case  share  the  fate  of  Marseilles. 

In  the  tumult  of  the  battle,  Reine  des  Anbiez  could 
easily  be  carried  off. 

We  have  seen  that  the  manoeuvres  of  the  Bohemian 
succeeded. 

A  long  time  hidden  among  the  rocks  which  bordered 
upon  Maison-Forte,  he  had  several  times  seen  Reine  in 
the  balcony  of  the  window  of  her  oratory,  and  had  ob- 
served that  this  window  often  remained  open.  Thanks 
to  his  agility,  the  Bohemian  had  introduced  himself 
there  twice  in  the  evening,  —  the  first  time  with  the  crys- 
tal vase  containing  a  Persian  amaryllis,  a  bulbous  plant 
which  blooms  in  a  few  days  ;  the  second  time  with  the 
miniature. 

Certain  of  having  established  these  mysterious  ante- 
cedents sufficiently  well  to  excite  the  curiosity  of  Reine, 
and  thus  force  her  to  think  of  Erebus,  Hadji,  thinking  he 
could  present  himself  at  Maison-Forte  without  awaken- 
ing suspicion,  was  returning  to  the  house  of  Raimond  V., 
and  on  the  way  met  the  recorder  Isnard  and  his  retinue. 

Fifteen  days  after  his  arrival  at  Maison-Forte,  the 
chebec,  at  the  setting  of  the  sun,  began  to  cruise  at 
large.  Hadji  then  sent  one  of  the  pigeons  as  the  bearer 
of  a  letter,  informing  Erebus  that  he  was  loved,  and  Pog 
where  he  could  attempt  a  landing,  in  case  he  should  be 
compelled  to  renounce  his  intention  of  surprising  Mar- 
seilles. 
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The  watchman's  eagle  intercepted  this  correspondence 
by  devouring  the  messenger.  Unhappily,  Hadji  had 
another  emissary.  The  next  day,  at  sunset,  the  chebec 
appeared  again,  and  a  letter  carried  by  the  second  pigeon 
announced  to  Erebus  that  he  was  loved,  and  to  Pog  that 
the  most  favourable  moment  for  a  descent  upon  La 
Ciotat  was  Christmas  Day,  a  time  when  all  the  Pro- 
ven9als  were  occupied  with  their  family  feasts  and 
merrymaking. 

The  tempest  began  to  blow  the  very  evening  of  the 
day  on  which  Erebus  received  this  intelligence.  He  re- 
joined the  two  galleys  which  were  cruising  off  the  coast 
of  Hyeres  ;  the  weather  becoming  more  and  more  violent, 
the  three  vessels  put  into  Port  Mage,  on  the  island  of 
Port-Cros.  As  we  have  said,  they  had  been  anchored 
there  since  the  day  before,  impatiently  waiting  for  the 
wind  to  change,  as  the  celebration  of  Christmas  would 
occur  the  day  after  the  morrow.  Before  attempting 
anything  at  La  Ciotat,  Pog  wished  to  assure  himself  that 
his  enterprise  on  Marseilles  was  not  possible. 

Now  that  we  are  acquainted  with  the  fatal  ties  which 
bound  Erebus  to  Pog,  we  will  follow  the  young  adven- 
turer on  the  galley  of  Trimalcyon. 

He  slowly  ascended  on  board  the  Sybarite  and  entered 
the  apartment  where  dinner  was  being  served. 
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CONVERSATION. 

He  wore  the  simple  sailor  costume  which  greatly  en- 
hanced his  grace  and  beauty. 

"  Here  comes  our  bashful  lover,  our  modest  wooer," 
said  Trimalcyon,  seeing  him. 

As  a  reply,  the  young  sailor,  appreciative  of  this  pleas- 
antry, threw  off  his  mantle,  embroidered  in  jet-black 
silk,  gave  a  kiss  to  Swan-skin,  caressed  Orangine's  chin, 
and,  taking  up  a  silver  goblet  from  the  table,  extended  it 
to  Trimalcyon  as  he  exclaimed  : 

"  To  the  health  of  Reine  des  Anbiez,  the  future 
favourite  of  my  harem  !  " 

Pog  threw  a  piercing  glance  on  Erebus,  and  said,  in  a 
measured,  hollow  voice : 

"  These  words  come  from  his  lips,  his  heart  will  give 
the  lie  to  his  language." 

"  You  are  mistaken.  Captain  Pog ;  only  land  your 
demons  on  the  beach  of  La  Ciotat,  and  you  will  see  if 
the  brightness  of  the  flames  which  will  broil  the  French 
in  their  hole  will  prevent  my  following  Hadji  to  the 
castle  of  that  old  Provencal." 

"  And  once  in  that  castle,  what  will  you  do,  my  boy?" 
said  Trimalcyon,  with  a  mocking  air.  "  Will  you  ask  if 
the  beautiful  girl  has  not  a  skein  of  silk  to  wind,  or 
if  she  will  permit  you  to  hold  her  mirror  while  she 
combs  her  hair  ?  " 

"  Be  quiet,  Full-Bottle,  I  will  employ  my  time  well.  I 
will  sing  for  her  the  song  of  the  emir,  a  song  worthy  of 

250 


CONVERSATION. 

Beui-Amer,  which  that  fox,  Hadji,  made  her  listen  to  so 
well." 

"  And  if  the  old  Provencal  finds  your  voice  disagreea- 
ble, he  will  give  3-ou  a  leather  strap,  as  if  you  were  a 
badly  taught  child,  my  boy,"  said  Trimalcyon. 

"  I  will  reply  to  the  old  gentleman  by  seizing  his 
daughter  in  my  arms,  and  singing  to  him  those  verses  of 
Hadji : 

" '  Till  sixteen  years  old,  the  daughter  belongs  to  her  father. 
At  sixteen  years  old,  the  daughter  belongs  to  the  lover.'  " 

"  And  if  the  good  man  insists,  you  will  give  him,  for 
your  last  word,  your  kangiar  to  end  the  conversation?" 

"  That  comes  of  course,  Empty-Cup.  Who  carries  off 
the  daughter,  kills  the  father,"  added  Erebus,  with  an 
ironical  smile. 

Trimalcyon  wagged  his  head,  and  said  to  Pog,  who 
seemed  more  and  more  absorbed  in  his  gloomy  thoughts : 

"  The  young  peacock  is  laughing  at  us,  he  is  jesting, 
he  will  do  some  shepherd-swain  nonsense  with  that  girl." 

"  Has  the  French  spy  returned  from  the  islands  ? " 
asked  Pog  of  Erebus. 

"  Not  yet,  Captain  Pog,"  replied  the  young  sailor ;  "  he 
departed  with  his  stick  and  his  wallet,  disguised  as  a 
beggar.  He  will  be  here,  without  doubt,  in  an  hour.  I 
waited  for  him  in  vain.  Seeing  that  he  did  not  arrive, 
I  came  in  my  long-boat ;  the  barge  which  landed  him  on 
the  shore  will  bring  him  back  here.  But  shall  we  attack 
La  Ciotat  or  Marseilles,  Captain  Pog  ?  " 

"  Marseilles,  unless  the  report  of  the  spy  makes  me 
change  my  opinion,"  said  Pog. 

"  And  on  our  return,  shall  we  not  stop  a  moment  at 
La  Ciotat  ? "  asked  Erebus.     "  Hadji  is  expecting  us." 

"  And  your  beautiful  maiden  also,  my  boy.  Ah  !  ah  ! 
you  are  more  impatient  to  see  her  beautiful  eyes  than 
the  gaping  mouths  of  the   cannon  of  the  castle,"  said 
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Trimalcyon,  "  and  you  are  right,  I  do  not  reproach  you 
for  it." 

"  By  the  cross  of  Malta,  which  I  abhor ! "  cried 
Erebus,  with  impatience,  "  1  would  rather  never  see 
that  lovely  girl  in  the  cabin  of  my  chebec  than  not  to 
sound  my  war-cry  at  the  attack  of  Marseilles.  Captain 
Pog  knows  that  in  all  our  combats  with  the  French  or 
with  the  galleys  of  religion,  my  arm,  although  young, 
has  dealt  some  heavy  blows." 

"  Be  quiet !  whether  we  attack  Marseilles  or  not,  you 
will  be  able  to  approach  La  Ciotat  with  your  chebec  and 
carry  off  your  maiden.  1  will  not  allow  you  to  lose  this 
new  chance  of  damning  your  soul,  my  dear  child,"  said 
Pog,  with  a  sinister  laugh. 

"My  soul?  You  have  always  told  me,  Captain  Pog, 
that  I  had  no  soul,"  replied  the  unhappy  Erebus,  with  a 
bantering  indifference. 

"  You  do  not  see,  my  boy,  that  Captain  Pog  is  jest- 
ing," said  Trimalcyon,  "  as  far  as  the  soul  is  concerned  ; 
but  as  for  your  beauty,  by  Sardanapalus !  we  will  carry 
her  off;  the  pains  of  Hadji  and  your  mysterious  gal- 
lantries shall  not  be  lost,  although,  in  my  opinion,  you 
were  wrong  to  make  yourself  as  romantic  as  an  ancient 
Moor  of  Grenada,  just  to  please  this  Omphale.  A  few 
more  abductions,  my  dear  child,  and  you  will  realise 
that  it  is  far  better  to  break  a  wild  filly  with  violence 
than  to  tame  her  by  dint  of  sweetness  and  petting.  But 
your  young  palate  requires  milk  and  honey  yet  awhile. 
Later  you  will  come  to  the  spices." 

"  You  flatter  me,  Trimalcyon,  by  comparing  me  to  a 
Moor  of  Grenada,"  said  Erebus,  with  bitterness.  "  They 
were  noble  and  chivalrous,  and  not  real  robbers  like  us." 

"  Robbers  ?  Do  you  hear  him,  Captain  Pog  ?  He  is 
yet  not  more  than  half  out  of  his  shell,  and  he  comes 
talking  of  robbers  I  And  who  in  the  devil  told  you  we 
were  robbers  ?  That  is  the  way  they  impose  upon  youth, 
the  way  they  deceive  it  and  corrupt  it.     Why,  speak  to 
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him,  I  pray  you,  Captain  Pog !  Robbers  !  Give  me 
something  to  drink,  Swan-skin,  to  help  me  swallow  that 
word  !     Zounds  !     Robbers  !  " 

Erebus  seemed  very  little  impressed  by  the  grotesque 
anger  of  Trimalcyon. 

Captain  Pog  raised  his  head  slowly  and  said  to  the 
young  man,  with  bitter  irony  : 

^'  Well,  well,  my  dear  child,  you  are  right  to  blush  for 
our  profession.  Upon  my  return  to  Tripoli,  1  will  buy 
you  a  shop  near  the  port,  —  it  is  the  best  mercantile 
quarter.  There  you  can  sell  in  peace  and  quietness 
white  morocco-leather,  Smyrna  carpets  and  tapestry, 
Persian  silks  and  ostrich  feathers.  That  is  an  easy  and 
honest  calling,  my  dear  child.  You  will  be  able  to  amass 
some  money  and  afterward  go  to  Malta,  and  establish 
yourself  in  the  Jewish  quarter.  There  you  can  lend  your 
money  at  fifty  per  cent,  to  the  chevaliers  who  are  in 
debt.  Thus  you  can  avenge  yourself  on  those  who  cut 
your  father's  and  mother's  throats,  by  pocketing  their 
money.  It  is  more  lucrative  and  less  dangerous  than 
taking  your  revenge  in  blood." 

"  Captain !  "  cried  Erebus,  his  cheeks  flaming  with 
indignation. 

"  Captain  Pog  is  right,"  said  Trimalcyon,  "  the  vam- 
pire that  sucks  the  blood  of  his  sleeping  prey  with 
impunity  is  better  than  the  bold  falcon  that  attacks  him 
in  the  sun." 

"  Trimalcyon,  take  care  ! "  cried  the  young  man,  in 
anger. 

"  And  who  knows,"  continued  Pog,  "  if  chance  may 
not  cause  the  chevalier  who  massacred  your  poor 
mother  and  noble  father  to  fall  under  your  usurious 
hand  ? " 

"  And  see  the  avenging  hand  of  Providence ! "  cried 
Trimalcyon.  "  The  orphan  becomes  the  creditor  of  the 
assassin  !  Blood  and  murder  !  Death  and  agony  !  This 
son,  the  avenger,  at  last  gluts  hia  rage  by  making  the 
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murderer  of  his  family  put  on  the  yellow  robe  of 
insolvent  debtors  ! " 

At  this  last  sarcasm,  the  anger  of  Erebus  exceeded  all 
bounds,  and  he  seized  Trimalcyon  by  the  throat  and 
drew  on  him  a  knife  that  he  had  taken  from  the  table. 
But  for  the  iron  grasp  of  Pog,  which  held  the  youth's 
hand  like  a  vice,  the  fat  pirate  would  have  been  dan- 
gerously wounded,  if  not  killed. 

"  By  Eblis  and  his  black  wings !  Captain,  take  care ! 
If  you  are  provoked  at  the  blow  I  was  about  to  give  that 
hog,  then  I  will  address  myself  to  you  ! "  cried  Erebus, 
trying  to  free  himself  from  Pog's  hands. 

Swan-skin  and  Orangine  escaped,  shrieking  with  terror. 

"  See  what  it  is  to  spoil  children,"  said  Pog,  with  a 
disdainful  smile,  as  he  released  the  hand  of  Erebus. 

"  And  to  allow  them  to  play  with  knives,"  replied 
Trimalcyon,  picking  up  the  knife  that  Erebus  had  let 
fall  in  the  struggle. 

A  look  from  Pog  warned  him  that  he  must  not  push 
the  young  man  too  far. 

"  Do  you  wish  to  kill  the  one  who  has  brought  you  up, 
dear  child  ? "  said  Pog,  sarcastically.  "  Come,  you  have 
your  dagger  in  your  belt,  strike." 

Erebus  looked  at  him  with  a  surly  air,  and  said,  with 
an  angry  sneer : 

"  It  is  in  the  name  of  gratitude,  then,  that  you  ask  me 
to  spare  your  life  ?  Then  why  have  you  preached  to  me 
the  forgetfulness  of  benefits  and  the  remembrance  of 
injuries  ? " 

Notwithstanding  his  impudence,  Trimalcyon  looked 
at  Pog  in  amazement,  not  knowing  how  his  companion 
would  reply  to  that- question. 

Pog  gave  Erelnis  a  look  of  withering  contempt,  as  he 
said  to  him : 

"  1  wished  to  test  you,  when  T  spoke  of  gratitude. 
Yes,  the  truly  brave  man  forgets  all  benefits,  and  only 
remembers  injuries.     I  offered  you  the  most  outrageous 
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insult,  I  told  you  that  you  did  not  have  the  courage  to 
avenge  the  death  of  your  parents.  You  ought  to  have 
struck  me  at  once,  —  but  you  are  a  coward." 

Erebus  quickly  drew  his  dagger  and  raised  it  over  the 
pirate  before  Trimalcyon  could  take  a  step. 

Pog,  calm  and  unmoved,  opened  his  breast  without  a 
sign  of  emotion. 

Twice  Erebus  raised  his  arm,  twice  he  let  it  fall  again. 
He  could  not  make  up  his  mind  to  strike  a  defenceless 
man.     He  bowed  his  head  with  a  sorrowful  air. 

Pog  sat  down  again  and  said  to  Erebus,  in  a  severe 
and  imperious  voice : 

"  Child,  do  not  quote  maxims  whose  meaning  perhaps 
you  may  comprehend,  but  which  your  weak  heart  will 
not  let  you  put  in  practice.  Listen  to  me,  once  for  all. 
I  received  you  without  pity.  I  feel  as  much  hatred  and 
contempt  for  you  as  I  do  for  all  other  men.  I  have 
trained  you  to  pillage  and  murder,  as  I  would  have 
amused  myself  in  training  a  young  wolf  for  slaughter, 
that  some  day  I  might  be  able  to  hurl  you  against  my 
enemies.  I  have  killed  all  the  chevaliers  of  Malta  who 
have  fallen  into  my  hands,  because  I  have  a  terrible 
vengeance  to  wreak  on  that  order.  I  have  taught  you 
that  your  family  was  massacred  by  them,  in  the  hope  of 
exciting  your  rage,  and  turning  it  against  those  whom  I 
execrate.  You  have  already  served  my  purpose ;  you 
have  killed  two  caravanists  with  your  own  hand,  in  one 
combat.  I  know  you  had  no  pleasure  in  it,  you  thought 
you  were  avenging  your  father  and  mother.  I  deal  with 
you  as  a  man  deals  with  his  war-horse ;  as  long  as  he 
serves  him,  he  spurs  him  and  urges  him  to  the  fray ; 
when  he  becomes  feeble,  he  sells  him.  Do  not  feel 
bound  in  any  respect  to  me ;  kill  me  if  you  can.  If  you 
dare  not  strike  before  my  face,  act  as  a  traitor,  —  you 
will  succeed,  perhaps." 

As  Erebus  heard  these  frightful  words,  he  seemed  to 
be  in  a  dream, 
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If  he  had  never  been  deceived  as  to  the  tenderness  of 
Pog,  he  believed  that  the  man  had  at  least  an  interest  in 
him,  the  interest  that  a  poor,  abandoned  child  always 
inspires  in  one  who  has  the  care  of  him.  The  brutal 
confession  of  Pog  left  hira  no  longer  in  doubt.  These 
detestable  maxims  he  had  just  uttered  were  too  much  in 
accord  with  the  rest  of  his  life  to  allow  the  young  man 
to  question  their  reality. 

The  feelings  of  his  own  heart  were  inexplicable.  He 
seemed  to  have  fallen  into  some  deep  and  bloody  abyss. 
The  thoughts  which  rushed  upon  him  drove  him  to  frenzy. 
His  tender  and  generous  instincts  thrilled  painfully,  as  if 
an  iron  hand  had  torn  them  from  his  heart. 

After  the  first  moment  of  dejection,  the  detestable  in- 
fluence of  Pog  regained  the  ascendency.  Erebus  wished 
to  vie  with  this  man  in  cynicism  and  barbarity.  He  lifted 
up  his  pale  face,  and  said,  as  a  sarcastic  smile  played 
upon  his  lips : 

"  You  have  enlightened  me.  Captain  Pog ;  until  now, 
the  hatred  of  the  soldiers  of  Christ  had  never  entered 
into  my  heart ;  until  now,  I  only  wished  their  death 
because  they  had  killed  my  father  and  mother ;  if  I 
showed  them  no  mercy,  I  fought  them,  sword  to  sword, 
galley  to  galley.  But  now,  captain,  armed  or  disarmed, 
young  or  old,  fairly  or  basely,  I  will  kill  as  many  as  I 
can  kill,  —  do  you  know  why,  captain  ?  Say,  do  you  know 
why,  captain  ?  " 

"  He  is  out  of  his  head  !  "  whispered  Trimalcyon. 

"  No,  he  says  what  he  feels,"  replied  Pog.  "  Ah,  well, 
then,  my  child,  tell  me  why  ?  "  added  he. 

"  Because  in  making  me  an  orphan,  they  put  me  in 
your  power,  and  you  have  made  me  what  I  am." 

There  was  in  the  expression  of  the  features  of  Erebus 
something  which  revealed  a  hatred  so  implacable,  that 
Trimalcyon  whispered  to  Pog : 

"  There  is  blood  in  his  look  !  " 

Erebus,  although  exasperated  beyond  measure  by  the 
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contemptuous  hatred  of  Pog,  did  not  dare  avenge  himself, 
because  he  was  dominated  bj  an  involuntary  sentiment 
of  gratitude  toward  the  man  who  had  reared  him,  and 
with  an  air  of  desperation  he  went  out  of  the  chamber. 

"  He  is  going  to  kill  himself !  "  cried  Trimalcyon. 

Pog  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

Some  moments  after,  while  the  two  companions  sat  in 
gloomy  silence,  they  heard  the  sound  of  oars  striking  the 
water. 

"  He  is  going  back  to  his  chebec,"  said  Trimalcyon. 

Without  replying,  Pog  went  out  of  the  chamber  and 
walked  to  the  prow. 

It  was  late.  The  wind  had  grown  somewhat  calm  ; 
the  galley-slaves  were  sleeping  on  their  benches. 

Nothing  was  heard  but  the  regular  step  of  the  spahis 
who  walked  their  rounds  on  the  vessel. 

Pog,  leaning  over  the  guards,  looked  at  the  sea  in 
silence. 

Trimalcyon,  in  spite  of  his  depravity,  had  been  moved 
by  this  scene.  Never  had  the  cruel  monomania  of  Pog 
shown  itself  in  such  a  horrible  light.  He  felt  a  certain 
embarrassment  in  engaging  in  conversation  with  his  silent 
friend.  At  last,  approaching  him  with  several  "  Hem 
—  Hems,"  and  numerous  hesitations,  he  said :  "  The 
weather  is  very  fine  this  evening,  Captain  Pog." 

"  Your  remark  is  full  of  sense,  Trimalcyon." 

"  Come  to  the  point  now,  and  shame  to  the  devil !  I 
do  not  know  what  to  say  to  you,  Pog,  but  you  are  a 
terrible  man ;  you  will  make  that  poor  starling  insane. 
How  in  the  devil  can  you  find  pleasure  in  tormenting 
the  young  fellow  so  ?    Some  fine  day  he  will  leave  you." 

"  If  you  were  not  a  man  incapable  of  understanding 
me,  Trimalcyon,  I  would  tell  you  that  what  I  feel  for 
this  unfortimate  youth  is  strange,"  said  Pog.  "  Yes,  it  is 
strange,"  continued  he,  talking  to  himself.  "  Sometimes 
I  feel  furious  anger  rising  in  me  against  Erebus,  a  re- 
sentment as  implacable  as  if  he  were  my  most  deadly 
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enemy.  Again  I  have  the  indifference  of  a  piece  of  ice. 
Other  times  I  feel  for  him  a  compassion,  I  would  say 
affection  if  that  sentiment  could  enter  my  soul.  Then, 
the  sound  of  his  voice  —  yes,  especially  the  sound  of  his 
voice  —  and  his  look  awaken  in  me  memories  of  a  time 
which  is  no  more." 

As  he  uttered  these  last  words,  Pog  spoke  indistinctly. 

Trimalcyon  was  touched  by  the  accent  of  his  usually 
morose  companion.  The  voice  of  Pog,  ordinarily  hard 
and  sarcastic,  softened  almost  to  a  lamentation. 

Trimalcyon,  amazed,  approached  Pog  to  speak  to  him  ; 
he  recoiled  in  fright  as  he  saw  him  suddenly  raise  his 
two  fists  toward  Heaven  in  a  threatening  manner,  and 
heard  him  utter  such  a  painful,  despairing  cry  that  there 
seemed  nothing  human  in  it. 

"•  Captain  Pog,  what  is  the  matter  with  you  ?  What  is 
the  matter  with  you  ?  "  cried  Trimalcyon. 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  me ! "  cried  Pog,  in  a 
delirium, "  what  is  the  matter  with  me !  Then  you  do 
not  know  that  this  man  who  stands  here  before  you, 
who  roars  with  pain,  who  pushes  cruelty  to  madness, 
who  dreams  only  of  blood  and  massacre ;  that  this  man 
was  once  blessed  with  all,  because  he  was  good,  kind, 
and  generous.  You  do  not  know,  oh,  you  do  not  know 
the  evil  that  must  have  been  done  to  this  man  to  excite 
in  him  the  rage  which  now  possesses  him ! " 

Trimalcyon  was  more  and  more  amazed  at  this  lan- 
guage, which  contrasted  so  singularly  with  the  habitual 
character  of  Pog. 

He  tried  to  enlighten  himself  by  carefully  examining 
the  countenance  of  his  old  comrade. 

After  a  long  silence  he  heard  the  dry,  strident  laugh 
of  the  pirate  ring  through  the  galley.  "  Eh,  eh !  com- 
rade," said  Pog,  in  the  tone  of  irony  natural  to  him,  "  it 
is  quite  right  to  say  that  at  night  mad  dogs  bark  at  the 
moon !  Have  you  understood  one  word  of  all  the  non- 
sense I  have  just  uttered  to  you  ?    I  would  have  been  a 

258 


CONVERSATION. 

good  actor,  on  my  faith  I  would  ;  do  you  not  think  so, 
comrade  ?" 

"  I  have  not  understood  much,  to  tell  the  truth,  Cap- 
tain Pog,  except  that  you  have  not  been  always  what 
you  are  now.  We  are  alike  in  that.  1  was  a  servant  in 
a  college  before  being  a  pirate." 

Pog,  without  making  a  reply,  made  a  gesture  of  his 
hand  commanding  silence.  Then,  listening  with  atten- 
tion on  the  side  next  to  the  sea,  he  said  :  "  It  seems  to 
me  I  hear  a  boat." 

"  Without  doubt,"  said  Trimalcyon. 

One  of  the  watchmen  on  the  rambade  uttered  three 
distinct  cries,  the  first  separated  from  the  two  last  by 
quite  a  long  interval ;  the  last  two,  however,  were  close 
together. 

The  patron  of  the  boat  replied  to  this  cry  in  the  oppo- 
site manner ;  that  is  to  say,  he  uttered  at  first  two  short, 
quick  cries,  followed  by  a  prolonged  cry. 

"  Those  are  persons  from  the  chebec,  and  the  spy,  no 
doubt,"  said  Trimalcyon. 

In  fact  the  long-boat  was  already  at  the  first  seat  of 
the  rowers.     The  spy  climbed  to  the  deck  of  the  galley. 

"  What  news  from  Hyeres  ?  "  said  Pog  to  him. 

"  Bad  for  Marseilles,  captain  ;  the  galleys  of  the  Mar- 
quis de  Breze,  coming  from  Naples,  anchored  there 
yesterday." 

"  Who  told  you  that  ?  "  asked  Pog. 

"  Two  bargemasters.  I  entered  a  hostelry  to  beg  an 
alms,  and  these  bargemasters  were  talking  about  it. 
Some  mule-drivers,  coming  from  the  west,  heard  the 
same  thing  at  St.  Tropez." 

"  And  what  rumour  on  the  coast  ?  " 

"  They  are  alarmed  at  La  Ciotat." 

Pog  waved  his  hand,  and  the  spy  retired. 

"  What  is  to  be  done.  Captain  Pog  ? "  cried  Trimalcyon. 
"  There  are  only  blows  to  be  gained  at  Marseilles  ;  the 
squadron  of  the  Marquis  de  Brdze  protects  the  port.    To 
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attack  an  enemy  unseasonably  is  to  do  him  good  instead 
of  harm  ;   we  can  do  nothing  at  Marseilles." 

"  Nothing,"  said  Captain  Pog. 

"  Then  La  Ciotat  invites  us ;  the  swine,  those  citizens, 
are  alarmed,  it  is  true,  but,  Sardanapalus  !  what  does  that 
matter  ?  The  little  birds  tremble  when  they  see  the  hawk 
ready  to  pounce  upon  them  ;  but  do  their  terrors  make 
his  claws  any  the  less  sharp,  or  his  beak  less  cutting  ? 
What  do  you  say  to  it,  Captain  Pog  ?  " 

"  To  La  Ciotat,  to-morrow  at  sunset,  if  the  wind 
ceases.  We  will  surprise  these  people  in  the  midst  of 
a  feast ;  we  will  change  their  cries  of  joy  into  cries  of 
death  !"  said  Pog,  in  a  hollow  voice. 

"  Sardanapalus !  these  citizens,  they  say,  have  hens  on 
golden  eggs  hidden  in  their  houses.  They  say  that  the 
convent  of  the  Minimes  brothers  is  filled  with  costly 
wines,  without  counting  the  money  of  the  farm-rent  that 
the  farmers  bring  to  these  rich  do-nothings  at  Christmas. 
We  will  find  their  cash-box  well  furnished." 

"To  La  Ciotat,"  said  Pog;  "the  wind  may  change  in 
our  favour.  1  am  going  to  return  on  board  the  Red 
Galleon  ;  at  the  first  signal,  follow  my  manoeuvre." 

"So  be  it.  Captain  Pog,". replied  Trimalcyon. 

While  the  pirates,  ambushed  in  that  solitary  bay; 
are  preparing  to  surprise  and  attack  the  inhabitants  of 
La  Ciotat,  we  will  return  to  Cape  I'Aigle,  where  we  left 
the  watchman  occupied  in  drawing  up  the  defence  of 
the  coast. 


260 


CHAPTER  XXYIII. 

HADJI. 

Christmas  had  at  last  arrived. 

Although  the  fear  of  the  Barbary  pirates  had  kept  the 
city  and  the  coast  in  alarm  for  several  days,  the  people 
began  to  feel  safe  from  attack. 

The  north  wind  had  lasted  so  long  and  had  blown 
with  such  violence  that  they  did  not  suppose  the  pirate 
vessels  dared  put  to  sea  in  such  weather,  and  it  seemed 
still  less  probable  that  they  would  anchor  in  a  harbour 
on  their  seashore,  which  was  exactly  what  Pog  and 
Trimalcyon  had  done. 

The  security  felt  by  the  inhabitants  was  fatal  to  them. 

Forty  hours  at  least  were  required  for  the  galley  of 
the  commander  to  sail  from  Cape  Corsica  to  La  Cio- 
tat.  The  tempest  had  ceased  only  the  evening  before, 
and  Pierre  des  Anbiez  had  been  compelled  to  wait  until 
Christmas  morning  to  put  to  sea. 

On  the  contrary,  the  galleys  of  the  pirates  were  able 
to  reach  La  Ciotat  in  three  hours ;  the  island  of  Port- 
Cros,  where  they  had  taken  refuge,  was  only  about  six 
leagues  distant. 

But,  as  we  have  said,  fear  was  no  longer  felt  along 
the  coast ;  besides,  they  reckoned  upon  the  well-known 
vigilance  of  the  watchman,  Master  Peyrou. 

He  would  give  the  alarm  in  case  of  danger  ;  two  sig- 
nals, corresponding  with  the  sentry-box  on  Cape  I'Aigle, 
had  been  established,  one  at  a  point  opposite  the  bay,  the 
other  on  the  terrace  of  Maison-Forte. 
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At  the  slightest  alarm  all  the  men  of  La  Ciotat, 
capable  of  bearing  arms,  were  to  assemble  in  the  town 
hall,  there  to  take  orders  from  the  consul,  and  hasten  to 
the  point  which  might  be  attacked. 

A  chain  had  been  extended  across  the  entrance  of  the 
port,  and  several  large  fishing-boats,  armed  with  swivel- 
guns,  were  anchored  a  short  distance  from  this  chain. 
Finally,  two  coxswains  of  a  long-boat,  occupied  a  whole 
morning  in  exploring  the  environage,  had  upon  their 
return  increased  the  general  feeling  of  security  by  an- 
nouncing that  not  a  sail  was  to  be  seen  for  a  distance  of 
three  or  four  leagues. 

It  was  about  two  hours  after  midday.  A  sharp  wind 
from  ihe  east  had  taken  the  place  of  the  north  wind  of 
the  preceding  days.  The  sky  was  clear,  the  sun  bright 
for  a  winter  day,  and  the  sea  beautiful,  although  there 
was  a  gentle  swell. 

A  child  carrying  a  basket  on  his  head  began  to  climb, 
singing  all  the  while,  the  steep  rocks  which  led  to  the 
house  of  the  watchman. 

Suddenly,  hearing  the  moaning  of  a  dog,  the  child 
stopped,  looked  around  him  with  curiosity,  saw  nothing, 
and  went  on  his  way. 

The  cry  was  repeated,  and  this  time  it  seemed  nearer 
and  more  pitiful. 

Raimond  V.  had  been  hunting  all  day  on  that  side, 
and  thinking  that  one  of  the  baron's  dogs  had  fallen 
into  some  quagmire,  the  child  set  his  basket  down  on 
the  ground,  climbed  up  a  large  piece  of  a  huge  rock 
which  projected  some  distance  over  the  road,  and  lis- 
tened with  attention. 

The  cries  of  the  dog  grew  fainter,  yet  sounded  more 
plaintive  than  before. 

The  child  hesitated  no  longer.  As  much  to  do  some- 
thing which  would  please  his  master  as  to  merit  a  small 
recompense,  he  began  diligently  to  search  for  the  poor 
animal,   and    soon  disappeared    among   the    tall    rocks. 
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The  dog  seemed  sometimes  nearer,  and  sometimes  more 
distant ;  at  last  the  cries  suddenly  ceased. 

The  child  had  left  the  path.  While  he  was  listening, 
calling,  crying,  and  whistling,  Hadji,  the  Bohemian,  ap- 
peared behind  a  rock. 

Thanks  to  his  skill  as  a  juggler,  he  had  imitated  the 
cries  of  the  dog,  so  as  to  distract  the  child  from  his  duty 
and  take  him  away  from  his  basket.  For  three  days  he 
had  been  wandering  in  the  midst  of  this  solitude.  Not 
daring  to  appear  again  at  Maison-Forte,  he  was  expect- 
ing every  day  the  arrival  of  the  pirates,  who  had  been 
instructed  by  his  second  message. 

Knowing  that  every  morning  provisions  were  carried 
to  Peyrou,  Hadji,  who  had  been  watching  some  hours 
for  the  purveyor,  employed,  as  we  have  said,  this  strata- 
gem to  make  him  abandon  his  basket. 

The  Bohemian  opened  the  bottle-case  carefully  pro- 
vided by  the  majordomo  Laramie,  took  out  a  large 
bottle  covered  with  straw,  and  poured  in  it  a  small 
quantity  of  a  white  powder,  —  a  powerful  soporific, 
whose  effects  had  already  been  felt  by  the  worthy 
Luquin  Trinquetaille. 

The  Bohemian  had  lived  for  two  days  on  the  small 
amount  of  food  he  had  carried  away  from  Maison-Forte ; 
but,  fearing  to  excite  suspicion,  he  had  the  courage  not  to 
touch  the  appetising  viands  intended  for  the  watchman. 
He  restored  the  bottle  to  its  place  and  disappeared. 

The  child,  after  having  searched  for  the  stray  dog  in 
vain,  returned,  took  up  his  basket,  and  finally  arrived  at 
the  summit  of  the  promontory. 

Master  Peyrou  passed  for  such  a  formidable,  mysteri- 
ous being,  that  his  young  purveyor  did  not  dare  say  a 
word  about  the  cries  of  the  dog ;  he  deposited  the  basket 
on  the  edge  of  the  last  stone  of  the  steps,  and  saying,  in 
a  trembling  voice,  "The  good  God  keep  you.  Master 
Peyrou,"  descended  as  fast  as  his  legs  could  carry  him, 
holding  his  cap  in  both  hands. 
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The  watchman  smiled  at  the  child's  fear,  rose  from 
his  seat,  went  for  the  basket,  and  set  it  down  near  him. 
The  provisions  inside  smacked  of  the  Christmas  festivity. 

First,  there  was  a  very  fine  roast  turkey,  a  necessary 
dish  at  the  solemn  feast  of  Christmas ;  then  a  cold  fish 
pie,  some  honey  cakes  and  oil,  and  a  basket  of  <^rapes 
and  dried  fruit  done  up  in  the  style  of  a  Christmas 
present ;  finally,  two  loaves  of  white  bread  with  a 
golden  brown  crust,  and  a  large  bottle,  containing  at 
least  two  pints  of  the  finest  Burgundy  wine  from  the 
cellar  of  Raimond  V.,  completed  his  repast. 

The  good  watchman,  lonely  philosopher  as  he  was, 
did  not  appear  insensible  to  these  good  things.  He 
entered  his  house,  took  his  little  table,  set  it  before 
his  door,  and  there  placed  his  {oreparations  for  his 
Christmas  feast.  Yet  he  was  saddened  by  melancholy 
thoughts. 

By  the  unusual  clouds  of  smoke  rising  above  the  town 
of  La  Ciotat,  it  could  be  seen  that  the  inhaljitants,  rich 
or  poor,  were  making  joyous  preparations  to  unite  family 
and  friends  at  their  tables.  The  watchman  sighed  as  he 
thought  of  the  exile  which  he  had  imposed  upon  himself. 
Already  old,  without  relatives  and  family  tics,  lie  was 
liable  to  die  on  this  rock,  in  the  midst  of  this  imposing 
solitude. 

Another  cause  brought  sadness  to  the  heart  of  Peyrou. 
He  had  vainly  hoped  to  signal  the  arrival  of  the  com- 
mander's galley.  He  knew  with  what  joy  Raimond  V. 
would  have  embraced  his  two  brothers,  especially  at  this 
season,  and  he  also  knew  that  the  gloomy  sadness  of 
Pierre  des  Anbiez  found  some  relief,  some  consolation 
in  the  midst  of  sweet  family  happiness  and  festivity. 

And  in  fact,  there  was  still  another  reason,  not  less 
important,  which  made  the  watchman  desire  most  ear- 
nestly the  return  of  the  commander. 

He  had  been  for  more  than  twenty  years  the  guardian 
of  a  terrible  secret,  and  of  the  papers  which  were  con- 
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nected  with  it.  His  retired  life  and  his  fidelity,  which 
had  endured  every  test,  were  sufficient  warrants  for  the 
security  of  this  secret.  But  the  watchman  desired  to 
ask  the  commander  to  deliver  him  from  this  grave 
responsibility,  and  to  entrust  it  henceforth  to  Rai- 
mond  V. 

In  fact,  Peyrou  realised  that  he  might  at  any  time  die 
a  violent  death ;  his  scene  with  the  Bohemian  proved  to 
what  dangers  he  was  exposed  in  this  remote  and  isolated 
spot. 

All  these  reasons  made  him  look  anxiously  for  the 
coming  of  the  black  galley,  and  for  the  last  time,  before 
sitting  down  to  the  table,  he  examined  the  horizon 
attentively. 

The  sun  was  just  beginning  to  set,  and  although  the 
watchman  descried  nothing  in  the  distance,  he  did  not 
lose  all  hope  of  seeing  the  galley  before  nightfall,  and  to 
be  able  to  signal  the  galley  more  readily,  he  resolved 
to  dine  outside. 

The  sight  of  a  good  dinner  drove  some  of  the  wrinkles 
from  his  brow.  He  began  by  holding  the  flagon  of  Bur- 
gundy wine  to  his  lips.  After  having  swallowed  several 
draughts,  he  wiped  his  mouth  with  the  back  of  his  hand, 
as  he  quoted  the  Provencal  proverb,  "  A  Tousan  tou  vin 
es  san,  —  On  All  Saints'  Day  all  wine  is  good  for  the 
health." 

"  Raimond  V.  has  not  forgotten  how  to  judge,"  added 
he,  smiling.     Then  he  carved  the  turkey. 

"  Well,  well,  for  an  old  man,  old  wine.  I  feel  my 
heart  already  rejoice,  and  my  hopes  of  seeing  the  com- 
mander's galley  are  a  good  deal  brighter." 

At  this  moment,  Peyrou  heard  a  rustling  in  the  air ; 
one  of  the  branches  of  the  old  pine  cracked,  and  Bril- 
liant alighted  with  a  heavy  wing  on  the  stone  roof  of 
the  sentry-box  ;  then  from  the  roof  she  descended  to  the 
ground. 

"  Ah,  ah  !  Brilliant,"  said  the  watchman,  "  you  come 
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to  get  your  part  of  the  Christmas  present,  do  you  ? 
Take  this ! "  and  he  handed  her  a  piece  of  the  turkey, 
which  the  eagle  refused. 

"  Ah  !  cruel  wretch,  you  would  not  disdain  that  morsel 
if  it  was  bloody.  Do  you  want  some  of  this  pie  ?  No  ? 
Ah !  you  will  not  find  every  day  such  a  treat  as  the 
pigeon  of  that  accursed  Bohemian.  Never  shall  I  forget 
the  service  you  rendered  me,  my  courageous  bird,  al- 
though your  taste  for  blood  went  for  much  in  your  fine 
action.  But,  no  matter,  Brilliant,  no  matter ;  it  smells 
of  ingratitude  to  be  looking  for  the  motive  of  a  deed  by 
which  we  have  profited.  I  ought  to  have  thought  of 
you  and  given  you  a  fine  quarter  of  mutton  for  your 
Christmas  feast.  But  to-morrow  I  will  not  forget. 
For  you,  as  for  a  great  many  men,  the  treat  makes 
the  festivity,  and  it  is  not  the  holy  day  or  saint  they 
glorify." 

Master  Feyrou  finished  his  dinner,  sometimes  chatting 
with  Brilliant,  and  sometimes  embracing  the  baron's 
bottle. 

Twilight  was  slowly  descending  upon  the  town. 

The  watchman,  wrapping  himself  in  his  cloak,  lit 
his  pipe,  and  sat  down  to  contemplate  the  approach  of 
the  beautiful  winter  night,  in  a  sort  of  meditative  beat- 
itude. 

Although  the  night  was  falling,  he  again  examined 
the  horizon  with  his  telescope,  and  discovered  nothing. 
Turning  his  head  mechanically  on  the  side  of  Maison- 
Forte,  with  the  thought  that  all  hope  of  seeing  the  com- 
mander arrive  was  not  yet  lost,  he  saw,  to  his  great 
astonishment,  a  company  of  soldiers,  commanded  by  two 
men  on  horseback,  rapidly  marching  up  the  beach  toward 
the  house  of  Raimond  V. 

He  seized  his  telescope,  and,  in  spite  of  the  gathering 
darkness,  recognised  the  recorder  Isnard,  mounted  on 
his  white  mule.  The  recorder  was  accompanied  by  a 
cavalier,  whose  hausse-col,,  or  metal  collar,  jacket   of 
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buff-skin,  and  white  scarf  marked  him  as  a  captain 
of  infantry. 

"  What  does  that  mean  ?  "  cried  the  watchman,  recall- 
ing with  alarm  the  animosity  of  Master  Isnard.  "  Are 
they  going  to  arrest  the  Baron  des  Anbiez  by  virtue  of 
an  order  from  the  Marshal  of  Vitry  ?  Ah !  I  have  too 
much  reason  to  fear  it,  and  what  I  fear  more  is  the 
resistance  of  the  baron.  My  God !  how  is  all  this 
going  to  end  ?  What  a  sad  Christmas  if  things  are  as  I 
fear ! " 

Greatly  disturbed,  the  watchman  stood  with  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  shore,  although  night  was  now  too  far 
advanced  to  permit  him  to  distinguish  any  object. 

Soon  the  moon  rose  bright  and  clear,  flooding  the 
rocks,  the  bay,  the  shore,  and  the  castle  of  Maison- 
Forte  with  her  brilliant  light. 

In  the  distance  the  city,  immersed  in  fog,  showed 
many  a  luminous  point  through  the  cloudy,  vapourous 
mass,  and  its  sharp-pointed  roofs  and  belfries  cut  a 
black  silhouette  on  the  pale  azure  of  the  sky. 

The  sea,  perfectly  calm,  was  like  a  peaceful  lake,  and 
its  soft  murmurs  were  scarcely  audible.  The  waves 
seemed  to  sleep.  A  line  of  darker  blue  marked  the 
curve  of  the  horizon. 

The  watchman  looked  anxiously  at  the  windows  of 
Maison-Forte,  which  were  all  brilliantly  illuminated. 

By  degrees,  his  eyelids  grew  heavy. 

Attributing  the  sensation  of  heaviness  in  his  head  to 
the  wine,  which  he  had  partaken  of  in  moderation,  he 
began  to  walk  about  briskly,  but,  notwithstanding  his 
persistent  efforts,  he  felt  a  sort  of  lassitude  stealing 
through  all  his  limbs.  His  sight  began  to  grow  dim ; 
he  was  obliged  to  return  and  sit  down  on  his  bench. 

For  some  minutes  he  struggled  with  all  his  might 
against  this  numbness  which  was  gradually  taking  pos- 
session of  all  his  faculties. 

Finally,  although  his  reason  commenced  to  share  this 
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state  of  general  stupor,  he  had  the  presence  of  mind 
to  go  in  his  cabin  and  plunge  his  head  in  a  basin  of 
ice-cold  water. 

This  immersion  seemed  for  some  moments  to  restore 
to  him  the  use  of  his  senses. 

"  Miserable  creature  1  am  !  What  have  I  done  ! " 
cried  he.     "  I  have  made  myself  drunk  —  " 

He  took  a  few  more  steps,  but  was  obliged  to  sit  down 
again. 

The  soi)orific,  thwarted  in  its  effect  for  a  moment, 
redoubled  its  power  over  him.  Leaning  back  against 
the  wall  of  his  cabin,  he  retained  perception  enough  to 
be  the  witness  of  a  spectacle  which  overwhelmed  him 
with  rage  and  despair. 

Two  galleys  and  a  chebec  appeared  at  the  eastern 
point  of  the  bay,  —  a  point  which  he  alone  was  able 
to  discover  from  the  height  of  Cape  I'Aigle.  These 
vessels  were  slowly  doubling  the  promontory  with  the 
utmost  precaution.  With  one  last  effort  he  straightened 
himself  up  to  his  full  height,  and  cried,  in  a  feeble  voice, 
"  Pirates  I  "  He  stumbled  as  he  tried  to  walk  to  the  pile 
where  were  collected  all  sorts  of  combustible  material 
ready  to  be  kindled  at  a  moment's  notice.  The  moment 
he  reached  it  he  fell,  deprived  of  consciousness. 

The  Bohemian,  who  had  been  watching  his  every 
movement,  then  appeared  just  where  the  foot-path  en- 
tered the  esplanade,  and  advanced  with  the  greatest 
circumspection.  Hiding  himself  behind  the  cabin,  he 
listened,  and  heard  only  the  laboured  breathing  of  the 
watchman.  Certain  of  the  effect  of  his  soporific,  he  ap- 
proached Peyrou,  stooped  down,  and  touched  his  hands 
and  his  forehead  and  found  that  they  were  cold. 

"  The  dose  is  strong,"  said  he,  "  perhaps  too  strong. 
So  much  the  worse,  I  did  not  wish  to  kill  him." 

Then  advancing  to  the  edge  of  the  precipice,  he  saw 
distinctly  the  three  pirate  vessels  in  the  distance.  Mov- 
ing slowly  and  cautiously,  for  fear  of  being  discovered, 
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they  made  use  of  oars  to  reach  the  entrance  of  the  port, 
where  the  Bohemian  was  to  join  them. 

The  practised  eye  of  Hadji  recognised  in  front  of  the 
two  galleys  certain  luminous  points  or  flames,  which 
were  nothing  else  than  torches  designed  to  burn  the 
city  and  the  fishing-boats. 

"  By  Eblis !  they  are  going  to  smoke  these  citizens 
like  foxes  in  their  burrows.  It  is  time,  perhaps,  for  this 
old  man  to  go  to  sleep  for  ever  ;  but  we  must  visit  his 
cabin.  I  will"  have  time  to  descend.  I  will  be  on  the 
beach  soon  enough  to  seize  a  boat  and  join  Captain  Pog, 
who  expects  me  before  he  begins  the  attack.  Let  us 
enter ;  they  say  the  old  man  hides  a  treasure  here." 

Hadji  took  a  brand  from  the  fireplace  and  lit  a  lamp. 

The  first  object  which  met  his  eye  was  a  trunk  or 
box  of  sculptured  ebony  placed  near  the  watchman's 
bed. 

"  That  is  a  costly  piece  of  furniture  for  such  a  re- 
cluse." 

Not  finding  a  key,  he  took  a  hatchet,  broke  open  the 
lock,  and  opened  the  two  leaves  of  the  door ;  the  shelves 
were  empty. 

"  It  is  not  natural  to  lock  up  nothing  with  so  much 
precaution  ;  time  presses,  but  this  key  will  open  every- 
thing." He  took  up  the  hatchet  again,  and  in  a  moment 
the  ebony  case  was  in  pieces. 

A  double  bottom  fell  apart. 

The  Bohemian  uttered  a  cry  of  joy  as  he  perceived 
the  little  embossed  silver  casket  of  which  we  have 
spoken,  and  on  which  was  marked  a  Maltese  cross. 
This  casket,  which  was  quite  heavy,  was  fastened  no 
doubt  by  a  secret  spring,  as  neither  key  nor  lock  could 
be  discovered. 

"  I  have  my  fine  part  of  the  booty,  now  let  us  run  to 
help  Captain  Pog  in  taking  his.  Ah,  ah!"  added  he, 
with  a  diabolical  laugh,  as  he  beheld  the  bay  and  the 
city  wrapped    in    profound    stillness,  "  soon    Eblis  will 
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shake  his  wings  of  fire  over  that  scene.     The  sky  will 
be  in  flames,  and  the  waters  will  run  with  blood  ! " 

Then,  as  a  last  precaution,  he  emptied  a  tunnel  of 
water  on  the  signal  pile,  and  descended  in  hot  haste 
to  join  the  pirate  vessels. 
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CHRISTMAS. 

While  so  many  misfortunes  were  threatening  the 
city,  the  inhabitants  were  quietly  keeping  Christmas. 

Notwithstanding  the  uneasiness  the  opinion  of  the 
watchman  had  given,  notwithstanding  the  alarm  caused 
by  terror  of  the  pirates,  in  every  house,  poor  or  rich, 
preparations  were  being  made  for  the  patriarchal  feast. 

We  have  spoken  of  the  magnificent  cradle  which  had 
long  been  in  course  of  preparation  through  the  untiring 
industry  of  Dame  Dulceline. 

It  was  at  last  finished  and  placed  in  the  hall  of  the 
dais,  or  hall  of  honour  in  Mai  son-Forte. 

Midnight  had  just  sounded.  The  woman  in  charge 
was  impatiently  awaiting  the  return  of  Raimond  V.,  his 
daughter,  Honorat  de  Berrol,  and  other  relations  and 
guests  whom  the  baron  had  invited  to  the  ceremony. 

All  the  family  and  guests  had  gone  to  La  Ciotat,  to 
be  present  at  the  midnight  mass. 

Abb^  Mascarolus  had  said  mass  in  the  chapel  of  the 
castle  for  those  who  had  remained  at  home. 

We  will  conduct  the  reader  to  the  hall  of  the  dais, 
which  occupied  two-thirds  of  the  long  gallery  which 
communicated  with  the  two  wings  of  the  castle. 

It  was  never  opened  except  on  solemn  occasions. 

A  splendid  red  damask  silk  covered  its  walls.  To 
supply  the  place  of  flowers,  quite  rare  in  that  season, 
masses  of  green  branches,  cut  from  trees  and  arranged 
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in  boxes,  hid  almost  entirely  the  ten  large  arched  win- 
dows of  this  immense  hall. 

At  one  end  of  the  hall  rose  a  granite  chimnejpiece, 
ten  feet  high  and  heavily  sculptured. 

Notwithstanding  the  season  was  cold,  no  fire  burned 
in  this  vast  fireplace,  but  an  immense  pile,  composed  of 
branches  of  vine,  beech,  olive,  and  fir-apples,  only  waited 
the  formality  of  custom  to  throw  waves  of  light  and  heat 
into  the  grand  and  stately  apartment. 

Two  pine-trees  with  long  green  branches  ornamented 
with  ribbons,  oranges,  and  bunches  of  grapes,  were  set 
up  in  boxes  on  each  side  of  the  chimney,  and  formed 
above  the  mantelpiece  a  veritable  thicket  of  verdure. 

Six  copper  chandeliers  with  lighted  yellow  wax  candles 
only  partially  dissipated  the  darkness  of  the  immense 
room. 

At  the  other  end,  opposite  the  chimney,  rose  the  dais, 
resembling  somewhat  the  canopy  of  a  bed,  with  curtains, 
hangings,  and  cushions  of  red  damask,  as  were,  too,  the 
mantle  and  gloves,  a  part  of  the  equipment  of  office. 

The  red  draperies  covered,  with  their  long  folds,  five 
wooden  steps,  which  were  hidden  under  a  rich  Turkey 
carpet. 

Oi'diuarily  the  armorial  chair  of  Raimond  V.  was 
placed  on  this  elevation,  and  here  enthroned,  the  old 
gentleman,  as  lord  of  the  manor,  administered  on  rare 
occasions  justice  to  high  and  low.  On  Christmas  Day, 
however,  the  cradle  of  the  infant  Jesus  occupied  this 
place  of  honour. 

A  table  of  massive  oak,  covered  over  with  a  rich  oriental 
drapery,  furnished  the  middle  of  the  gallery. 

On  this  table  could  be  seen  an  ebony  box  handsomely 
carved,  with  a  coat  of  arms  on  its  lid.  This  box  con- 
tained the  book  of  accounts,  a  sort  of  record  in  which 
were  written  the  births  and  all  other  important  family 
events. 

Armchairs  and  benches  of  carved  oak,  with  twisted 
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feet,  completed  the  furniture  of  this  hall,  to  which  its 
size  and  severe  bareness  gave  an  imposing  character. 

Dame  Dulceline  and  Abbd  Mascarolus  had  just  finished 
placing  the  cradle  under  the  dais.  This  marvel  was  a 
picture  in  relief  about  three  feet  square  at  the  base  and 
three  feet  high.  The  faithful  representation  of  the 
stable  where  the  Saviour  was  born  would  have  been 
too  severe  a  limitation  to  the  poetical  conceptions  of 
the  good  abbe. 

So,  instead  of  a  stable,  the  holy  scene  was  pictured 
under  a  sort  of  arcade  sustained  by  two  half  ruined  sup- 
ports. In  the  spaces  between  the  stones,  real  little 
stones  artistically  cut,  were  hung  long  garlands  of  natu- 
ral vines  and  leaves,  most  beautifully  intertwined. 

A  cloud  of  white  wax  seemed  to  envelope  the  upper 
part  of  the  arcade.  Five  or  six  cherubs  about  a  thumb 
high,  modelled  in  wax  painted  a  natural  colour,  and  wear- 
ing azure  wings  made  of  the  feathers  of  humming-birds, 
were  here  and  there  set  in  the  cloud,  and  held  a 
streamer  of  w^hite  silk,  in  the  middle  of  which  glittered 
the  M^ords,  embroidered  in  letters  of  gold :  Gloria  in 
Excehis. 

The  supports  of  the  arcade  rested  on  a  sort  of  carpet 
of  fine  moss,  packed  so  closely  as  to  resemble  green 
velvet,  and  in  front  of  this  erection  was  placed  the  cradle 
of  the  Saviour  of  the  world  ;  a  real,  miniature  cradle, 
covered  over  with  the  richest  laces.  In  it  reposed  the 
infant  Jesus. 

Kneeling  by  the  cradle,  the  Virgin  Mary  bent  over 
the  Babe  her  maternal  brow,  the  white  veil  of  the  Queen 
of  Angels  falling  over  her  feet  and  hiding  half  of  her 
azure  coloured  silk  robe. 

The  paschal  lamb,  his  four  feet  bound  with  a  rose 
coloured  ribbon,  was  laid  at  the  foot  of  the  cradle ; 
behind  it  the  kneeling  ox  thrust  his  large  head,  and 
his  eyes  of  enamel  seemed  to  contemplate  the  divine 
Infant. 
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The  ass,  ou  a  more  distant  plane,  and  half  hidden  by 
the  posts  of  the  arcade,  behind  which  it  stood,  also 
showed  his  meek  and  gentle  head. 

The  dog  seemed  to  cringe  near  the  cradle,  while  the 
shepherds,  clothed  in  coarse  cassocks,  and  the  magi 
kings,  dressed  in  rich  robes  of  brocatelle,  were  offering 
their  adoration. 

A  fourth  row  of  little  candles,  made  of  rose-scented 
wax,  burned  around  the  cradle. 

An  immense  amount  of  work,  and  really  great  re- 
sources of  imagination,  had  been  necessary  to  perfect 
such  an  exquisite  picture.  For  instance,  the  ass,  which 
was  about  six  thumbs  in  height,  was  covered  in  mouse- 
skin  which  imitated  his  own  to  perfection.  The  black 
and  white  ox  owed  his  hair  to  an  India  pig  of  the  same 
colour,  and  his  short  and  polished  black  horns  to  the 
rounded  nippers  of  an  enormous  beetle. 

The  robes  of  the  magi  kings  revealed  a  fairy-like  skill 
and  patience,  and  their  long  white  hair  was  really  veri- 
table hair,  which  Dame  Dulceline  had  cut  from  her  own 
venerable  head. 

As  to  the  figures  of  the  cherubs,  the  infant  Jesus,  and 
other  actors  in  this  holy  scene,  they  had  been  purchased 
in  Marseilles  from  one  of  those  master  wax-chandlers, 
who  always  kept  assorted  materials  necessary  in  the  con- 
struction of  these  cradles. 

Doubtless  it  was  not  high  art,  but  there  was,  in  this 
little  monument  of  a  laborious  and  innocent  piety, 
something  as  simple  and  as  pathetic  as  the  divine  scene 
which  they  tried  to  reproduce  with  such  religious  con- 
scientiousness. 

The  good  old  priest  and  Dame  Dulceline,  after  having 
lit  the  last  candles  which  surrounded  the  cradle,  stood  a 
moment,  lost  in  admiration  of  their  work. 

"  Never,  M.  Abbe,"  said  Dame  Dulceline,  "  have  we 
had  such  a  beautiful  cradle  at  Maison-Forte." 

"  That  is  true.  Dame  Dulceline  ;  the  representation  of 
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the  animals  approaches  nature  as  closely  as  is  permitted 
man  to  approach  the  marvels  of  creation." 

"  Ah,  M.  Abbe,  why  did  it  have  to  be  that  the  accursed 
Bohemian,  who  they  say  is  an  emissary  of  the  pirates, 
should  give  us  the  secret  of  making  glass  eyes  for  these 
animals  ?" 

"  What  does  it  matter.  Dame  Dulceline  ?  Perhaps  some 
day  the  miscreant  will  learn  the  eternal  truth.  The  Lord 
employs  every  arm  to  build  his  temple." 

''  Pray  tell  me,  M.  Abb^,  why  we  must  put  the  cradle 
under  the  dais  in  the  hall  of  honour.  Soon  it  will  be 
forty  years  since  I  began  making  cradles  for  Maison- 
Forte  des  Anbiez.  My  mother  made  them  for  Raimond 
IV.,  father  of  Raimond  V,,  for  as  many  years.  Ah, 
well  I  I  have  never  asked  before,  nor  have  I  even  asked 
myself  why  this  hall  was  always  selected  for  the  blessed 
exposition." 

"  Ah,  you  see,  Dame  Dulceline,  there  is  always,  at  the 
base  of  our  ancient  religious  customs,  something  consol- 
ing for  the  humble,  the  weak,  and  the  suffering,  and  also 
something  imposing  as  a  lesson  for  the  happy  and  the 
rich  and  the  powerful  of  this  world.  This  cradle,  for 
instance,  is  the  symbol  of  the  birth  of  the  divine  Saviour. 
He  was  the  poor  child  of  a  poor  artisan,  and  yet  some 
day  he  was  to  be  as  far  above  the  most  powerful  of  men 
as  the  heavens  are  above  the  earth.  So  you  see.  Dame 
Dulceline,  upon  the  anniversary  day  of  the  redemption, 
the  poor  and  rustic  cradle  of  the  infant  Saviour  takes 
the  place  of  honour  in  the  ceremonial  hall  of  the  noble 
baron." 

"  Ah,  I  understand,  M.  Abbe,  they  put  the  infant  Jesus 
in  the  place  of  the  noble  baron,  to  show  that  the  lords  of 
this  world  should  be  first  to  bow  before  the  Saviour ! " 

"  Without  doubt.  Dame  Dulceline,  in  thus  doing  hom- 
age to  the  Lord  through  the  symbol  of  his  power,  the 
baron  preaches  by  example  the  communion  and  equality 
of  men  before  God." 
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Dame  Dulceline  remained  silent  a  moment,  thinking 
of  the  abbe's  words,  then,  satisfied  with  his  explanation, 
she  proposed  another  question  to  him,  which  in  her  mind 
was  more  difficult  of  solution, 

"  M.  Abbe,"  asked  she,  with  an  embarrassed  air,  "  you 
say  that  at  the  base  of  all  ancient  customs  there  is  always 
a  lesson  ;  can  there  be  one,  then,  in  the  custom  of  Palm 
Sunday,  when  foundling  children  run  about  the  streets 
of  Marseilles  with  branches  of  laurel  adorned  with  fruit  ? 
For  instance,  last  year,  on  Palm  Sunday,  —  I  blush  to 
think  of  it  even  now,  M.  Abb^,  —  I  was  walking  on  the 
fashionable  promenade  of  Marseilles  with  Master  Tale- 
bard-Talebardon,  who  was  not  then  the  declared  enemy 
of  monseigneur,  and,  lo !  one  of  the  unfortunate  little 
foundlings  stopped  right  before  me  and  the  consul,  and 
said,  with  a  sweet  voice,  as  he  kissed  our  hands,  '  Good 
morning,  mother  !  good  morning,  father  ! '  By  St.  Dul- 
celine, my  patron  saint,  M.  Abb^,  I  turned  purple  with 
shame,  and  Master  Talebard-Talebardon  did,  too.  I  beg 
your  pardon,  respectfully,  for  alluding  to  the  coarse  jokes 
of  Master  Laramie,  who  accompanied  us,  on  the  subject 
of  this  poor  foundling's  insult !  But  this  Master  Laramie 
has  neither  modesty  nor  shame.  1  could  not  help  repuls- 
ing with  horror  this  nursling  of  public  charity,  and  I 
pinched  his  arm  sharply,  and  said  to  him :  '  Will  you  be 
silent,  you  ugly  little  bastard  ? '  He  felt  his  fault,  for 
he  began  to  weep,  and  when  1  complained  of  his  indecent 
impudence  to  a  grave  citizen,  he  replied  to  me  :  '  My  good 
lady,  such  is  the  custom  here ;  on  Palm  Sunday  found- 
lings have  the  privilege  of  running  through  the  streets, 
and  saying,  '  father  and  mother,'  to  all  whom  they  may 
meet." 

"  That  is  really  the  custom,  Dame  Dulceline,"  said  the 
abb^. 

"Well,  it  may  be  the  custom,  M.  Abbe,  but  is  that 
not  a  very  impertinent  and  improper  custom,  to  permit 
unfortunate  little  children  without  father  oi'  mother  to 
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walk  up  and  say  '  mother'  to  honest,  discreet  persons  like 
myself,  for  example,  who  prefer  the  peace  of  celibacy  to 
the  disquietudes  of  family  ?  As  to  the  morality  of  this 
custom,  I  pray  you  explain  it,  M.  Abbe.  I  look  for  it  in 
vain  with  all  my  eyes.  I  can  see  nothing  in  it  but  what 
is  outrageously  indecent !  " 

"  And  you  are  mistaken.  Dame  Dulceline,"  said  Abb^ 
Mascarolus ;  "  this  custom  is  worthy  of  respect,  and  you 
were  wrong  to  treat  that  poor  child  so  cruelly." 

"  I  was  wrong  ?  That  little  rascal  comes  and  calls  me 
mother,  and  I  permit  it  ?  Why,  then,  thanks  to  this 
custom,  there  would  —  ". 

"  Thanks  to  this  custom,"  interrupted  the  abb^, 
"  thanks  to  the  privilege  that  these  little  unfortunates 
have,  of  being  able  to  say,  one  day  in  the  year,  '  father 
and  mother '  to  those  they  meet,  —  those  dear  names 
that  they  never  pronounce,  which,  perhaps,  may  have 
never  passed  their  lips  — ■  alas !  how  many  there  are, 
and  1  have  seen  them,  who  say  these  words  with  tears 
in  their  eyes,  as  they  remember  that,  when  that  day  is 
past,  they  cannot  repeat  the  blessed  words !  And  some- 
times it  happens.  Dame  Dulceline,  that  strangers,  moved 
to  pity  by  such  innocence  and  sorrow,  or  being  touched 
by  the  caressing  words,  have  adopted  some  of  these 
unfortunates ;  others  have  given  abundant  alms,  because 
this  innocent  appeal  for  charity  is  almost  always  heard. 
You  see.  Dame  Dulceline,  that  this  custom,  too,  has  a 
useful  end,  —  a  pious  signification." 

The  old  woman  bowed  her  head  in  silence,  and  finally 
replied  to  the  good  chaplain : 

"  You  are  a  clever  man,  M.  Abbe  ;  you  are  right.  See 
what  it  is  to  have  knowledge !  Now  I  repent  of  having 
repulsed  the  child  so  cruelly.  Next  Palm  Sunday  I  will 
not  fail  to  carry  several  yards  of  good,  warm  cloth,  and 
nice  linen,  and  this  time,  I  promise  you,  I  will  not  act 
the  cruel  stepmother  with  the  poor  children  who  call  me 
mother !     But  if  that  old  sot,  Laramie,  makes  any  inde- 
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cent  joke  about  me,  as  sure  as  be  has  eyes  I  will  prove 
to  bim  that  I  have  claws  !  " 

"  That  would  prove  too  much,  Dame  Dulceline.  But, 
since  monseigneur  does  not  yet  return,  and  since  we  are 
discussing  the  customs  of  our  good  old  Provence,  and 
their  usefulness  to  poor  people,  come,  now,  what  have 
you  observed  on  the  day  of  St.  Lazarus,  concerning  the 
dance  of  St.  Elmo  ? " 

"  What  do  you  want  me  to  tell  you,  M,  Abb^  ?  Now  I 
distrust  myself ;  before  your  explanation  I  railed  against 
the  custom  of  foundlings  on  Palm  Sunday,  now  I  respect 
it." 

"  Say  always,  Dame  Dulceline,  that  the  sin  of  igno- 
rance is  excusable.  But  what  is  your  opinion  concern- 
ing the  dance  of  St.  Elmo  ? " 

"  Bless  me,  M.  Abb^,  I  understand  nothing  about  it ! 
I  sometimes  ask  myself  what  is  the  good,  the  day  of  the 
feast  of  St.  Elmo,  of  dressing  up,  at  the  expense  of  the 
city  or  community,  all  the  poor  young  boys  and  girls  as 
handsomely  as  possible.  That  is  not  all.  Not  content 
with  that,  these  young  people  go  from  house  to  house, 
among  the  rich  citizens  and  the  lords,  asking  to  borrow 
something.  This  one  wants  a  gold  necklace,  that  one  a 
pair  of  diamond  earrings,  another  a  silver  belt,  another 
a  hat-band  set  with  precious  stones,  or  a  sword-belt 
braided  in  gold.  Ah,  well !  in  my  opinion,  —  but  I  may 
change  it  in  an  hour,  —  M.  Abb^,  it  is  wrong  to  lend  all 
these  costly  articles  to  poor  people  and  artisans  who  have 
not  a  cent." 

"  Why  so  ?  Since  the  feast  of  St.  Lazarus  has  been 
celebrated  here,  have  you  ever  heard.  Dame  Dulceline, 
that  any  of  those  precious  jewels  have  been  lost  or 
stolen  ? " 

"  Good  God  in  Heaven !  Never,  M.  Abb^,  neither  here, 
nor  in  Marseilles,  nor  in  all  Provence,  I  believe.  Thank 
God,  our  youth  is  honest,  after  all  !  For  instance,  last 
year  Mile.  Reine  loaned  her  Venetian  girdle,  which  Ste- 
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phanette  says  cost  more  than  two  thousand  crowns.    Ah, 

well !  Thereson,  the  daughter  of  the  miller  at  Pointe- 
aux-Caillcs,  who  wore  this  costly  ornament  during  all 
the  feast,  came  and  brought  it  back  before  sunset,  al- 
though she  had  permission  to  keep  it  till  night.  And 
for  this  same  feast  of  St.  Lazarus,  monseigneur  loaned 
to  Pierron,  the  fisherman  of  Maison-Forte,  his  beautiful 
gold  chain,  and  his  medallion  set  with  rubies,  that  Mas- 
ter Laramee  cleans,  as  you  told  him  to  do,  with  tear- 
drops of  the  vine." 

"  That  is  true ;  and  if  one  can  mix  with  these  tear- 
drops of  the  vine  a  tear  of  a  stag  killed  in  venison  sea- 
son. Dame  Dulceline,  the  rubies  will  shine  like  sparks  of 
fire." 

"  Ah,  well,  M.  Abb^,  Pierron,  the  fisherman,  brought 
back  faithfully  that  precious  chain  even  before  the  ap- 
pointed hour.  I  repeat,  M.  Abbe,  our  youth  is  an  honest 
youth,  but  I  do  not  see  the  use  of  risking  the  loss,  not 
by  theft,  but  by  accident,  of  beautiful  jewels,  for  the 
pleasure  of  seeing  these  young  people  dance  the  old 
Provencal  dances  in  the  streets  and  roads,  to  the  sound 
of  tambourines  and  cymbalettes  and  flutes,  that  play 
the  national  airs,  ooubados  and  bedocheos,  until  you  are 
deaf." 

"  Ah,  well.  Dame  Dulceline,"  said  Mascarolus,  smiling 
sweetly,  "  you  are  going  to  learn  that  you  were  wrong 
not  to  see  in  this  custom,  too,  a  lesson  and  a  use.  When 
mademoiselle  loaned  to  Thereson,  the  poor  daughter  of 
a  miller,  a  costly  ornament,  she  showed  a  blind  confi- 
dence in  the  girl ;  now.  Dame  Dulceline,  confidence  be- 
gets honesty  and  prevents  dishonesty.  That  is  not  all ; 
in  giving  Thereson  the  pleasure  of  wearing  this  orna- 
ment for  one  day,  our  young  mistress  showed  her  at  the 
same  time  the  charm  and  the  nothingness  of  it,  and 
then,  as  this  pleasure  is  not  forbidden  to  the  poor  peo- 
ple, they  do  not  look  on  it  with  jealousy.  This  custom, 
in  fact,  establishes  delightful  relations  between  rich  and 
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poor,  which  are  based  on  probity,  confidence,  and  com- 
munity of  interest.  What  do  you  think  now  of  the 
dance  of  St.  Elmo,  Dame  Dulceline?" 

"  I  think,  M.  Chaplain,  that,  although  I  have  no  jewels 
but  a  cross  and  a  gold  chain,  I  will  lend  them  with  a 
good  heart  to  young  Madelon,  the  best  worker  in  my 
laundry,  on  the  next  feast  of  St.  Lazarus,  because  every 
time  I  take  this  gold  cross  out  of  its  box  the  poor  girl 
devours  it  with  her  eyes,  and  I  am  sure  that  she  will  be 
wild  with  joy.  But  I  am  getting  bewildered,  M.  Abb^ ; 
I  brought  some  pure  oil  to  fill  the  two  Christmas  lamps, 
which  mademoiselle  is  to  light,  and  I  was  about  to  for- 
get them." 

"  Speaking  of  oil,  Dame  Dulceline,  do  not  forget  to 
fill  well  with  oil  that  jug  in  which  I  have  steeped  those 
two  beautiful  bunches  of  grapes.  I  wish  to  attempt  the 
experiment  cited  by  M.  de  Maucaunys." 

"  What  experiment,  M.  Abbe  ?  " 

"  This  erudite  and  veracious  traveller  pretends  that  by 
leaving  bunches  of  grapes,  gathered  on  the  day  which 
marks  the  middle  of  September,  in  a  jug  of  pure  oil  for 
seven  months,  the  oil  will  acquire  such  a  peculiar  prop- 
erty that  whenever  it  burns  in  a  lamp  whose  light  is 
thrown  on  the  wall  or  the  floor,  thousands  of  bunches 
of  grapes  will  appear  on  this  wall  or  floor,  perfect  in 
colour,  but  as  deceptive  as  objects  painted  on  glass." 

Dame  Dulceline  was  just  about  to  testify  her  admira< 
tion  for  the  good  and  credulous  chaplain,  when  she 
heard  in  the  court  the  sound  of  carriage  and  horses, 
which  announced  the  return  of  Raimond  V. 

She  disappeared  precipitately.  The  door  opened,  and 
Raimond  V.  entered  the  gallery  with  several  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  friends  and  their  wives,  who  had  also  been 
present  at  the  midnight  mass  in  the  parochial  church  of 
La  Ciotat. 

The  baron  and  the  other  men  were  in  holiday  attire, 
and  the  women  in  that  dress  which  going  and  coming 
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on  horseback  rendered  necessary,  inasmuch  as  carriages 
were  very  rare. 

Although  the  countenance  of  Raimond  V.  was  al- 
ways joyous  and  cordial  when  he  welcomed  his  guests 
at  Maison-Forte,  an  expression  of  sadness  from  time 
to  time  now  came  over  his  features,  for  he  had  relin- 
quished all  hope  of  seeing  his  brothers  at  this  family 
festival. 

The  guests  of  the  baron  all  admired  the  cradle  Dame 
Dulceline  had  prepared  with  so  much  skill,  and  the  chap- 
lain received  the  praises  of  the  company  with  as  much 
modesty  as  gratitude. 

Honorat  de  Berrol  appeared  more  melancholy  than 
ever. 

Reine,  on  the  contrary,  realising  the  necessity  for 
making  him  forget  the  refusal  of  her  hand,  which  she 
had  at  last  decided  upon,  by  means  of  various  evidences 
of  kindness  and  friendship,  treated  the  young  man  with 
cousinly  esteem  and  affection. 

Nevertheless,  she  was  conscious  of  a  painful  embar- 
rassment ;  she  had  not  yet  informed  the  baron  of  her 
determination  not  to  marry  Honorat  de  Berrol.  She 
had  only  obtained  her  father's  consent  to  have  the  nup- 
tials delayed  until  the  return  of  the  commander  and 
Father  Elzear,  who,  from  what  was  implied  in  their  last 
letters,  might  arrive  at  any  moment. 

Eulogies  on  the  cradle  seemed  inexhaustible,  when  the 
baron,  approaching  the  company  of  admiring  guests,  said  : 
"  My  opinion  is,  ladies,  that  we  had  better  begin  the 
cachofue,  for  this  hall  is  very  damp  and  cold,  and  the  fire 
is  only  waiting  to  blaze  !  " 

The  caehofuS,  or  feu  cachS,  was  an  old  Proven9al 
ceremony,  which  consisted  of  bringing  in  a  Christmas  log 
and  lighting  it  every  evening  until  the  New  Year.  This 
log  was  lighted  and  extinguished,  so  that  it  would  last 
the  given  time. 

"  Yes,  yes,  the  cachofuS,  baron !  "  exclaimed  the  ladies, 
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gaily.  "  You  are  to  be  the  actor  in  the  ceremony,  so  the 
time  to  begin  depends  on  you." 

"  Alas !  my  friends,  I  hoped  indeed  that  this  honoured 
ceremony  of  our  fathers  would  have  been  more  complete, 
and  that  my  brother  the  commander  would  have  brought 
with  him  my  good  brother  Elzear.  But  that  is  not  to 
be  thought  of  for  this  night  at  least." 

"  The  Lord  grant  that  the  commander  may  arrive 
soon  with  his  black  galley,"  said  one  of  the  ladies  to  the 
baron.  "  These  wicked  pirates,  whom  we  all  dread,  would 
not  dare  make  a  descent  if  they  knew  he  was  in  port." 

"  The  pirates  to  the  devil,  good  cousin  ! "  cried  the 
baron,  gaily.  "  The  watchman  is  spying  them  from  the 
height  of  Cape  I'Aigle ;  at  his  first  signal  all  the  coast 
will  be  in  arms.  The  port  of  La  Ciotat  is  armed ;  the 
citizens  and  fishermen  are  keeping  Christmas  with  only 
one  hand,  they  have  the  other  on  their  muskets ;  my 
cannon  and  small  guns  are  loaded,  and  ready  to  fire  on 
the  entrance  to  the  port,  if  these  sea-robbers  dare  show 
themselves.  Manjour !  my  guests  and  cousins,  if  I  had 
obeyed  the  Marshal  of  Vitry,  at  this  hour  my  house 
would  be  disarmed  and  out  of  condition  to  defend  the 
city." 

"  And  you  did  very  bravely,  baron,"  said  the  lord  of 
Signerol,  "  to  act  as  you  did.  Now  the  example  has  been 
given  and  the  marshal  will  meddle  no  longer  with  our 
affairs." 

"  Manjour !  I  hope  so  indeed.  If  he  does,  we  will  med- 
dle with  his,"  said  the  baron.  "  But  where  is  my  young 
comrade  of  the  cachofuS  ? "  added  he.  "  I  am  the  eldest, 
but  I  must  have  the  youngest  to  go  for  the  Christmas 
log." 

"  Here  is  the  dear  child,  father,"  said  Reine,  leading 
a  beautiful  boy  of  six  years,  with  large  blue  eyes,  rosy 
cheeks,  and  lovely  curls,  up  to  the  baron.  His  mother, 
a  cousin  of  the  baron,  looked  at  the  boy  with  pride,  not 
unmixed  with  fear,  for  she  suspected  that  he  might  not 
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be  equal  to  the  complicated  role  necessary  to  be  played 
iQ  this  patriarchal  ceremony. 

"  Are  you  sure  you  understand  what  is  to  be  done,  my 
little  Caesar  ? "  asked  the  baron,  bending  over  the  little 
boy. 

"  Yes,  yes,  monseigneur.  Last  year,  at  grandfather's 
house,  I  carried  the  Christmas  log,"  replied  the  child, 
with  a  capable  and  resolute  air. 

"  The  linnet  will  become  a  hawk,  I  promise  you,  my 
cousin,"  said  the  baron  to  the  mother,  delighted  with  the 
child's  self-confidence. 

Raimond  V.  then  took  the  little  fellow  by  the  hand, 
and,  followed  by  his  guests,  he  descended  to  the  door  of 
Maison-Forte,  which  opened  into  the  inner  court,  before 
beginning  the  ceremony  of  tlie  cacliofue. 

All  the  inmates  and  dependents  of  the  castle,  labourers, 
farmers,  fishermen,  vine-dressers,  servants,  women,  chil- 
dren, and  old  men,  were  assembled  in  the  court. 

Although  the  light  of  the  moon  was  quite  bright,  a 
large  number  of  torches,  made  of  resinous  wood  fastened 
to  poles,  illuminated  the  court  and  the  interior  buildings 
of  Maison-Forte. 

In  the  middle  of  the  court  were  collected  the  combus- 
tibles necessary  to  kindle  an  immense  pile  of  wood,  which 
was  to  be  set  on  fire  the  same  moment  that  the  cachofuS 
in  the  hall  of  the  dais  was  lighted. 

Raimond  V.  appeared  before  the  assembly  attended  by 
four  lackeys  in  livery,  who  walked  before  him,  bearing 
candlesticks  with  white  wax  candles.  He  was  followed 
by  his  family  and  his  guests. 

At  the  sight  of  the  baron,  cries  of  "  Long  live  monsei- 
gneur ! "  resounded  on  all  sides. 

In  front  of  the  door  on  the  ground  lay  a  large  olive- 
tree,  the  trunk  and  branches.     It  was  the  Christmas  log. 

Abb^  Mascarolus,  in  cassock  and  surplice,  commenced 
the  ceremony  by  blessing  the  Christmas  log,  or  the  cali- 
gnaou,  as  it  was  called  in  the  Provengal  language ;  then 
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the  child  approached,  followed  by  Laramie,  who,  in  his 
costume  of  majordomo,  bore  on  a  silver  tray  a  gold  cup 
filled  with  wine. 

The  child  took  the  cup  in  his  little  hands  and  poured, 
three  times,  a  few  drops  of  wine  on  the  cah'gnaou,  or 
Christmas  log,  and  recited,  in  a  sweet  and  silvery  voice, 
the  old  Proven9al  verse,  always  said  upon  this  solemn 
occasion  : 

"  '  Allegre,  Diou  nous  allegre, 
Cachofii^  yen,  ton  ben  ven, 
Diou  nous  fagiie  la  grace  de  veire  I'an  que  ven, 
Se  sian  pas  mai,  que  signen  pas  men.'  " 

"  Oh,  let  us  be  joyful,  God  gives  us  all  joy ; 
Cackofue  comes,  and  it  comes  all  to  bless ; 
God  grant  we  may  live  to  see  the  New  Year ; 
But  if  we  are  no  more,  may  we  never  be  less !  " 

These  innocent  words,  recited  by  the  child  with  charm- 
ing grace,  were  listened  to  with  religious  solemnity. 

Then  the  child  wet  his  lips  with  the  wine  in  the  cup, 
and  presented  it  to  Raimond  V.,  who  did  likewise,  and 
the  cup  passed  from  hand  to  hand,  among  all  the  mem- 
bers of  the  baron's  family,  until  each  one  had  wet  his 
lips  with  the  consecrated  beverage. 

Then  twelve  foresters  in  holiday  dress  lifted  the  eali- 
ffnaou,  and  carried  it  into  the  hall  of  the  dais,  while,  in 
conformity  to  the  law  of  the  ceremony,  Raimond  V. 
held  in  his  hand  one  of  the  roots  of  the  tree,  and  the 
child  held  one  of  the  branches ;  the  old  man  saying, 
"  Black  roots  are  old  age,"  and  the  child  answering, 
"  Green  branches  are  youth,"  and  the  assistants  adding 
in  chorus,  "  God  bless  us  all,  who  love  him  and  serve 
him ! » 

The  log,  borne  into  the  hall  on  the  robust  shoulders 
of  the  foresters,  was  placed  in  the  immense  fireplace, 
whereupon  the  child  took  a  pine  torch,  and  held  it  to  a 
pile  of  fir-apples  and  boughs ;  a  tall  white  flame  sparkled 
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in  the  vast,  black  hearth,  and  threw  a  joyous  radiance 
to  the  farther  end  of  the  gallery. 

"  Christmas,  Christmas  !  "  cried  the  guests  of  the  baron, 
clapping  their  hands. 

"  Christmas  !  Christmas !  "  repeated  the  vassals  assem- 
bled in  the  interior  court. 

At  the  same  moment,  the  pile  of  wood  outside  was 
kindled,  and  the  tall  yellow  flames  mounted  in  the  midst 
of  enthusiastic  shouts,  and  whirls  of  a  Provencal  dance. 

One  other  last  ceremony  was  to  take  place,  and  then 
the  guests  would  gather  around  the  supper-table. 

Reine  advanced  to  the  cradle,  and  Stephanette  brought 
to  her  a  wooden  bowl  filled  with  the  corn  of  St.  Bar- 
bara, which  was  already  green.  For  it  was  the  custom  in 
Provence,  every  fourth  of  December,  St.  Barbara's  day, 
to  sow  grains  of  corn  in  a  porringer  filled  with  earth 
frequently  watered.  This  wet  earth  was  exposed  to  a 
very  high  temperature,  and  the  corn  grew  rapidly.  If 
it  was  green,  it  predicted  a  good  harvest,  if  it  was  yellow, 
the  harvest  would  be  bad. 

Mile,  dcs  Anbiez  placed  the  wooden  bowl  at  the  foot 
of  the  cradle,  and  on  each  side  of  this  offering  lit  two 
little  square  silver  lamps,  called  in  the  ProveuQal  tongue 
the  lamps  of  Calenos,  or  Christmas  lamps. 

"  St.  Barbara's  corn,  green ;  fine  harvests  all  the 
year ! "  cried  the  baron :  "  so  may  my  harvests  and 
your  harvests  be,  my  guests  and  cousins !  Now  to  the 
table,  yes,  to  the  table,  friends,  and  then  come  the 
Christmas  presents  for  friends  and  relations  !  " 

Master  Laramee  opened  the  folding  doors  which  led 
to  the  dining-room,  and  announced  supper.  It  is  need- 
less to  speak  of  the  abundance  of  this  meal,  worthy  in 
every  respect  of  the  hospitality  of  Rairaond  V. 

What,  however,  we  must  not  fail  to  remark,  is  that 
there  were  three  table-cloths,  in  conformity  to  another 
ancient  custom. 

On  the  smallest,  which  was  in  the  middle  of  the  table, 
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in  the  style  of  a  centre-piece,  were  the  presents  of  fruits 
and  cakes  that  the  members  of  the  family  made  to  their 
head. 

On  the  second,  a  little  larger  and  lapping  over  the 
first,  were  arranged  the  national  dishes  of  the  simplest 
character,  such  as  bouillabaisse,  a  fish-soup,  famous  in 
Provence,  and  broiled  salt  tunny. 

Lastly,  on  the  third  cloth,  which  covered  the  rest  of 
the  table,  were  the  choicest  dishes  in  abundance,  and 
artistically  arranged. 

We  will  leave  the  guests  of  Raimond  V.  to  the  enjoy- 
ment of  a  patriarchal  hospitality  as  they  discussed  old 
customs,  and  grew  excited  over  arguments  relating  to 
freedom  and  ancient  privileges,  always  so  respected  and 
so  valiantly  defended  by  those  who  remain  faithful  to 
the  pathetic  and  religious  traditions  of  the  olden  time. 

That  happy,  peaceful  evening  was  but  too  soon  inter- 
rupted by  the  events  to  which  we  will  now  introduce 
the  reader. 
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THE    ARREST. 

While  Raimond  V.  and  his  guests  were  supping 
gaily,  the  company  of  soldiers  seen  by  the  watchman, 
about  fifty  men  belonging  to  the  regiment  of  Guitry, 
had  arrived  almost  at  the  door  of  Maison-Forte. 

The  recorder  Isnard,  followed  by  his  clerk,  as  usual, 
said  to  Captain  Georges,  who  commanded  the  detach- 
ment : 

"  It  would  be  prudent,  captain,  to  try  a  summons  be- 
fore attacking  by  force,  in  order  to  take  possession  of 
the  person  of  Raimond  V.  There  are  about  fifty  well- 
armed  men  in  "his  lair  behind  good  walls." 

"  Eh  !  what  matters  the  walls  to  me  ? " 

"But,  besides  the  walls,  there  is  a  bridge,  and  you 
see,  captain,  it  is  up." 

"  Eh  !  what  do  I  care  for  the  bridge  ?  If  Raimond  V. 
refuses  to  lower  it  —  ah,  well,  zounds!  my  carabineers 
will  assault  the  place  ;  that  happened  more  than  once  in 
the  last  war !  If  necessary,  we  will  attach  a  petard  to 
the  door,  but  let  it  be  understood,  recorder,  that,  what- 
ever happens,  you  are  to  follow  us  to  make  an  official 
report." 

"  Hum  !  hum  !  "  grunted  the  man  of  law.  "  Without 
doubt,  I  and  my  clerk  must  assist  you ;  I  shall  be  able, 
even  under  that  circumstance,  to  note  the  good  conduct 
and  zeal  of  the  aforesaid  clerk  in  charging  him  with  this 
honourable  mission." 
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"  But,  Master  Isnard,  that  is  your  office,  and  not 
mine  !  "  said  the  unhappy  clerk. 

"  Silence,  my  clerk,  we  are  here  before  Maison-Forte. 
The  moments  are  precious.  Do  you  prepare  to  follow 
the  captain  and  obey  me  !  " 

The  company  had,  in  fact,  reached  the  end  of  the 
sycamore  walk,  which  bordered  the  half-circle. 

The  bridge  was  up,  and  the  windows  opening  on  the 
interior  court  were  brilliant  with  light,  as  the  baron's 
guests  had  departed  but  a  little  while. 

"  You  see,  captain,  the  bridge  is  up,  and  more,  the 
moat  is  wide  and  deep,  and  full  of  water,"  said  the 
recorder. 

Captain  Georges  carefully  examined  the  entrances  of 
the  place ;  after  a  few  moments  of  silence,  he  pulled  his 
moustache  on  the  left  side  violently,  —  a  sure  sign  of 
his  disappointment. 

A  sentinel,  standing  inside  the  court,  seeing  the 
glitter  of  arms  in  the  moonlight,  cried,  in  a  loud 
voice : 

"  Who  goes  there  ?     Answer,  or  I  will  fire  ! " 

The  recorder  jumped  back  three  steps,  hid  himself 
behind  the  captain,  and  replied,  in  a  high  voice : 

"  In  the  name  of  the  king  and  the  cardinal,  I,  Master 
Isnard,  recorder  of  the  admiralty  of  Toulon,  command 
you  to  lower  this  bridge  !  " 

"  You  will  not  depart  ?  "  said  the  voice.  At  the  same 
time  a  light  shone  from  one  of  the  loopholes  for  guns 
which  defended  the  entrance.  It  was  easy  to  judge  that 
the  sentinel  was  blowing  the  match  of  his  musket. 

"  Take  care  !  "  cried  Isnard.  "  Your  master  will  be 
held  responsible  for  what  you  are  going  to  do  !  " 

This  warning  made  the  soldier  reflect ;  he  fired  his 
musket  in  the  air,  at  the  same  time  crying  the  word  of 
alarm  in  a  stentorian  voice. 

"  He  has  fired  on  the  king's  soldiers ! "  cried  the  re- 
corder, pale  with  anger  and  fright.     "  It  is  an  act  of 
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armed  rebellion.  I  saw  it.  Clerk,  make  a  note  of  that 
act!" 

"  No,  recorder,"  said  the  captain,  "  he  has  barked,  but 
he  has  not  desired  to  murder.  I  saw  the  light,  too,  and 
he  fired  in  the  air  to  give  the  alarm." 

In  answer  to  the  sentinel's  cries,  several  lights  ap- 
peared above  the  walls ;  numerous  precipitate  steps, 
and  a  great  clang  of  arms  were  heard  in  the  court. 

At  last,  Master  Laramee,  a  helmet  on  his  head  and 
his  breast  armed  with  a  cuirass,  appeared  at  one  of  the 
embrasures  of  the  gate. 

"  In  the  name  of  God,  what  do  you  want  ?  "  cried  he. 
"  Is  this  the  time,  pray,  to  come  here  and  trouble  good 
people  who  are  keeping  Christmas  ?  " 

"  We  have  an  order  from  the  king  which  we  come  to 
put  into  execution,"  said  the  recorder,  "  and  I  —  " 

"  I  have  some  wine  left  yet  in  my  glass,  recorder ;  good 
evening,  I  am  going  to  empty  it,"  said  Laramee,  "  only, 
remember  the  bulls,  and  know  that  a  musket-ball  reaches 
farther  than  their  horns.  So,  now,  good-night,  recorder  !  " 

"  Think  well  on  what  you  are  going  to  do,  insolent 
scoundrel,"  said  Captain  Georges ;  "  you  are  not  dealing 
this  time  with  a  wet  hen  of  a  recorder,  but  with  a  fight- 
ing-cock, who  has  a  hard  beak  and  sharp  spurs,  I  warn 
you." 

"The  fact  is,  Master  Isnard,"  said  the  clerk,  humbly, 
to  the  recorder,  "  we  are  to  this  soldier  what  a  pumpkin 
is  to  an  artillery  ball." 

The  recorder,  already  very  much  offended  by  the 
captain's  comparison,  rudely  repulsed  the  clerk,  and, 
addressing  Laramee  with  great  importance,  said  : 

"  You  have  this  time,  at  your  door,  the  right  and  the 
power,  the  hand  and  the  sword  of  justice.  So,  major- 
domo,  I  order  you  to  open  and  to  lower  the  bridge." 

A  well-known  voice  interrupted  the  recorder  ;  it  was 
that  of  Raimond  Y.,  who  had  been  informed  of  the 
arrival  of  the  captain.     Escorted  by  Laramie,  who  car- 
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ried  a  torch,  the  old  gentleman  appeared  erect  upon  the 
little  platform  that  formed  the  entablature  of  the  gate 
masked  by  the  drawbridge. 

The  fluctuating  light  of  the  torch  threw  red  reflec- 
tions on  the  group  of  soldiers,  and  shone  upon  their 
steel  collars  and  iron  head-pieces ;  half  of  the  scene 
being  in  the  shade  or  lighted  by  the  rays  of  the  moon. 

Raimond  Y.  wore  his  holiday  attire,  richly  braided 
with  gold,  and  his  white  hair  fell  over  his  lace  collar. 
Nothing  was  more  dignified,  more  imposing  or  manly 
than  his  attitude, 

"  What  do  you  want  ? "  said  he,  in  a  sonorous  voice. 

Master  Isnard  repeated  the  formula  of  his  speech, 
and  concluded  by  declaring  that  Raimond  V.,  Baron  des 
Anbiez,  was  arrested,  and  would  be  conducted  under  a 
safe  escort  to  the  prison  of  the  provost  of  Marseilles,  for 
the  crime  of  rebellion  against  the  orders  of  the  king. 

The  baron  listened  to  the  recorder  in  profound  silence. 
When  the  man  of  law  had  finished,  cries  of  indignation, 
howls,  and  threats,  uttered  by  the  dependents  of  the 
baron,  resounded  through  the  interior  court. 

Raimond  V.  turned  around,  commanded  silence,  and 
replied  to  the  recorder : 

"  You  wished  to  visit  my  castle  illegally,  and  to  exer- 
cise in  it  an  authority  contrary  to  the  rights  of  the 
ProveuQal  nobility.  I  drove  you  away  with  my  whip. 
I  did  what  I  ought  to  have  done.  Now,  Manjour !  I 
cannot  allow  myself  to  be  arrested  for  having  done  what 
I  ought  to  have  done  in  chastising  a  villain  of  your 
species.  Now,  execute  the  orders  with  which  you  are 
charged,  —  I  will  not  prevent  you,  any  more  than  I  pre- 
vented your  visit  to  my  magazine  of  artillery.  I  regret 
the  departure  of  my  guests,  for  they  also,  in  their 
name,  would  have  protested  against  the  oppression  of 
the  tyranny  of  Marseilles."  This  speech  from  the  baron 
was  welcomed  with  cries  of  joy  by  the  garrison  of 
Maison-Forte. 
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Raimond  Y.  was  about  to  descend  from  his  pedestal 
when  Captain  Georges,  who  had  the  rough  language  and 
abrupt  manners  of  an  old  soldier,  advanced  on  the  other 
side  of  the  moat ;  he  took  his  hat  in  his  hand,  and  said 
to  Raimond  V.,  in  a  respectful  tone  : 

"  Monseigneur,  I  must  inform  you  of  one  thing,  which 
is,  that  I  have  with  me  fifty  determined  soldiers,  and 
that  I  am  resolved,  though  to  my  i-egret,  to  execute  my 
orders." 

"  Execute  them,  my  brave  friend,"  said  the  baron, 
smiling,  with  a  jocose  manner,  "execute  them.  Your 
marshal  wishes  to  know  if  my  powder  is  good ;  he  in- 
structs you  to  be  the  gunpo\\der  prover.  We  will  begin 
the  trial  whenever  you  wish." 

••'  Captain,  this  is  too  much  parley,"  cried  the  recorder. 
"  I  order  you  this  instant  to  emi)loy  force  of  arms  to 
take  possession  of  this  rebel  against  the  commands  of 
the  king,  our  master,  and  to  —  " 

"  Recorder,  I  have  no  orders  to  receive  from  you ; 
only  take  care  not  to  put  yourself  between  the  lance 
and  the  cuirass,  —  you  might  come  to  grief,"  said  the 
captain,  imperiously,  to  Master  Isnard. 

Then,  turning  to  the  baron,  he  said,  with  as  much 
firmness  as  deference : 

"  For  the  last  time,  monseigneur,  I  beseech  you  to 
consider  well :  the  blood  of  your  vassals  will  flow ;  you 
are  going  to  kill  old  soldiers  who  have  no  animosity 
against  you  or  yours,  and  all  that,  monseigneur,  —  per- 
mit an  old  graybeard  to  speak  to  you  frankly,  —  all  that 
because  you  wish  to  rebel  against  the  orders  of  the  king. 
May  God  forgive  you,  monseigneur,  for  causing  the  death 
of  so  many  brave  men,  and  mCj  for  drawing  the  sword 
against  one  of  the  most  worthy  gentlemen  of  the  prov- 
ince ;  but  I  am  a  soldier,  and  I  must  obey  the  orders 
I  have  received." 

This  simple  and  noble  language  made  a  profound  im- 
pression on  Raimond  Y.    He  bowed  his  head  in  silence, 
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remained  thoii,a:htful  for  some  mimites,  then  he  descended 
from  the  platform.  Murmurs  inside  were  distinctly  heard, 
dominated  by  the  ringing  voice  of  the  baron.  At  the 
same  instant  the  bridge  was  lowered  and  the  gate 
opened ;  Raimond  V.  appeared,  and  said  to  the  captain, 
as  he  offered  his  hand  with  a  dignified  and  cordial  air: 

"  Enter,  sir,  enter ;  you  are  a  brave  and  honest  sol- 
dier. Although  my  head  is  white,  it  is  sometimes  as 
foolish  as  a  boy's.  I  was  wrong.  It  is  true,  you  must 
obey  the  orders  which  have  been  given  to  you.  It  is 
not  to  you,  it  is  to  the  Marshal  of  Vitry  that  I  should 
express  my  opinion  of  his  conduct  toward  the  Provencal 
nobility.  These  brave  men  ought  not  to  be  the  victims 
of  my  resistance.  To-morrow  at  the  break  of  day,  if 
you  will,  we  will  depart  for  Marseilles." 

"  Ah,  raonseigneur,"  said  the  captain,  pressing  the 
hand  of  Raimond  V.  with  emotion,  and  bowing  with 
respect,  "  it  is  now  that  I  really  despair  of  the  mission 
that  I  am  to  fulfil." 

The  baron  was  about  to  reply  to  the  captain  when  a 
distant,  but  dreadful  noise  rose  on  the  air,  attracting  the 
attention  of  all  those  who  filled  the  court  of  Maison- 
Forte.  It  was  like  the  hollow  roar  of  the  sea  in  its 
fury. 

Suddenly  a  tremendous  light  illuminated  the  horizon 
in  the  direction  of  La  Ciotat,  and  the  bells  of  the 
convent  and  the  church  began  to  sound  the  alarm. 

The  first  idea  that  entered  the  baron's  mind  was  that 
the  city  was  on  fire. 

"  Fire  !  "  cried  he,  "  La  Ciotat  is  on  fire !  Captain,  you 
have  my  word,  I  am  your  prisoner,  but  let  us  run  to  the 
city.  You  with  your  soldiers,  I  with  my  people,  we  can 
be  useful  there." 

"  I  am  at  your  orders,  monseigneur." 

At  that  moment  the  prolonged,  reverberating  sound 
of  artillery  made  the  shore  tremble  with  its  echoes,  and 
shook  the  windows  of  Maison-Forte. 
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"  Cannon !  Those  are  the  pirates !  The  watchman 
to  the  devil  for  allowing  us  to  be  surprised !  The 
pirates !  To  arms,  captain  !  to  arms !  These  demons 
are  attacking  the  city.  Laramie,  my  sword !  Captain, 
to  horse  !  to  horse  !  You  can  take  me  prisoner  to-mor- 
row, but  to-night  let  us  run  to  defend  this  unfortunate 
city." 

"  But,  monseigneur,  your  house  —  " 

"  The  devil  take  them  if  they  venture  here  !  Laramie 
and  twenty  men  could  defend  it  against  an  entire  army. 
But  this  unfortunate  city  is  surprised.  Quick  !  to  horse ! 
to  horse  ! " 

The  roar  of  the  artillery  became  more  and  more  fre- 
quent. All  the  bells  were  ringing,  —  a  deep  rumbling 
sound  reached  as  far  as  Maison-Forte,  —  and  the  flames 
increased  in  number  and  intensity. 

Laramie,  in  all  haste,  brought  the  baron's  helmet  and 
cuirass.  Raimond  V.  took  the  helmet,  but  would  not 
hear  of  the  cuirass. 

"  Manjour  !  what  time  have  I  to  fasten  that  parapher- 
nalia ?  Quick,  bring  Mistraon  to  me,"  cried  he,  running 
to  the  stable. 

He  found  Mistraon  bridled,  but,  seeing  that  it  required 
some  time  to  saddle  him,  he  mounted  the  horse  bare- 
backed, told  Laramee  to  keep  twenty  men  for  the  de- 
fence of  Maison-Forte,  commended  his  daughter  to  his 
care,  and  took,  in  hot  haste,  the  road  to  La  Ciotat. 
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THE    DESCENT. 

As  the  baron  and  the  captain  approached  the  city, 
they  saw  the  whirlwind  of  flames  more  distinctly. 

The  bells  continued  to  ring  at  random  ;  a  thousand 
cries,  more  or  less  distinct,  mingled  with  the  bursts  of 
musketry  and  the  roar  of  artillery  from  the  galleys. 

When  they  arrived  behind  the  walls  of  the  Ursuline 
convent,  situated  at  the  extreme  end  of  the  city,  Raimond 
V.  said  :  "  Captain,  let  us  halt  here  a  moment  to  collect 
our  people  and  agree  upon  operations.  Man  jour !  I  feel 
young  again ;  the  blood  thickens  in  my  veins.  I  have 
not  felt  that  since  the  wars  of  Piedmont ;  it  is  because  a 
pirate  is  worse  than  a  foreigner,  and  in  the  civil  wars, 
a  man's  heart  is  oppressed  in  spite  of  himself.  Silence  !  " 
said  the  baron  to  his  troops  as  he  turned  around.  "  Let 
us  hear  where  the  firing  comes  from." 

After  listening  closeh'  for  some  minutes,  he  said  to 
the  captain :  "  Will  you  listen  to  my  counsel  ?  " 

"  I  will  follow  your  orders,  monseigneur,  for  I  am  not 
well  acquainted  with  La  Ciotat." 

Then,  addressing  one  of  his  men,  Raimond  V.  said : 
"  Do  you  conduct  the  captain  and  his  soldiers  to  the 
port,  going  around  the  city  so  as  not  to  be  seen.  When 
you  are  there,  captain,  if  there  are  any  more  demons 
to  land,  you  will  drive  them  back  to  their  galleys ;  if 
they  have  all  disembarked,  do  you  wait  until  they 
return,  so  as  to  cut  off  their,  retreat;  during  that  time, 
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I  will  try  to  beat  them  up  for  you  like  a  herd  of  wild 
boars." 

"  In  what  part  of  the  city  do  you  think  they  are, 
monseigneur  ?  " 

"  As  far  as  I  can  judge  by  the  noise  of  the  musketry, 
they  are  in  the  town-hall  square,  occupied  in  plundering 
the  houses  of  the  richest  citizens.  They  will  not  dare 
venture  farther  in,  as  no  doubt  they  are  in  communica- 
tion with  the  port  by  a  little  street  which  goes  from  that 
place  to  the  wharf.  So,  then,  captain,  to  the  port,  —  to 
the  port !  let  us  rather  throw  these  villains  back  into  the 
sea,  than  into  their  vessels.  If  God  gives  me  life  I  will 
expect  you  at  Maison-Forte  after  the  affair,  for  I  do  not 
forget  that  I  am  your  prisoner.  To  the  port,  captain ! 
to  the  port !  " 

"  Count  on  me,  monseigneur,"  said  the  captain, 
hastening  his  march  in  the  direction  indicated. 

"  Now,  my  children,"  said  the  baron,  "  keep  silence, 
and  let  us  hurry  to  the  town  hall,  and  put  all  these 
brigands  to  the  sword.     Our  Lady  !  and  forward  !  " 

Raimond  V.  then  descended  from  his  horse,  and 
entered  the  streets  of  La  Ciotat  at  the  head  of  a  deter- 
mined body  of  men,  full  of  confidence  in  their  leader. 

As  Raimond  V.  approached  the  centre  of  action,  he 
recognised,  here  and  there,  women  who  uttered  heart- 
rending cries,  as  they  ran  in  the  direction  of  the  moun- 
tain, followed  by  their  weeping  children,  and  carrying 
on  their  heads  their  most  precious  possessions. 

In  other  places,  priests  and  distracted  monks,  seized 
with  the  panic  of  terror,  had  left  their  houses,  where  they 
were  peaceably  keeping  Christmas,  and  were  running  to 
throw  themselves  at  the  foot  of  the  church  altar. 

In  many  deserted  streets,  armed  men  stood  at  their 
windows,  resolved  to  defend  their  houses  and  their 
families  to  the  utmost,  and  were  thoroughly  prepared  to 
give  the  pirates  a  vigorous  reception. 

Clouds  of  sparks  and  cinders  were  encountered  by 
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the  resolute  troops  as  they  steadily  marched,  and  the 
whirling  Hames  made  the  streets  they  crossed  as  bright 
as  broad  day. 

At  last  they  reached  the  square,  and,  as  the  baron  had 
foreseen,  the  principal  action  was  on  that  side  of  the 
town. 

The  pirates  rarely  ventured  into  the  streets  remote 
from  the  coast,  for  fear  of  being  cut  off  from  their 
vessels. 

It  is  impossible  to  paint  the  spectacle  which  struck 
Raimond  V.  with  horror.  By  the  light  of  the  dazzling 
flames,  he  saw  a  part  of  the  pirates  engaged  in  a  bloody 
combat  with  a  number  of  fishermen  and  citizens  en- 
trenched in  the  upper  story  of  the  town  hall. 

Other  corsairs,  thinking  only  of  plunder,  —  these 
belonged  to  the  galley  of  Trimalcyon,  —  ran  like  so 
many  demons  across  the  conflagration  they  had  kindled, 
some  laden  with  costly  articles,  and  others  bearing  in 
their  robust  arms  women  and  young  girls,  who  uttered 
shrieks  of  agony  and  terror. 

The  ground  was  already  strewn  with  bodies  riddled 
with  wounds,  unfortunate  victims  who  at  least  bore 
testimony  to  a  desperate  resistance  on  the  part  of  the 
inhabitants. 

Near  the  middle  of  the  square,  and  not  far  from  the 
little  street  which  conducted  to  the  port,  could  be  seen  a 
confused  mass  of  all  sorts  of  objects  guarded  by  two 
Moors. 

The  pirates  increased  this  pile  of  plunder  every 
moment,  by  coming  there  and  throwing  down  addi- 
tional booty,  then  returning  to  pillage  and  murder  with 
renewed  ardour. 

The  number  of  brave  sailors  and  citizens,  who  were 
defending  themselves  in  the  town  hall,  began  to  diminish 
sensibly  under  the  blows  of  the  spahis  of  Pog,  who 
thirsted  far  more  for  blood  than  for  pillage. 

Armed  with  a  hatchet,  Pog  attacked  the  door  with 
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fury,  voluntarily  exposing  his  life.  He  wore  neither 
helmet  nor  cuirass,  and  was  only  clothed  in  his  yellek 
of  black  velvet. 

At  the  height  of  this  attack  Raimond  V.  arrived  on 
the  square. 

His  troops  announced  their  presence  by  a  general 
discharge  of  musketry  on  the  assailants  of  the  town 
hall. 

The  pirates,  attacked  unawares,  turned  and  threw 
themselves  in  a  rage  against  the  soldiers  of  the  baron. 
Each  side  then  abandoned  firearms.  A  hand  to  hand 
struggle  ensued ;  the  conflict  became  bloody,  terrible 
beyond  words  to  describe.  The  band  of  Trimalcyon, 
seeing  this  unexpected  reinforcement,  left  their  pillage 
and  rallied  around  Pog's  pirates,  surrounding  the  little 
company  of  Raimond  V.,  who  was  performing  prodigies 
of  valour. 

The  old  gentleman  seemed  to  recover  the  strength  of 
the  years  of  his  youth.  Armed  with  a  heavy  boar-spear, 
which  was  provided  with  a  sharp  and  well-tempered 
bayonet,  he  employed  this  murderous  weapon,  both  lance 
and  club,  with  tremendous  power,  and  although  his 
helmet  was  broken  in  several  places  and  his  sword-belt 
covered  with  blood,  Raimond  Y.,  in  his  enthusiasm  as  a 
warrior,  did  not  feel  his  wounds. 

Carried  along  on  the  wave  of  battle,  Pog  suddenly 
found  himself  face  to  face  with  the  baron.  His  pale, 
haughty  face,  his  long  red  beard,  were  too  conspicuous 
not  to  have  made  a  lively  impression  on  Raimond  V. 

He  recognised  in  this  pirate  one  of  the  two  strangers 
who  accompanied  Erebus,  at  the  time  of  the  meeting  in 
the  gorges  of  Ollioules. 

"  It  is  the  Muscovite  who  accompanied  the  brave 
young  man  to  whom  I  owe  my  life,"  cried  Raimond  V.; 
then  he  added,  as  he  lifted  his  spear :  "  Ah  !  wild  bear, 
you  come  from  the  ice  of  the  north  to  ravage  our 
provinces ! " 

297 


THE   KNIGHT   OF  MALTA. 

And  with  these  words  Raimond  Y.  aimed  a  terrible 
blow  full  in  the  breast.  Pog  avoided  the  blow  by  a 
quick  movement  in  retreat,  but  his  arm  was  run  through. 

"  I  am  a  Frenchman,  like  you,"  cried  the  renegade, 
with  a  brutal  sneer,  "  and  it  is  French  blood  for  which  I 
thirst !  That  your  death  may  be  more  bitter,  know  that 
your  daughter  is  in  my  power  I  " 

At  these  terrible  words,  the  baron  stood  for  a  moment, 
bewildered. 

Pog  profited  by  his  inaction  to  strike  him  a  terrible 
blow  on  the  head  with  his  battle-axe.  The  baron's  hel- 
met had  already  been  broken ;  he  staggered  a  moment 
like  a  drunken  man,  then  fell  unconscious. 

"  Another  one  of  these  Proven9al  bulls  killed  !  "  cried 
Pog,  brandishing  his  battle-axe. 

"  Let  us  avenge  our  lord ! "  cried  the  people  of  Rai- 
mond v.,  hurling  themselves  at  the  pirates  with  such 
fury  that  they  drove  them  back  into  the  little  street 
which  led  to  the  port. 

Soon,  reinforced  by  the  sailors  who  had  been  besieged 
in  the  town  hail,  and  whom  the  attack  of  Raimond  V. 
had  just  delivered,  they  had  such  a  decided  advantage 
over  the  pirates,  that  the  trumpets  of  the  latter  sounded 
a  retreat. 

At  this  signal,  a  part  of  the  brigands  formed  in  good 
order  in  the  middle  of  the  square,  under  the  command 
of  Pog.  Then  they  made  a  vigorous  resistance  so  as  to 
give  the  other  pirates  time  to  transport  their  booty  on 
board  the  galleys,  and  to  drag  to  these  vessels  the  men 
and  women  they  had  captured. 

Remaining  master  of  the  position  that  he  had  defended, 
Pog  covered  the  entrance  of  the  little  street  leading  to 
the  port,  and  thus  assured  the  retreat  of  the  band  of 
Trimalcyon,  occupied  in  dragging  the  captives  on  board 
the  galleys. 

Pog,  yielding  the  ground  to  his  enemies,  foot  by  foot, 
fell  back  into  the  little  street,  sure  that  his  communica- 
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tion  with  the  port  and  the  galleys  could  not  be  inter- 
cepted, and  that  he  could  effect  his  reerabarkation 
without  danger.  The  street  was  so  narrow  that  twenty 
determined  men  could  defend  it  against  ten  times  the 
number. 

The  rumour  of  the  pirates'  retreat  was  spread  through 
the  city,  and  all  the  inhabitants  who,  entrenched  in  their 
houses,  either  from  fear  or  a  desire  to  watch  over 
their  dearest  interests,  had  not  dared  to  venture  out, 
now  rushed  into  the  streets  and  joined  the  combatants, 
whose  number  increased  in  proportion  as  that  of  the 
pirates  diminished. 

Pog,  although  wounded  in  the  head  and  arm,  contin- 
ued his  retreat  with  rare  intrepidity. 

He  was  only  a  few  steps  from  what  he  believed  to  be 
a  place  of  safety.     It  proved  to  be  otherwise. 

The  freebooters,  who  had  directed  their  steps  toward 
the  port,  in  order  to  regain  their  galleys,  fell  into  the 
ambuscade  of  Captain  Georges. 

Vigorously  attacked  by  these  fresh  troops,  the  pirates 
fell  into  disorder  in  the  little  street,  at  the  very  moment 
when  Pog  entered  it  at  the  opposite  end.  Thus,  caught 
in  this  narrow  way,  the  two  outlets  of  which  were  ob- 
structed by  assailants,  the  pirates  found  themselves 
between  two  fires. 

From  the  side  of  the  square  they  were  attacked  by  the 
baron's  troops  ;  from  the  side  of  the  port,  by  the  cara- 
bineers of  Captain  Georges. 

Trimalcyon  remained  on  board  his  galley,  having  that 
of  Pog  temporarily  under  his  orders.  At  some  distance 
from  the  quay,  he  awaited  the  return  of  the  long-boats, 
which  were  to  bring  on  board  the  booty  and  the  pirates. 

One  of  their  number,  throwing  himself  in  the  water, 
went  to  inform  him  of  the  danger  which  threatened  his 
companions.  Then  Trimalcyon  resorted  to  extreme 
measures.  He  had  the  irons  removed  from  a  part  of 
the  crew,  armed  them,  and  approached  his  galleys  so 
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near  the  quay  that  their  beak-heads  served  as  a  landing- 
place,  and  at  the  head  of  this  reinforcement,  he,  uttering 
a  wild  cry,  threw  himself  upon  the  soldiers  of  Captain 
Georges,  who  in  his  turn  found  himself  between  two 
fires.  Pog's  company,  which  had  kept  the  street,  sure 
of  being  supported,  made  a  last  effort  against  the  cara- 
bineers, already  attacked  behind  by  Trimalcyon,  cut  their 
way  through,  operating  in  union  with  Trimalcyon's  men, 
and  after  a  great  loss,  succeeded  in  gaining  their  vessels, 
carrying  with  them  several  prisoners,  among  whom  were 
Master  Isnard  and  his  clerk. 

The  boldest  of  the  sailors  and  citizens,  and  almost  all 
of  the  carabineers  of  Captain  Georges,  jumped  into  their 
boats  to  pursue  the  pirates. 

Unfortunately  the  advantage  was  on  the  side  of  the 
galleys. 

Their  ten  pieces  of  artillery  struck  the  boats  which 
tried  to  approach  them.  Then  the  galley,  by  vigorous 
use  of  oars,  rapidly  gained  the  outlet  of  the  port,  and 
prepared  to  double  the  point  of  Verte  Island. 

Pog  was  standing  in  the  stern  of  the  Red  Gralleon  ;  he 
was  pale,  his  hair  and  his  clothes  were  full  of  blood  ; 
he  threw  a  look  of  sullen  triumph  on  the  flames  which 
continued  to  rise  in  the  centre  of  the  city. 

Suddenly  a  cannon-shot  resounded ;  a  ball  whistled 
above  his  head,  and  carried  off  a  part  of  his  galley's 
stern.  He  turned  around  quickly.  A  second  ball  killed 
four  of  the  galley-slaves  and  tore  away  the  first  seat  of 
the  rowers. 

By  a  little  cloud  of  whitish  smoke  which  crowned  the 
embattled  terrace  of  Maison-Forte,  that  could  be  seen 
in  the  distance  by  moonlight,  the  pirate  recognised  the 
spot  whence  these  projectiles  were  sent. 

From  his  acquaintance  with  the  habits  of  war,  he 
perceived,  from  the  great  distance  at  which  these  mis- 
siles were  fired,  that  they  must  have  been  shot  by  a 
culverin  of  large  calibre,  and  consequently  he  could  not 
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return  the  fire,  as  the  artillery  of  the  Red  Galleon  was 
unable  to  carry  to  such  a  distance. 

These  first  shots  were  followed  by  several  others,  not 
less  happy,  which  caused  considerable  damage  either  on 
board  the  Red  Galleon  or  the  Sybarite. 

"  Hell  and  damnation  !  "  cried  Pog.  "  So  long  as  we 
do  not  double  the  point  of  the  bay,  we  will  be  under  the 
fire  of  that  hovel !  Ply  your  oars  faster,  dogs,"  cried 
he,  addressing  the  crew.  "  Ply  your  oars  faster,  I  tell 
you,  or  when  I  reach  Tripoli,  I  will  have  your  arms  cut 
off  to  the  shoulder !  " 

The  crew  had  no  need  of  that  encouragement  to  re- 
double their  efforts ;  the  dead  bodies  of  slaves  killed  by 
the  cannon-balls,  and  still  chained  to  the  benches  where 
their  companions  were  rowing,  proved  to  them  the 
danger  of  remaining  under  the  fire  of  that  murderous 
culverin. 

That  piece,  however,  continued  to  aim  with  such  mar- 
vellous accuracy,  that  it  sent  several  balls  on  board  the 
two  galleys. 

"  Death  and  fury ! "  cried  Pog,  "  once  out  of  this 
channel  I  will  go  and  anchor  at  the  foot  of  the  rocks 
within  half-range  of  the  musket,  and  there  shall  not 
remain  one  stone  on  another  of  the  house  where  that 
culverin  is  in  battery." 

"  Impossible,  Captain  Pog,"  said  a  Frenchman,  a  rene- 
gade ProV'en9al,  who  served  as  pilot.  "  The  Black  Rocks 
extend  between  wind  and  water  more  than  half  a  league 
from  the  coast,  and  you  would  be  sure  to  lose  your  galley, 
if  you  tried  to  come  nearer  to  Maison-Forte." 

The  pirate  made  a  gesture  of  rage,  and  promenaded 
the  deck  in  great  agitation. 

Finally  the  two  galleys  got  out  of  the  dangerous  pass 
where  they  had  been  caught. 

The  artillery  of  Maisop-Forte  had  disabled  many  men, 
and  had  damaged  them  to  such  a  degree  that  they  would 
be  compelled  to  anchor  promptly  in  some  harbour  on 
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the  coast,  before  they  would  be  able  to  set  sail  for 
Tripoli. 

The  Sybarite  had  received  several  shots  below  her 
water-line,  and  the  Red  Galleon  had  her  tree  cut  in 
two. 

When  they  had  doubled  the  promontory  of  Cape 
I'Aigle,  the  master  carpenter  of  the  galley,  a  renegade 
Calabrian,  a  good  sailor  and  a  man  of  great  courage, 
came  forward  with  a  solemn  air  to  Pog-Reis,  and  said : 

"  Captain,  I  have  daubed  as  much  as  1  possibly  can 
the  damages  in  the  peel,  but  they  are  too  large,  and  a 
thorough  refitting  is  absolutely  necessary,  for  if  we  have 
stormy  weather,  we  will  not  stand  the  sea  two  hours 
with  such  injuries." 

Pog  made  no  reply,  but  continued  walking  the  deck 
with  agitation ;  then  he  called  the  pilot  and  said  to  him : 

"  Can  we  not  anchor  a  day  or  two  in  the  islands  of 
Ste.  Marguerite  or  St.  Honorat  ?  They  say  these  is- 
lands are  not  armed.  You  left  the  coast  a  year  ago ;  is 
it  true  ? " 

"  It  is  true,"  answered  the  pilot. 

"  There  ought  to  be  good  anchorage  in  the  isles  of 
Pieres  and  St.  Feriol,  on  the  windward  of  St.  Honorat  ? " 
asked  Pog,  who  was  acquainted  with  these  islands. 

"  Yes,  captain,  the  coast  is  so  high,  and  the  harbour 
so  protected  by  the  rocks  which  form  these  islands, 
that  the  galleys  will  be  hidden  better  there  than  at 
Port-Cros." 

"  There  are  not,  I  believe,  fifty  inhabitants  on  the 
island  ? "  asked  Pog. 

"  Not  more,  captain,  and  twenty  men  at  the  outside ; 
there  is  besides  a  very  convenient  shore  for  careening 
the  ship." 

"  Then  steer  for  those  islands ;  we  ought  to  be  about 
twenty-five  leagues  distant."    . 

"  Thirty  leagues,  captain." 

"  That  is  a  great  deal  for  the  damage  we  have  sus- 
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tained,  but  it  is,  however,  our  surest  place  to  put  in. 
We  will  be  there  in  a  day  if  the  wind  is  favourable." 

The  galley  of  Trimalcyon,  as  well  as  the  chebec, 
followed  the  manoeuvres  of  the  Red  G-alleon,  and  the 
three  vessels  crowded  sail  toward  the  island  of  St. 
Honorat,  situated  on  the  coast  of  Provence,  a  short 
distance  from  Cannes. 

These  orders  given,  Pog  estimated  the  losses  sustained 
by  his  crew  ;  they  were  quite  numerous.  Sixteen  soldiers 
had  been  killed  in  La  Ciotat,  and  there  were  a  great  many 
wounded  men  on  board. 

Besides,  the  culverin  of  Maison-Forte  had,  as  we  have 
seen,  killed  four  of  the  galley-slaves. 

They  unchained  the  bodies  and  threw  them  into  the 
sea,  and  replaced  them  with  five  soldiers. 

The  wounded  were  more  or  less  cared  for  by  a  Moor, 
who  performed  the  functions  of  surgeon. 

Pog  had  two  wounds ;  one  in  the  head,  the  other  in 
the  arm. 

The  baron's  spear  had  given  this  last  wound,  which 
was  very  deep,  but  the  one  in  his  head  was  compara- 
tively insignificant. 

The  Moor  who  discharged  the  duties  of  surgeon  had 
just  completed  the  first  dressing  of  these  wounds,  when 
the  chebec  of  Erebus,  under  full  sail,  approached  the 
galley  of  Pog,  and  ranged  herself  within  reach  of  his 
voice. 
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THE    CHEBEC. 

We  will  now  retrace  our  steps  in  order  to  inform  the 
reader  what  were  the  manceuvres  of  this  chebec,  during 
the  attack  on  La  Ciotat,  in  which  it  took  no  part.  We 
will  also  tell  how  Reine  des  Anbiez  fell  into  the  power 
of  Erebus. 

The  Bohemian,  after  having  put  the  watchman  to 
sleep  by  means  of  a  narcotic,  descended  to  the  shore, 
and  reached  the  point  of  land  behind  which  the  galleys 
and  the  chebec  of  the  pirates  awaited  his  arrival,  con- 
formable to  the  instructions  he  had  sent  to  Pog-Reis  by 
a  second  pigeon. 

Hadji,  in  spite  of  the  cold,  bravely  plunged  into  the 
water  and  soon  reached  the  Red  G-alleon^  which  was 
resting  on  her  oars  a  little  distance  from  the  coast. 

After  a  long  conversation  with  Pog-Reis,  to  whom  he 
gave  the  necessary  information  to  assure  the  success  of 
his  descent  upon  La  Ciotat,  the  Bohemian,  following  the 
orders  of  Pog,  returned  on  board  the  chebec  commanded 
by  Erebus. 

This  vessel  was  to  take  no  part  in  the  action,  but  was 
to  approach  Maison-Forte  in  order  to  assist  in  the  abduc- 
tion of  Reine  des  Anbiez. 

As  soon  as  the  young  girl  was  in  the  poM^er  of  Ere- 
bus, the  chebec  had  the  order  to  give  the  signal,  upon 
which  the  galleys  of  the  pirates  would  begin  their  attack 
upon  the  city. 

During  the  combat  the  chebec  was  to  serve  as  light- 
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ship  and  cruiser  at  large,  so  as  to  give  the  alarm  to  the 
pirates  if  by  chance  the  royal  galleys  of  the  Duke  de 
Bt6z6  appeared  in  the  west. 

These  plans  agreed  upon,  the  chebec,  separating  her- 
self from  the  galleys,  and  doubling  the  promontory, 
under  the  guidance  of  the  Bohemian,  who  was  well 
acquainted  with  the  localities,  advanced  toward  the  belt 
of  rocks  which  extended  at  the  foot  of  Maison-Forte. 

As  a  consequence  of  his  conversation  with  Pog  the 
day  before,  Erebus  had  taken  a  fit  of  the  most  profound 
sadness. 

In  one  of  those  frequent  and  bitter  moments  of  intro- 
spection, he  had  seen  his  conduct  in  its  true  light ;  he 
was  moved  to  pity  as  he  thought  of  the  misfortunes  soon 
to  befall  this  defenceless  city,  and  when  the  posts  of  action 
were  being  distributed,  he  had  formally  declared  to  Pog 
that  he  would  take  no  part  in  this  new  deed  of  robbery. 

Pog,  who  always  urged  him  to  evil,  did  not  oppose  this 
resolution,  but  even  encouraged  it,  and  advised  Erebus 
to  take  advantage  of  this  opportunity  to  abduct  Mile, 
des  Anbiez. 

As  a  necessary  sequence  he  left  him  all  liberty  of 
manoeuvre  to  execute  this  project. 

Erebus  accepted  ;  he  had  his  designs. 

Since  his  first  singular  meeting  with  Reine,  since, 
especially,  the  report  of  Hadji  had  made  him  believe 
that  he  was  loved,  his  passion  for  the  young  girl  had 
increased  with  each  day  of  his  life. 

The  Bohemian,  in  praising  to  him  the  sweetness,  the 
charms,  the  mind,  and  the  loftiness  of  character  pos- 
sessed by  Mile,  des  Anbiez,  had  aroused  in  his  soul  the 
noblest  although  the  most  undefined  hopes. 

His  last  conversation  with  Pog  decided  him  to  risk 
everything  to  realise  those  hopes. 

He  had  often  heard  Pog  give  vent  to  his  cruel  misan- 
thropy, but  never  had  the  wickedness  of  the  man,  the 
baseness  of  the  motives  which  instigated  and  controlled 
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his  actions,  been  so  revealed,  and  finding  he  was  not 
bound  to  him  by  any  tie  which  demanded  his  respect, 
he  resolved  to  avail  himself  of  the  first  opportunity 
which  offered  to  escape  his  influence. 

He  affected,  then,  some  hours  before  the  enterprise 
which  was  designed  to  lay  La  Ciotat  in  ruins,  a  brutal 
and  licentious  gaiety. 

Pog  was,  or  appeared  to  be,  the  dupe  of  these  demon- 
strations. As  we  have  said,  he  gave  Erebus  entire 
liberty  to  conduct  the  abduction  of  Reine,  and  Erebus, 
eager  to  profit  from  this  permission,  confided  his 
plans  to  Hadji,  from  whom  he  received  valuable  sug- 
gestions. 

Doubtless  his  action  was  criminal,  but  the  unhappy 
young  man,  reared,  as  we  may  say,  outside  the  pale  of 
society,  knowing  only  the  intensity  of  his  own  desires, 
loving  passionately  and  believing  himself  not  less  pas- 
sionately loved,  could  not  hesitate  a  moment  before  this 
determination. 

As  soon  as  they  came  in  sight  of  Maison-Forte,  the 
chebec  lay  to,  and  Erebus  descended  into  a  small  boat 
with  Hadji  and  four  capable  rowers. 

The  Bohemian  had  profited  from  his  sojourn  on  the 
coast,  and  thus  directed  the  little  craft  across  the  reefs 
and  quicksands  until  it  was  moored  under  the  shelter 
of  a  rock. 

At  this  moment  the  guests  of  Raimond  V.  had  just 
left  him,'  the  Christmas  feast  being  ended,  and  the  re- 
corder Isnard,  assisted  by  Captain  Georges,  had  not 
arrived  to  arrest  the  old  gentleman. 

Erebus,  Hadji,  and  the  four  rowers  landed  and  cau- 
tiously advanced  to  the  foot  of  the  embattled  walls  of 
Maison-Forte. 

•  It  will  be  remembered  that  the  Bohemian  had  often 
scaled  these  walls  in  order  to  exhibit  his  agility  before 
the  eyes  of  Stephanette  and  Reine. 

The  moon  was  shining,  but  the  shadow  projected  by 
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the  massive  buildings  of  Maison-Forte  had  covered  the 
descent  and  march  of  the  six  pirates. 

A  sentinel  who  promenaded  the  terrace  perceived 
nothing. 

The  windows  in  the  gallery  of  the  castle  flamed 
with  light,  but  those  belonging  to  Reine's  oratory  were 
dark. 

Hadji  thought  very  naturally  that  Mile,  des  Anbiez 
had  not  yet  i-etired  to  her  apartments. 

He  proposed  to  Erebus  to  wait  until  Reine  should 
return  to  her  oratory,  then  scale  the  wall,  stab  the  sen- 
tinel, and,  once  masters  of  the  terrace,  climb  up  to  the 
balcony  as  he  had  often  done  during  his  stay  at  Maison- 
Forte. 

The  window  could  be  broken  open,  and  the  cries  of 
Mile,  des  Anbiez  could  be  stifled  by  gagging  her.  The 
descent  from  the  window  to  the  terrace  was  compara- 
tively easy,  and  from  the  terrace  to  the  rocks.  The 
girl  could  be  carried  down  by  mean  of  a  sort  of  girdle, 
contrived  for  the  landing  or  embarking  of  recalcitrant 
slaves,  with  which  the  Bohemian  was  provisionally 
furnished. 

In  case  of  alarm,  the  pirates  relied  upon  their  address 
and  intrepidity  to  make  good  their  escape  to  the  boat 
before  the  inmates  of  Maison-Forte  could  reach  them. 

The  plan  was  accepted  by  Erebus,  who  only  opposed 
the  murder  of  the  sentinel.  To  that  he  would  not  give 
his  consent. 

The  four  pirates  then  prepared  to  scale  the  walls, 
leaving  two  rowers  in  the  boat.  The  sentinel  was  walk- 
ing on  the  side  opposite  to  that  on  which  they  intended 
to  climb  to  the  terrace. 

Hadji,  followed  by  one  of  his  companions,  climbed  the 
wall  with  the  aid  of  holes  which  time  had  worn,  and  the 
long  branches  of  ivy  which  had  taken  root  in  the  hollows 
of  the  stones. 

Having  reached  the  summit  of  the  wall,  the  pirates 
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perceived,  to  their  great  joy,  that  the  sentry-box  stood 
between  them  and  the  sentinel,  and  thus  hid  them  from 
his  view. 

The  moment  was  critical.  They  leaped  upon  the  plat- 
form of  the  fortification.  At  the  instant  in  which  the 
soldier  in  his  regular  march  returned  to  the  sentry-box, 
Hadji  and  his  companion  threw  themselves  on  him  with 
the  rapidity  of  lightning. 

Hadji  ])laced  his  two  hands  over  the  sentinel's  mouth, 
while  his  companion  seized  his  musket ;  then,  by  the  aid 
of  a  gag,  called  by  the  pirates  a  tap,  with  wbich  the 
Bohemian  was  provided,  they  soon  stopped  his  cries, 
and  fastened  his  limbs  firmly  with  a  long  cotton  cloth, 
which  they  wound  around  him. 

Then  Hadji  threw  a  rope  ladder  to  Erebus,  who  in  a 
moment  mounted  to  the  terrace.  It  was  then  about  one 
o'clock  in  the  morning. 

Hadji  knew  that  the  post  would  not  be  relieved  until 
two  o'clock. 

Suddenly  a  light  shone  from  the  windows  of  Reine's 
oratory. 

Hidden  in  the  shadow  of  the  sentry-box,  Hadji  and 
Erebus  deliberated  a  moment  upon  what  they  must  do, 
to  accomplish  their  purpose. 

The  Bohemian  proposed  to  scale  the  balcony  alone,  as 
its  length  exceeded  by  far  the  breadth  of  the  window- 
casement,  and  there  to  hide  and  spy  through  the  glass 
panes,  in  order  to  learn  the  most  propitious  moment  for 
acting,  which  he  would  signify  to  Erebus  by  a  sign. 

The  latter  adopted  the  plan,  but  insisted  upon  taking 
part  in  it. 

Hadji  climbed  up  the  first,  threw  the  rope  ladder  to 
Erebus,  and  both  lay  in  ambuscade  on  each  side  of  the 
casement. 

Erebus  was  just  about  to  look  through  the  panes,  when 
the  window-blinds,  which  were  on  the  outside,  opened 
softly,  and  Reine  walked  out  on  the  balcony. 
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Thus  Erebus  and  Hadji  found  themselves  concealed 
from  sight. 

The  young  girl,  sad  and  anxious,  wished  to  enjoy  for 
awhile  the  beauty  of  the  night. 

Time  was  precious,  and  the  opportunity  favourable, 
and  the  same  idea  entered  the  minds  of  the  Bohemian 
and  Erebus. 

Quickly  closing  the  window-blinds  behind  Reine,  they 
seized  her  before  she  was  able  to  utter  a  cry. 

Imagine  her  fright,  her  anguish,  when  she  recognised 
in  her  ravisher  the  stranger  of  the  rocks  of  Ollioules ! 

Erebus,  in  the  feeble  struggle  which  occurred  between 
him  and  the  unhappy  girl,  employed  every  possible  means 
to  prevent  violence  or  injury  to  the  one  he  loved. 

In  less  time  than  it  requires  to  write  it.  Mile,  des 
Anbiez  was  surrounded  with  the  girdle,  which  rendered 
her  incapable  of  movement. 

Erebus,  not  able  to  use  his  hands  in  descending  the 
rope  ladder,  since  he  carried  Reine  in  his  arms,  made 
Hadji  fasten  a  rope  around  his  body ;  as  he  descended 
each  step  of  the  ladder,  the  Bohemian  let  the  rope  slip 
softly  so  as  to  sustain  the  ravisher ;  finally,  with  Reine 
in  his  arms,  Erebus  reached  the  foot  of  the  wall. 

Hadji,  in  his  turn,  was  just  about  to  leave  the  balcony, 
when  Stephanette  entered  the  chamber,  crying  :  "  Made- 
moiselle !  mademoiselle !  the  recorder  and  his  soldiers 
have  come  to  arrest  monseigneur ! "  For  at  that  moment 
Master  Isnard  and  Captain  Georges  had  arrived  at  the 
castle. 

Not  finding  her  mistress  in  her  chamber,  and  seeing 
the  window  open,  Stephanette  ran  thither. 

The  Bohemian,  seeing  the  danger  to  which  he  was 
exposed  by  the  presence  of  Stephanette,  hid  himself 
again. 

The  girl,  astonished  not  to  find  her  mistress,  went  out 
on  the  balcony.  The  Bohemian  softly  shut  the  window 
behind  her,  and  put  his  hand  over  her  mouth. 
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Although  surprised  and  frightened,  Stephanette  made 
bold  efforts  to  deliver  herself  from  the  pirate,  who, 
scarcely  able  to  hold  her,  cried  in  a  low  voice  to  Erebus : 

"  Help !  help !  This  she  devil  is  as  strong  as  a  little 
demon  ;  she  bites  like  a  wildcat.  If  she  cries,  all  is 
lost!" 

Erebus,  not  willing  to  leave  Reine,  ordered  the  other 
pirate  to  go  to  the  help  of  Hadji. 

In  fact,  Stephanette,  much  more  robust  than  her  mis- 
tress, and  having  habits  calculated  to  develop  her 
strength,  made  a  heroic  and  vigorous  resistance ;  she 
even  succeeded  in  making  use  of  her  pretty  teeth,  to 
make  Hadji  relinquish  his  prize,  and  in  uttering  a  few 
cries. 

Unfortunately,  the  window  was  closed  and  her  calls 
for  help  were  not  heard. 

The  second  pirate  came  to  the  aid  of  the  Bohemian, 
and,  in  spite  of  her  efforts,  the  betrothed  of  the  worthy 
Captain  Trinquetaille  shared  the  fate  of  her  mistress, 
and  was  lowered  down  to  the  terrace  with  much  less 
ceremony. 

Having  gained  the  platform  of  the  rampart,  the  enter- 
prise met  with  no  other  serious  difficulty,  and  the  two 
young  girls  were  carried  down  the  length  of  the  wall 
with  the  same  means  and  precautions  which  accom- 
plished their  descent  from  the  balcony. 

Erebus  and  Hadji  gained  the  long-boat  which  awaited 
them,  and  the  two  captives  were  on  board  the  chebec 
without  a  suspicion  having  entered  the  thought  of  a 
single  inmate  of  Maison-Forte. 

AH,  up  to  that  time,  had  transpired  according  to  the 
will  of  Erebus. 

Reine  and  Stephanette,  released  from  their  bonds,  were 
respectfully  deposited  in  the  cabin  of  the  chebec,  which 
Erebus  had  arranged  with  the  most  scrupulous  care. 

The  first  feeling  of  alarm  and  amazement  past,  Reine 
recovered  her  wonted  firmness  and  dignity  of  character. 
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Stephaiiette,  on  the  contrary,  after  having  valiantly 
resisted,  yielded  to  a  grief  which  was  nothing  less  than 
desperate. 

Wlien  Erebus  presented  himself,  she  threw  herself  on 
her  knees  before  him,  weeping  in  anguish. 

Reine  preserved  a  gloomy  silence,  and  did  not  deign 
even  to  look  at  her  captor. 

Erebus  then  began  to  be  frightened  at  the  success  of 
his  venture.  He  was  still  under  the  influence  of  good 
and  bad  instincts  which  struggled  within  him  for  mastery. 
He  was  not  an  audacious  ravisher  ;  he  was  a  timid  child. 

The  sullen  silence,  the  dignified  and  grieved  manner 
of  Reine,  impressed  him  and  pained  him  at  the  same 
time. 

Hadji,  during  the  whole  time  of  their  fatal  expedition, 
had  constantly  repeated  to  Erebus  that  Reine  loved  him 
passionately,  and  that  the  first  moment  of  shame  and 
anger  past,  he  would  find  the  young  girl  full  of  tender- 
ness and  even  gratitude.  Making  one  courageous  effort, 
he  approached  Reine  with  an  insolent  ease  of  manner  and 
said  to  her : 

"  After  the  storm,  the  sunshine.  To-morrow  you  will 
think  only  of  the  song  of  the  emir,  and  my  love  will  dry 
your  tears." 

As  he  said  these  words,  he  tried  to  take  one  of  Reine's 
hands,  which  she  kept  over  her  face. 

"  Wretch  !  do  not  come  near  me  !  "  cried  she,  repuls- 
ing him  with  horror,  and  looking  at  him  so  disdainfully 
that  Erebus  did  not  dare  take  another  step. 

A  veil  fell  from  his  eyes.  The  accent,  the  emotion, 
the  indignation  of  Reine  were  so  sincere  that,  in  an  in- 
stant, he  lost  all  hope.  He  saw,  or  rather  believed,  that 
he  had  been  grossly  deceived,  that  the  young  girl  had  no 
affection  for  him. 

In  his  painful  surprise,  he  fell  on  his  knees  before 
Reine  and,  with  clasped  hands,  cried,  in  a  pathetic  voice  : 

"  You  do  not  love  me  then  ?  " 
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«  You  —  you  —  " 

"  Oh,  forgive  me,  forgive  me,  mademoiselle,"  con- 
tinued Erebus,  on  his  knees,  with  his  hands  clasped,  and 
he  added  with  charming  ingenuousness :  "  My  God ! 
forgive  me,  I  thought  yuu  loved  me.  Ah,  well!  no,  no, 
do  not  be  angry !  I  believed  it,  —  the  Bohemian  told  me 
so ;  if  he  had  not,  I  should  never  have  done  what  1 
have  done." 

But  for  the  gravity  of  the  occasion,  one  would  have 
laughed  to  see  this  young  pirate,  lately  so  bold,  so  reso- 
lute, trembling  and  lowering  his  eyes  before  the  angry 
glance  of  Reine. 

Stephanette,  struck  with  this  contrast,  in  spite  of  her 
grief,  could  not  help  saying  : 

"  Why,  to  hear  him,  one  would  think  it  was  the  wag- 
gish trick  of  a  page,  about  some  stolen  ribbon  or  bouquet ! 
Fie,  fie,  sir,  you  are  a  pagan,  a  monster ! " 

"  Ah,  how  dreadful  —  how  dreadful !  And  my  father, 
my  poor  father ! "  cried  Reine,  bursting  into  tears. 

This  sincere  sorrow  tore  the  heart  of  Erebus ;  he  felt 
the  whole  extent  of  his  crime. 

"  Oh  !  for  pity  —  for  pity's  sake,  do  not  weep  so  !  " 
cried  he,  his  own  eyes  full  of  tears.  "  I  see  my  wrongs 
now.  Tell  me,  what  do  you  wish  me  to  do  to  expiate 
them  ?   I  will  do  it,  —  command  me,  —  my  life  is  yours." 

"  Then  send  me  back  to  my  father,  this  very  instant. 
My  father,  my  father !  if  he  knows  of  this  capture,  what 
a  terrilile  blow  for  him !  It  is  a  crime  for  which  you 
will  always  have  to  reproach  yourself." 

"  Spurn  me,  —  I  deserve  it, —  but  at  least  do  not  forget 
that  I  saved  the  life  of  your  father." 

"  And  what  matters  that,  since  you  have  saved  it  only 
to  make  him  so  wretched  now  ?  I  shall  think  of  you 
henceforth,  not  to  bless  you,  but  to  curse  you  —  " 

"  No,  no !  "  cried  Erebus,  rising  to  his  feet.  "  No,  you 
will  not  curse  me  !  You  will  say,  yes,  you  will  soon  say 
that  your  words  have  snatched  an  unhappy  soul  from 
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the  abyss  Avhich  was  about  to  engulf  it  for  ever.  Listen 
to  me.  This  city  is  now  happy  and  peaceful.  The 
pirates  are  near :  let  the  signal  be  given  from  this 
chebec,  —  death,  pillage,  and  flames  will  desolate  this- 
coast  —  " 

"  My  God  !  my  God  !  oh,  my  father  I  "  cried   Reine. 

"  Take  courage,  that  signal  shall  not  be  given.  I  will 
save  this  city.  You  are  in  my  power,  and  this  very 
hour,  I  will  have  you  carried  back  to  land.  Ah,  well, 
then  say  —  oh,  say,  if  I  do  that,"  implored  Erebus,  with 
profound  sadness,  "  will  you  think  of  me  sometimes 
without  anger  and  without  contempt  ?  " 

"  I  will  never  thank  God,  for  having  restored  me 
to  my  father,  without  thinking  with  gratitude  of  the 
saviour  of  the  Baron  des  Anbiez,"  said  Reine,  with  dig- 
nity. 

"  And  Erebus  shall  be  worthy  of  your  remembrance !  " 
cried  the  young  pirate.  "  I  am  going  now  to  prepare 
for  your  departure,  and  I  shall  return  for  you." 

He  went  up  on  deck  in  haste.  The  chebec  was  lying 
to.  The  two  galleys  could  be  seen  in  the  distance.  Al- 
though the  chebec  belonged  to  Pog-Reis,  Erebus  had 
commanded  the  vessel  for  three  years.  He  believed  that 
he  had  won  the  affection  of  the  whole  crew.  When  he 
reached  the  deck,  he  saw  Hadji  in  the  act  of  lighting 
a  fuse,  the  signal  agreed  upon  between  Pog  and  Erebus, 
to  announce  that  Mile,  des  Anbiez  was  on  board  the 
chebec,  and  therefore  the  attack  on  La  Ciotat  could 
begin. 

"  Stop,"  said  Erebus  to  Hadji,  "  do  not  give  the  signal 
yet.  For  a  long  time  you  have  been  devoted  to  me  ;  tx3- 
day,  especially,  you  have  served  me  faithfully.  Listen 
to  me  now." 

"  Speak  quickly,  Lord  Erebus,  for  Pog-Reis  is  waiting 
for  the  signal,  and  if  I  delay  to  give  it,  he  will  make  me 
ride  the  chase-gun  on  his  galley,  with  a  ball  on  each 
foot  to  hold  me  in  position." 
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"  If  you  obey  me,  you  will  have  nothing  to  fear.  This 
life  of  murder  and  robbery  is  hateful  to  me  ;  the  men 
that  I  command  are  less  brutal  than  their  companions ; 
they  love  me  ;  they  have  confidence  in  me ;  I  can  pro- 
pose to  them  to  abandon  the  galleys.  The  chebec  is 
superior  to  the  galleys  in  speed.  After  the  expedition 
of  which  I  will  tell  you  presently,  we  will  set  sail  for  the 
East,  —  the  Grecian  Archipelago ;  when  we  arrive  at 
Smyrna,  we  will  put  ourselves  in  the  pay  of  the  bey,  and 
instead  of  being  pirates,  we  will  become  soldiers ;  instead 
of  cutting  the  throats  of  merchants  on  the  deck  of  their 
vessels,  we  will  fight  men.     Will  you  second  me  ?  " 

Hadji  had  kept  the  lighted  match  in  his  hand ;  holding 
it  to  his  mouth,  he  brightened  the  flame  with  imper- 
turbable coolness,  and  said  to  Erebus : 

"  Are  those  all  the  plans  you  have.  Lord  Erebus  ? " 

"  No,  they  are  not  all.  To  prevent  the  new  crimes 
contemplated  by  Pog-Reis,  we  are  going  to  approach  the 
galleys  under  full  sail,  and  cry  with  fright  that  we  have 
just  seen,  on  the  horizon,  the  fires  of  the  king's  galleys. 
They  know  that  the  galleys  of  the  King  of  France  are  at 
Marseilles,  and  dread  their  coming,  and  so  will  easily  be- 
lieve us.  Pog-Reis  will  take  flight  before  these  superior 
forces,  and  this  unfortunate  city  will  escape,  at  least 
for  this  time,  the  horrible  fate  which  threatens  it.  Ah, 
well,  what  do  you  say  to  my  plan  ?  You  have  influence 
over  the  crew,  second  me." 

Hadji  blew  his  match  again,  looked  at  Erebus  steadily, 
and  for  reply,  before  the  latter  could  prevent  it,  set  fire 
to  the  fuse  which  was  to  serve  as  a  signal  for  the  attack 
of  the  pirates. 

The  fatal  light  darted  into  space  like  a  meteor. 

"  Wretch  ! "  cried  Erebus,  throwing  himself  on  Hadji 
with  rage. 

Hadji,  with  strength  superior  to  that  of  the  young 
man,  wrested  himself  from  his  hands,  and  said  to  him, 
with  mingled  irony,  respect,  and  affection  : 
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"  Listen,  Lord  Erebus ;  neither  I  nor  these  brave  men 
have  any  desire  to  exchange  our  liberty  for  the  dis- 
cipHne  of  the  bey's  soldiers.  The  sea  in  all  its  im- 
mensity is  ours ;  we  would  be  the  proud  courser  that  has 
the  limitless  desert  for  his  career,  rather  than  the  blind- 
folded horse  that  turns  the  machinery  to  draw  water 
from  a  well.  Now  the  service  of  beyliks,  compared  to 
our  adventurous  life,  is  nothing  more.  In  a  word,  we  are 
devil^,  and  we  are  not  old  enough  yet  to  become  hermits, 
as  the  Christians  say.  Our  trade  pleases  us.  We  will  not 
give  up  liberty  for  a  prison." 

"  So  be  it ;  you  are  a  hardened  villain,  I  believed  you 
had  nobler  sentiments.  But  so  much  the  worse  for 
you;  the  crew  is  attached  to  me,  they  will  listen  to  me 
and  will  give  me  a  strong  hand  to  get  rid  of  you,  if  you 
dare  oppose  my  plans." 

"  By  Eblis !  what  are  you  saying.  Lord  Erebus  ? " 
cried  the  Bohemian,  with  an  ironical  air.  "  You  treat 
me  so,  I,  who,  to  serve  you,  sang  to  your  lady-love  the 
song  of  the  emir  !  I,  who  demeaned  myself  to  the  low 
trade  of  a  tinker !  I,  who  defiled  myself  by  helping 
Dame  Dulceline  raise  a  sort  of  altar  to  the  God  of  the 
Christians  !  I,  who,  to  serve  you,  set  the  foot  of  the  grey- 
hound belonging  to  Raimond  V.  and  even  consented  to 
shoe  the  old  sot's  horse  !  " 

"  Be  silent,  you  scoundrel !  not  a  word  more  of  that 
unhappy  father  to  whom  I  have  given  such  a  cruel  blow  ! 
Reflect  well,  I  am  going  to  speak  to  the  crew,  whatever 
it  may  cost  me ;  there  is  still  time  for  you  to  rally  to  my 
aid  and  become  an  honest  man." 

"  Listen,  my  Lord  Erebus ;  you  propose  to  me  to 
become  an  honest  man.  I  shall  reply  to  you  as  a  poet 
and  a  tinker.  When  for  years  a  thick  and  corrosive  rust 
has  accumulated  on  a  copper  vase,  and  this  rust  has  been 
bronzed  by  fire,  you  may  rub  a  thousand  years  and  more 
without  giving  back  to  this  vase  its  original  purity  and 
brilliancy,  and  at  last  succeed  in  making  it  a  little  less 
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black  only  than  the  wings  of  Eblis !  Ah,  well !  such 
as  we,  I  and  my  companions,  we  are  bronzed  by  evil. 
Do  not  try  to  entice  us  to  good.  You  will  be  neither 
understood  nor  obeyed." 

"  I  shall  not  be  understood,  perhaps,  but  I  shall  be 
obeyed." 

"  You  will  not  be  obeyed  if  your  orders  are  contrary 
to  certain  instructions  given  by  Pog-Reis  to  the  crew 
before  departing  from  Port-Cros." 

"  Instructions  ?     You  lie  like  a  dog  !  " 

"  Listen,  my  Lord  Erebus,"  said  Hadji,  with  unaltera- 
ble coolness ;  "  although  I  do  not  wish  to  enter  into  the 
good  road,  I  love  you  in  my  fashion,  and  I  would  wish 
to  prevent  your  taking  a  false  step.  Pog-Reis,  after  a 
certain  conversation  with  you,  which  he  told  me,  dis- 
trusts you.  A  little  while  ago,  when  on  the  height  of 
Cape  I'Aigle,  where  I  put  the  old  watchman  to  sleep,  I 
saw  our  galleys  coming,  I  descended  to  the  shore  and 
went  on  board  the  Red  Galleon,  and  there  I  had  a  secret 
conversation  about  you  with  Pog-Reis." 

"  Traitor  !  why  have  you  concealed  that  from  me  ?  " 

"  The  wise  man  hides  three  things  for  every  two  he 
tells.  Pog-Reis  told  me  he  had  informed  the  crew,  and 
he  did  inform  me  that  the  orders  which  he  had  given 
you  were  these :  carry  off  the  young  girl,  give  a  signal 
that  the  abduction  has  been  successful,  then  cruise 
around  La  Ciotat  while  the  galleys  are  attacking  that 
swarm  of  fat  citizens ;  lastly,  watch  that  our  men  are  not 
surprised  by  the  galleys  of  the  King  of  France,  coming 
from  the  west,  —  is  that  true  ?  " 

"  That  is  true." 

"  Ah,  well,  then.  Lord  Erebus,  I  tell  you  that  if  the 
orders  you  are  going  to  give  are  contrary  to  those,  they 
will  not  listen  to  you." 

"  That  is  a  lie  !  " 

"  Try  it." 

"This  very  instant,"  said  Erebus,  and  turning  to  the 
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steersman  and  sailors  who  awaited  his  orders,  he  com- 
manded them  to  make  a  manoeuvre  which  would  bring 
the  chebec  nearer  to  Maison-Forte. 

What  was  his  astonishment  when,  instead  of  executing 
his  orders,  he  saw  the  steersman  and  sailors,  at  a  sign 
from  Hadji,  make  a  contrary  manoeuvre,  which  brought 
the  chebec  nearer  the  place  of  action. 

"  You  refuse  to  obey  me  I  "  cried  Erebus. 

"  Ah,  well  I  Lord  Erebus,  what  did  I  tell  you  ?  " 

"  Not  a  word  from  you,  scoundrel !  " 

Erebus  tried  in  vain  to  shake  the  fidelity  of  the 
sailors  ;  whether  from  terror,  or  the  habit  of  passive 
obedience,  or  from  the  love  of  their  gross  and  licentious 
life,  they  remained  faithful  to  the  orders  they  had 
received. 

Erebus  bowed  his  head  in  despair. 

"  Since  you  are  the  commander  of  this  chebec,"  said 
he  to  Hadji,  with  a  bitter  smile,  "  then  I  address  you  to 
have  the  sails  put  back,  and  have  the  long-boat  which  is 
in  tow  brought  to  the  side  of  the  vessel." 

"  You  are  the  captain  here,  Lord  Erebus ;  order,  with- 
out going  contrary  to  the  commands  of  Pog-Reis,  and  I 
will  be  the  first  to  haul  the  rigging  or  turn  the  helm." 

"  A  truce  to  words ;  then  have  the  long-boat  manned 
with  four  men." 

"  Bring  the  chebec's  sails  back  ?  Nothing  prevents 
that,"  said  Hadji.  "  Watch  is  kept  as  well  standing 
still  as  moving  about,  and  from  time  to  time  the  senti- 
nel stops.  As  to  manning  the  long-boat,  that  will  be 
done  when  I  know  your  intention." 

Erebus  stamped  his  foot  impatiently. 

"  My  intention  is  to  conduct  these  two  young  girls 
back  to  land." 

"  Throw  back  the  pearl  of  the  gulf  on  a  savage 
coast ! "  cried  the  Bohemian,  "  when  she  is  in  your 
power,  when  you  are  loved,  when  —  " 

"  Be  silent  and  obey  !  That,  I  think,  is  my  personal 
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affair,  and  Pog-Reis  shall  not  force  me  to  abduct  a 
woman,  if  I  do  not  wish  to  do  it." 

"•  That  abduction  is  a  personal  affair  to  Pog-Reis 
also.  Lord  Erebus.  I  cannot  order  the  long-boat  to  be 
manned." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ? "  cried  the  young  man,  almost 
in  fright. 

"  Pog-Reis  is  an  old  stager,  Lord  Erebus.  He  knows 
that,  in  spite  of  his  strength  and  courage,  the  tiger  can 
fall,  as  well  as  the  stupid  buffalo,  in  the  snare  that  the 
artful  trapper  has  set  for  his  steps.  Eblis  has  shaken 
his  wings  over  La  Ciotat ;  the  flames  crackle,  the  can- 
non thunder,  the  musketry  flashes ;  our  people  are  glut- 
ting themselves  with  pillage  and  putting  the  Christians 
in  chains,  —  that  is  well.  But  suppose  Pog-Reis,  suppose 
Trimalcyon-Reis  should  be  surprised  and  taken  prisoners 
by  these  dogs  of  Christians !  Suppose  our  people  should 
be  obliged  to  fly  back  to  their  galleys  and  abandon  the 
prisoners,  Pog  and  Trimalcyon,  to  be  quartered  and 
burned  as  renegades  —  " 

"  Will  you  finish,  say,  will  you  finish  ?  " 

"  By  keeping  the  pearl  of  La  Ciotat,  Reine  des  Anbiez, 
as  hostage,  until  the  end  of  the  enterprise,  she  can  be  of 
great  help  to  us,  and  be  worth  to  us,  by  her  exchange, 
the  liberty  of  Pog-Reis,  or  of  Trimalcyon-Reis.  So,  then, 
this  young  girl  and  her  companion  must  remain  here 
until  Pog-Reis  has  decided  their  fate." 

Erebus  was  overwhelmed. 

Neither  threats  nor  entreaties  could  shake  the  deter- 
mination of  Hadji,  or  of  the  crew. 

For  a  moment,  in  his  despair,  he  was  on  the  point  of 
throwing  himself  into  the  sea  and  swimming  to  the 
coast,  that  he  might  be  killed  by  the  pirates ;  then  he 
remembered  that  such  a  course  would  leave  Reine  with- 
out a  defender.  He  descended  to  the  cabin  in  the  gloom 
of  despair. 

"  There  is  our  generous  saviour,"  cried  Reine,  rising 
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and  walking  up  to  him.  Erebus  shook  his  head  sadly, 
and  said : 

"  I  am  now  a  prisoner  like  you." 

And  he  related  to  the  two  young  girls  what  had  just 
transpired  on  the  bridge.  One  moment  calmed  by  a 
deceitful  assurance,  the  distress  of  Reine  now  burst 
forth  with  renewed  violence,  and  notwithstanding  the 
repentance  of  Erebus,  she  accused  him,  with  reason,  of 
being  the  author  of  the  misery  which  oppressed  her. 

Such  was  the  state  of  affairs  on  board  the  chebec, 
when,  now  commanded  by  Hadji,  since  Erebus  had 
joined  Reine  and  Stephanette,  it  approached  the  gal- 
leys of  Pog  and  Trimalcyon,  which,  by  dint  of  oars,  were 
leaving  La  Ciotat  after  their  fatal  expedition. 

The  Bohemian  stood  at  the  stern  of  the  chebec,  when 
Pog-Reis,  hailing  it  from  his  galley,  said  to  him : 

"  Ah,  well !  is  that  girl  on  board  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Captain  Pog,  and  more,  there  is  a  linnet  with 
the  dove." 

"And  Erebus?" 

"  Captain  Erebus  wanted  to  do  what  Captain  Pog 
foresaw,"  said  the  Bohemian,  making  an  intelligent 
sign. 

"  I  expected  it.  Watch  him.  Keep  the  command  of  the 
chebec,  sail  in  my  waters,  and  follow  my  manoeuvres." 

"  You  will  be  obeyed,  Captain  Pog.  But  before  part- 
ing from  you,  let  me  make  you  a  present.  There  are 
the  papers  and  playthings  of  love  belonging  to  a  cheva- 
lier of  Malta.  It  is,  I  believe,  a  story  worthy  of  Ben- 
Absull.  1  got  this  treasure-trove  from  the  cabin  of  the 
watchman.  I  thought  I  had  found  a  diamond,  and  found 
only  a  grain  of  corn.  But  it  may  interest  you,  Captain 
Pog.  There  is  a  Maltese  cross  on  the  casket ;  every- 
thing which  bears  that  hated  sign  returns  to  you  by 
right." 

As  he  said  these  words,  Hadji  threw  at  the  feet  of 
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Pog-Reis  the  carved  silver  casket  that  he  had  stolen 
from  the  ebony  case  belonging  to  Pejrou.  This  casket 
was  wrapped  in  a  scarf,  designed  to  protect  the  broken 
cover. 

Pog-Reis,  little  appreciative  of  the  Bohemian's  atten- 
tion, made  a  sign  to  him  to  continue  his  route. 

The  chebec  took  her  place  of  headway  behind  the 
galley  of  Pog,  and  the  three  vessels  soon  disappeared  in 
the  east,  directing  their  course  with  all  possible  speed 
toward  the  isles  of  St.  Honorat,  where  they  intended  to 
lie  in  for  repairs. 
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DISCOVERY. 

PoG  was  too  closely  occupied  with  the  disabled  con- 
dition in  which  he  found  his  galleys,  to  lend  attention 
to  the  last  words  of  Hadji.  One  of  the  spahis  picked 
up  the  casket,  and  placed  it  in  Pog's  chamber,  to  which 
the  latter  had  descended,  after  leaving  the  galley  in  the 
command  of  the  pilot. 

This  chamber  was  entirely  covered  with  a  coarse  red 
woollen  material.  On  this  tapestry  could  be  seen,  here 
and  there,  a  great  number  of  black  crosses  traced  by 
the  hand  with  charcoal.  Among  them  a  small  number 
of  white  crosses  appeared,  drawn  with  chalk. 

A  copper  lamp  threw  a  wan  and  sepulchral  light  in 
this  room. 

The  only  furniture  of  the  room  consisted  in  a  bed, 
covered  with  a  tiger-skin,  two  chairs,  and  an  oak  table, 
hardly  square. 

When  the  Moor  had  dressed  the  wounds  of  the  cap- 
tain, he  retired. 

Pog,  left  alone,  remained  seated,  resting  his  head  on 
his  hand,  and  reflecting  upon  the  events  of  the  night. 

His  vengeance  was  only  half  satisfied. 

His  precipitate  retreat  humiliated  his  self-love,  and 
aroused  new  resentments  in  his  heart. 

Nevertheless,  he  smiled  as  he  thought  of  the  evil  he 
had  wrought,  and  rose  from  his  seat,  saying : 

"  It  is  always  so  !  My  night  will  not  have  been 
lost,  if  — " 
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Then  he  took  a  piece  of  charcoal,  and  made  several 
black  crosses  on  the  tapestry.  From  time  to  time  he 
paused,  as  if  to  collect  his  thouglits.  He  had  just  traced 
a  black  cross  when  he  said  to  himself : 

"  That  Baron  des  Anbiez  was  killed !  1  think  so,  and 
I  hope  so.  From  the  hollow  vibration  of  the  handle  of 
the  battle-axe  in  my  hand,  I  thought  I  felt  his  skull 
broken.  But  the  baron  wore  a  helmet,  his  death  is  not 
certain.     We  will  not  make  a  false  estimate  of  victims." 

After  this  lugubi-ious  pleasantry,  he  erased  the  cross, 
and  began  to  count  the  white  crosses. 

"  Eleven,"  said  he,  "  eleven  chevaliers  of  Malta,  slain 
by  my  hand.  Oh !  they  are  surely  dead,  for  1  would 
have  killed  myself  a  thousand  times  on  their  bodies, 
rather  than  have  left  in  them  one  breath  of  life." 

He  then  sank  into  a  gloomy  silence.  Suddenly,  stand- 
ing up,  his  arms  crossed  on  his  breast,  his  head  bowed, 
he  said,  with  a  deep  sigh  : 

"  For  more  than  twenty  years  I  have  pursued  my 
vengeance,  —  my  work  of  destruction.  For  twenty  years 
has  my  sorrow  diminished  ?  Are  my  regrets  less  des- 
perate ?  I  do  not  know.  Without  doubt  I  feel  a  horrible 
joy  in  saying  to  man  :  '  Suffer  —  die.'  But  after  —  after  ! 
Always  regret  —  always!  And  yet  I  have  no  remorse, 
no !  It  seems  to  me  that  I  am  the  blind  instrument  of 
an  all-powerful  will.  Yes,  that  must  be.  It  is  not  the  love 
of  gain  which  guides  me.  It  is  an  imperious  necessity, 
an  insatiable  need  of  vengeance.  Where  am  I  going  ? 
What  will  be  the  awakening  from  this  bloody  life  which 
sometimes  seems  to  me  a  horrible  dream  ?  When  I  think 
upon  what  was  formerly  my  life,  on  what  I  was  myself, 
it  is  something  to  drive  me  mad,  —  as  I  am.  Yes,  I  must 
be  mad,  for  sometimes  there  are  moments  when  I  ask 
myself  :  '  Why  so  many  cruel  deeds  ? '  To-night,  for  in- 
stance, how  much  blood  —  how  much  blood  !  That  old 
man  !  Those  women  !  Oh,  I  am  mad,  furiously  mad  ! 
Oh,  it  is  terrible  !    What  had  they  done  to  me  ?  " 
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He  hid  his  face  in  his  hands.  After  a  few  moments 
of  sullen  retiection,  he  cried,  in  an  agonising  voice  : 

"  Oh,  what  had  I  done  to  him,  - —  to  the  one  who 
hurled  me  from  heaven  to  hell  ?  I  never  did  him  a 
wrong!  What  had  I  done  to  her,  —  to  his  accomplice? 
I  surromided  her  with  all  the  adoration,  all  the  idolatry 
that  man  could  feel  here  below  for  a  creature.  And,  yet ! 
Oh  !  —  this  sorrow,  —  will  it  always  be  bleeding  ?  Will 
this  memory  always  be  so  dreadful,  —  always  burning 
like  a  hot  iron  ?  Oh,  rage  !  Oh,  misery  !  Oh,  to  forget ! 
to  forget !     I  only  ask  to  forget !  " 

As  he  uttered  these  words,  Pog  fell  with  his  face  on 
the  bed,  tore  the  tiger-skin  in  his  convulsed  hands,  and 
groaned  with  a  sort  of  hollow,  stifled  roar. 

The  paroxysm  lasted  some  time,  and  was  succeeded 
by  a  heavy  stupor. 

Suddenly  he  straightened  himself  up,  his  complexion 
paler  than  usual,  his  eyes  brilliant,  and  his  lips  con- 
tracted. 

He  passed  his  hand  over  his  forehead  to  fasten  the 
bandage  around  his  wound,  which  had  become  disar- 
ranged. As  he  let  his  arm  fall  from  weakness,  he  felt 
near  the  partition  an  object  which  he  had  not  remarked. 
It  was  the  casket  which  Hadji  had  thrown  on  board  the 
Red  Galleon^  and  that  one  of  the  men  had  left  in  the 
captain's  chamber. 

Pog  mechanically  took  up  the  casket  and  placed  it  on 
his  knees.  The  Maltese  cross  embossed  on  the  lid  met 
his  sight,  and  made  him  start. 

He  threw  it  abruptly  away  from  him ;  the  scarf  be- 
came untied,  and  fell  open. 

Quite  a  large  number  of  letters  rolled  on  the  floor, 
with  two  medallions,  and  a  long  tress  of  blond  hair. 

Pog  was  seated  on  his  bed ;  the  medallions  had  fallen 
a  considerable  distance  from  him. 

The  light  in  his  chamber  was  pale  and  fluctuating. 

By  what  miracle  of  love,  of  hatred,  or  of  vengeance^ 
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did  he  recognise  instantly  the  features  that  he  had  never 
forgotten  ? 

The  event  was  so  startling,  so  dreadful,  that  at  first 
he  believed  himself  to  be  the  sport  of  a  dream. 

He  did  not  dare  move.  His  body  leaning  forward,  his 
eyes  fixed  on  the  medallion,  he  feared  every  moment  to 
see  what  he  took  for  a  vision  of  his  excited  imagination 
vanish  from  his  sight. 

Finally,  falling  on  his  knees,  he  threw  himself  upon 
the  medallions,  as  if  he  feared  they  might  escape  his 
grasp. 

He  seized  the  portraits.  One  of  them  represented  a 
woman  of  resplendent  beauty.  He  was  not  mistaken ; 
he  had  recognised  it. 

The  other  was  the  face  of  a  child. 

The  pirate  let  the  medallion  fall  on  the  floor ;  he  was 
petrified  with  amazement.  He  had  just  recognised  Ere- 
bus !  Erebus,  at  least,  as  he  was  fifteen  years  before, 
when  he  had  carried  him  away  from  the  coasts  of 
Languedoc ! 

Still  doubting  what  he  saw  with  his  own  eyes,  he 
rallied  from  this  passing  weakness,  picked  up  the  medal- 
lion, recalled  his  memories  with  exactness,  to  provide 
against  every  error,  and  again  examined  the  portrait 
with  a  consuming  anxiety.  It  was  Erebus,  indeed, — 
Erebus  at  the  age  of  five  years. 

Then  Fog  threw  himself  on  the  floor  with  the  letters, 
and  read  them  on  his  knees  without  a  thought  of  rising. 
The  scene  was  something  terrible,  —  ghastly. 

This  man,  pale,  stained  with  blood,  kneeling  in  the 
middle  of  that  lugubrious  chamber,  read  with  eager- 
ness the  pages  which  revealed  to  him,  at  last,  the  dark 
mystery  which  he  had  sought  for  so  many  years. 
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"We  will  now  put  before  the  eyes  of  the  reader  the  let- 
ters that  Pog  was  reading  with  such  painful  attention. 

The  first  had  been  written  by  himself,  about  twenty 
years  before  the  period  of  which  we  now  speak.  So 
striking  was  the  contrast  between  his  life  then,  —  a  life 
calm,  happy,  and  smiling,  ■ —  and  the  life  of  a  pirate  and 
murderer,  that  one  might  be  moved  to  pity  the  unhappy 
man,  if  only  by  comparing  him  as  he  was,  to  what  he 
had  been  in  the  past. 

The  height  from  which  he  had  fallen,  the  depth  of 
infamy  to  which  he  had  descended,  must  have  moved 
the  most  obdurate  heart  to  pity  ! 

These  letters  will  unveil  also  what  mysterious  tie 
united  the  Commander  des  Anbiez,  Erebus,  and  Pog, 
to  whom  we  restore  his  real  name,  that  of  Count 
Jacques  de  Montreuil,  former  lieutenant  of  the  king's 
galleys. 

M.  de  Montreuil  —  Pog  —  had  written  the  following 
letter  to  his  wife  on  his  return  from  a  campaign  of  eight 
or  nine  months  in  the  Mediterranean. 

This  letter  was  dated  from  the  lazaretto,  or  pest-house, 
in  Marseilles. 

The  galley  of  Count  de  Montreuil,  having  touched  at 
Tripoli,  of  Syria,  where  the  plague  had  been  declared, 
was  compelled  according  to  custom  to  submit  to  a  long 
quarantine. 
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Madame  Emilie  de  Montreuil  lived  in  a  country  house 
situated  on  the  borders  of  the  Rhone,  near  Lyons. 

First  Letter. 

"  Lazaretto  de  Marseilles,  December  10,  1612. 
"  On  board  the  Capitaine. 

"  Can  it  be  true,  Emilie,  —  can  it  be  true  ?  My  heart 
overflows  with  joy. 

'•  I  do  not  know  how  to  express  my  surprise  to  you. 
It  is  an  intoxication  of  happiness,  it  is  a  flowering  of 
the  soul,  —  a  foolish  exaltation  which  borders  on  de- 
lirium, if  each  moment  a  holy,  grateful  thought  did  not 
lead  me  to  God,  the  almighty  author  of  our  felicities ! 

"  Oh,  if  you  only  knew,  Emilie,  how  I  have  prayed  to 
him,  as  I  have  blessed  him !  with  what  profound  fer- 
vour I  have  lifted  to  him  my  transported  soul !  Thanks 
to  thee,  my  God,  who  hast  heard  our  prayers.  Thanks  to 
thee,  my  God,  who  dost  crown  the  sacred  love  which 
unites  us  by  giving  us  a  child. 

"  Emilie  —  Emilie,  I  am  crazy  with  joy. 

"  As  I  write  this  word,  —  a  child,  —  my  hand  trem- 
bles, my  heart  leaps. 

"  Wait,  for  I  am  weeping. 

"  Oh,  I  have  wept  with  delight ! 

"  What  sweet  tears  !    How  good  it  is  to  weep ! 

"  Emilie,  my  wife,  soul  of  my  soul,  life  of  my  life, 
pure  treasure  of  the  purest  virtues! 

"  It  seems  to  me  now  that  your  beautiful  brow  must 
radiate  majesty.  I  prostrate  myself  before  you,  there 
is  something  so  divine  in  maternity. 

"  Emilie,  you  know  it,  since  the  three  years  of  our 
union,  our  love,  never  has  a  cloud  troubled  it.  Each 
day  has  added  a  day  to  this  life  of  delight. 

"  Yet,  in  spite  of  myself,  doul^tless,  I  have  caused  you, 
perhaps,  not  some  pain,  not  some  displeasure,  but  some 
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little  contrariety,  and  you  always  so  sweet,  so  good,  you 
have  no  doubt  hidden  it  from  me.  Ah,  well !  in  this 
solemn  day  I  come  to  you  on  both  knees,  to  ask  your 
forgiveness  as  I  would  ask  forgiveness  of  God  for  having 
offended  him. 

"  You  know,  Emilie,  that  dear  as  you  are  to  me,  our 
ever  reviving  tenderness  would  change  our  solitude  to 
paradise.  Ah,  well !  this  happiness  of  the  past,  which 
seemed  then  to  go  beyond  all  possible  limits,  is  yet  to 
be  doubled. 

"  Do  you  not  find,  Emilie,  that  in  the  happiness  of 
two  there  is  a  sort  of  egotism,  a  sort  of  isolation,  which 
disappears  when  a  cherished  child  comes  to  double  our 
pleasures  by  adding  to  them  the  most  tender,  most 
touching,  most  adorable  duties  ? 

"  Oh,  these  duties,  how  well  you  will  understand 
them ! 

"  Have  you  not  been  a  model  of  daughters  ?  What 
sublime  devotion  to  your  father !  What  abnegation ! 
What  care ! 

"  Oh,  yes !  the  best,  the  most  adorable  of  daughters 
will  be  the  best,  the  most  adorable  of  mothers  ! 

"  My  God  !  how  we  love  each  other,  Emilie  !  And  as 
we  love  each  other,  how  we  shall  love  it,  this  poor  little 
being !     My  God  !  how  we  shall  love  it ! 

"  My  wife,  my  beloved  angel,  I  weep  again. 

"  My  reason  is  lost.  Oh,  forgive  me,  but  I  have  had 
no  news  from  you  in  so  long  a  time,  and  then  the  first 
letter  that  you  write  me,  after  so  many  months  of  ab- 
sence, comes  to  inform  me  of  this.  My  God !  how  can 
I  resist  weeping  ? 

"  I  do  not  know  how  to  tell  you  of  my  dreams,  my 
plans,  the  visions  that  I  caress. 

"  If  it  is  a  daughter,  she  must  be  named  Emilie,  like 
you.  I  wish  it.  I  ask  it  of  you.  There  can  be  nothing 
more  charming  than  these  happy  repetitions  of  names. 
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Do  you  see  how  I  will  gain  by  it  ?  When  I  call  an 
Emilie  tenderly,  two  will  come  to  me.  That  sweet 
name,  the  only  name  which  now  exists  for  me,  will  re- 
echo in  two  hearts  at  once. 

"  If  it  is  a  boy,  would  you  wish  to  call  it  for  me  ? 

"  And  now,  Emilie,  we  must  not  forget  to  put  a  little 
fence  around  the  lake  and  on  the  border  of  the  river. 
Great  God  !  if  our  child  should  — 

"  You  see,  Emilie,  as  I  know  your  heart,  this  fear 
will  not  appear  exaggerated  to  you.  It  will  not  make 
you  smile.  No,  no,  but  tears  will  fill  your  eyes.  Oh, 
is  not  that  true  ?  is  it  not  ?     I  know  you  so  well ! 

"  Is  there  an  emotion  of  your  heart  to  which  I  am  a 
stranger  ?  But  tell  me,  how  have  I  deserved  so  much 
love  ?  What  have  I  done  so  good,  so  great,  that  Heaven 
should  recompense  me  thus  ? 

"You  know  that  I  have  always  had  religious  sen- 
timents. 

"  You  know  that  you  have  often  said  that,  if  I  did  not 
know  exactly  the  feasts  of  the  Church,  I  knew  perfectly 
well  the  number  of  poor  in  the  neighbourhood.  Now, 
I  feel  the  need,  not  of  a  more  ardent  faith,  for  I  believe. 
Oh,  I  have  so  many  reasons  to  believe,  — to  believe  with 
fervour.  But  I  feel  the  need  of  a  life  more  soberly  re- 
ligious, —  more  serious. 

"  I  owe  all  to  God ;  paternity  is  such  an  imposing 
priesthood.  Now  no  action  of  our  lives  can  be  indiffer- 
ent. Nothing  belongs  to  us  any  longer.  We  must  not 
only  look  forward  to  our  own  future,  but  to  that  of  our 
child. 

"  You  think,  Emilie,  that  what  you  desire  so  much, 
that  what  you  dared  not  ask  me,  out  of  respect  for  the 
will  of  my  father ;  you  think  that  my  dismissal  from 
the  service  is  not  a  question. 

"  There  is  not  now  an  hour,  a  minute  of  my  life, 
which  does  not  belong  to  our  child.  If  I  have  yielded 
to  your  entreaties  with  so  much  regret,  poor  wife,  be- 
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cause  I  desired  to  follow  the  last  request  of  my  father 
faithfully,  now  it  need  be  so  no  longer.  Although  our 
wealth  is  considerable,  we  must  neglect  nothing  now 
which  can  increase  it. 

"  Heretofore  we  have  trusted  to  agents  the  manage- 
ment of  our  affairs ;  now  I  shall  undertake  them  myself. 

"  That  will  be  so  much  gained  for  our  child.  When 
the  lease  of  our  farms  near  Lyons  has  expired,  we  our- 
selves will  put  our  lands  in  good  condition. 

"•  You  know,  my  love,  the  dream  of  my  life  has  been 
to  lead  the  life  of  a  country  gentleman  in  the  midst 
of  sweet  and  sacred  family  joys.  Your  tastes,  your 
character,  your  angelic  virtues,  fit  you  also  for  the 
enjoyment  of  such  peaceful  pleasures  and  associations. 
What  more  can  I  say,  my  Emilie,  my  blessed  angel  of 
God? 

"  I  have  just  been  interrupted.  The  lazaretto  boat  is 
leaving  this  moment. 

"  I  am  in  despair  when  I  think  of  the  long  mortal 
month  which  still  separates  me  from  the  spot  where  I 
shall  fall  on  my  knees,  and  we  shall  join  our  hands  in 
thanking  God  for  his  gift." 

This  artless  letter,  puerile  perhaps  in  its  detail,  but 
which  pictured  a  happness  so  profound,  which  spoke  of 
hopes  so  radiant,  was  enclosed  in  another  lettre,  bearing 
this  addi-ess,  "  To  the  Commander  Pierre  des  Anbiez," 
and  containing  the  following  words,  written  in  haste,  and 
with  a  weak  and  trembling  hand  : 

Second  Letter. 

"  December  13th,  midnight. 
"  He  believes  me  —  read  —  read.     I  feel  that  I  am 
about  to  die  —  read,  that   his    letter  may  be   our  tor- 
ment here  below,  while  we  wait  for  that  which  God 
reserves  for  us. 
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*'  Now,  I  am  ashamed  of  you  —  of  myself  ;  we  have 
been  base  —  base  like  the  traitors  we  are. 

"  This  infamous  lie  —  never  will  I  dare  assert  it  be- 
fore him  —  never  will  I  allow  Jiim  to  believe  that  this 
child  —      Ah,  I  am  in  an  abyss  of  despair  ! 

"  Be  accursed  !     Depart,  depart ! 

"  Never  has  my  sin  appeared  more  terrible  to  me  than 
since  this  execrable  lie  was  made  to  impose  upon  his 
noble  confidence  in  order  to  shield  ourselves. 

"  May  Heaven  protect  this  unfortunate  child. 

"  Under  what  horrible  auspices  will  it  be  born,  if  it  is 
born,  for  I  feel  now  it  must  die  before  seeing  the  light. 
I  can  never  survive  the  agony  I  suffer.  Yet  my  husband 
is  coming,  —  never  will  I  lie  to  him.  What  shall  I  do  ? 
No,  do  not  depart  —  my  poor  head  wanders  —  at  least  — 
surely  —  you  will  not  abandon  me  —  no,  no,  do  not 
depart  —  come  —  come  — 

«  Emilie." 

Pog,  the  Count  de  Montreuil,  as  the  sequel  will  show, 
had  never  been  able,  in  discovering  his  wife's  guilt,  to 
learn  the  name  of  the  unhappy  woman's  seducer.  Nor 
did  he  know  that  Erebus  was  the  child  of  this  adulterous 
connection. 

For  a  moment  he  was  overwhelmed  with  conflicting 
emotions.  Although  such  a  bitterness  of  resentment 
might  seem  puerile,  after  the  lapse  of  so  many  years, 
his  rage  reached  its  height  when  he  saw  this  letter,  writ- 
ten by  himself  in  the  very  intoxication  of  happiness,  and 
full  of  those  confidences  of  the  soul  which  a  man  dares 
pour  out  only  in  the  heart  of  a  beloved  wife,  enclosed  in 
one  addressed  to  her  seducer,  when  he  realised  that  it 
had  been  read,  perhaps  laughed  at,  by  his  enemy,  the 
Commander  des  Anbiez. 

In  his  fury  he  could  only  think  of  the  painful  ridicu- 
lousness of  his  attitude  in  the  eyes  of  that  man,  as  he 
spoke  with  so  much  freedom,  so  much  love,  and  so  much 
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idolatry,  of  a  child  which  was  not  his,  and  of  this  wife 
who  had  so  basely  deceived  him. 

The  deepest,  the  most  agonising,  the  most  incurable 
wounds  are  those  which  pain  our  heart  and  our  self-love 
at  the  same  time. 

The  very  excess  of  his  wrath,  his  burning  thirst  for 
vengeance,  brought  Pog  back,  so  to  speak,  to  his  religious 
sentiment.  He  saw  the  hand  of  God  in  the  strange  chance 
which  had  thrown  Erebus,  the  fruit  of  this  criminal  love, 
in  his  pathway. 

He  thrilled  with  a  cruel  joy  at  the  thought  that  this 
unfortunate  child,  whose  soul  he  had  perverted,  whom  he 
had  led  in  a  way  so  fatal  to  all  purity  and  happiness, 
would,  perhaps,  carry  desolation  and  death  into  the  Des 
Anbiez  family. 

He  saw  in  this  startling  coincidence  a  terrible  provi- 
dential retribution. 

His  first  thought  was  to  go  at  once  and  assassinate 
Erebus,  but,  urged  by  a  consuming  curiosity,  he  desired 
to  discover  all  the  secrets  of  this  guilty  connection. 

So  he  continued  to  read  the  letters  contained  in  the 
casket.  The  next  letter,  written  by  Madame  de  Mon- 
treuil,  was  also  addressed  to  the  Commander  des 
Anbiez. 

Third  Letter. 

"  December  14th,  one  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

"  God  has  had  pity  on  me. 

"  The  unfortunate  child  lives ;  if  he  continues  to  live, 
he  will  live  only  for  you,  —  only  for  me. 

"  My  women  are  safe  ;  this  house  is  isolated,  far  from 
all  help.  To-morrow  I  shall  send  to  the  village  for  the 
venerable  Abbe  de  Saint-Maurice,  —  another  lie,  —  a 
sacrilegious  lie ! 

"  I  will  tell  him  that  this  unfortunate  child  died  in 
birth.     Justine  has  already  engaged  a  nurse ;  this  nurse 
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is  waiting  in  the  house  occupied  by  the  guard  of  the  cross- 
roads. This  evening  she  will  take  the  poor  little  being 
with  her.  This  evening  she  will  depart  for  Languedoc, 
as  we  have  agreed  upon. 

"Oh,  to  be  separated  from  my  child,  who  has  cost  me 
so  many  tears,  so  much  sorrow,  and  such  despair !  To 
be  separated  from  it  for  ever !  Ah,  I  dare  not,  I  cannot 
complain  !     It  is  the  least  expiation  of  my  crime. 

"  Poor  little  creature,  I  have  covered  it  with  my  tears, 
with  my  kisses ;  it  is  innocent  of  all  this  sin.  Ah,  dread- 
ful, how  dreadful  it  is !  I  shall  not  survive  these  heart- 
rending emotions.  That  is  all  my  hope.  God  will 
take  me  from  this  earth,  —  yes,  —  but  to  damn  me  in 
eternity ! 

"  Ah,  I  do  not  wish  to  die ;  no,  I  do  not  wish  to  die  ! 
Oh,  pity,  pity,  mercy  ! 

"  I  have  just  recovered  from  a  long  fainting-fit.  Pey- 
rou  will  carry  this  letter  to  you ;  send  him  back  without 
delay." 

The  next  letter  announced  to  the  commander  that  the 
sacrifice  had  been  completed. 

Fourth  Letter. 

"  December  15th,  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

"  All  is  over.  This  morning  the  Abb^  de  Saint-Mau- 
rice came. 

"  My  women  told  him  that  the  child  was  dead,  and 
that  I,  in  my  despair,  had  wished,  in  pious  resignation, 
to  shroud  it  myself  in  its  coffin. 

"  You  know  that  this  poor  priest  is  very  old ;  and, 
besides,  he  has  known  me  from  my  birth,  and  has  a  blind 
confidence  in  me,  and  not  for  a  moment  did  he  suspect 
this  impious  lie. 

"  He  prayed  over  an  empty  coffin ! 

"  Sacrilege,  sacrilege ! 
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"  Oh,  God  will  be  without  pity !  At  last  the  coffin 
was  carried  and  buried  in  our  family  chapel. 

"  Yesterday,  in  the  night,  for  the  last  time  I  embraced 
this  unfortunate  child,  now  abandoned,  now  without  a 
name.  Now  the  shame  and  remorse  of  those  who  have 
given  it  birth  will  ever  — 

"  I  could  not  give  him  up  —  1  could  not.  Alas !  it 
was  always  a  kiss,  —  just  a  last  kiss.  When  Justine 
snatched  it  from  my  arms  it  uttered  a  pitiful  cry. 

"  Oh,  that  feeble  wail  of  sorrow  reechoes  in  the  depths 
of  my  soul ;  what  a  fatal  omen  ! 

"  Again  I  ask,  what  will  become  of  it  ?  Oh,  what  will 
become  of  it  ?  That  woman  —  that  nurse,  who  is  she  ? 
What  interest  will  she  take  in  this  unfortunate  orphan  ? 
She-  will  be  indifferent  to  its  tears,  to  its  sorrows ;  miser- 
able woman,  its  poor  weeping  will  never  move  her  as  I 
have  been  stirred  by  its  one  feeble  wail ! 

"  Who  is  this  woman  ?  Who  is  this  woman,  I  ask.  Jus- 
tine says  she  will  answer  for  her,  but  has  Justine  the  heart 
of  a  mother,  which  could  answer  for  her,  could  judge 
her  ?  I,  yes,  I  would  have  known  so  quickly  if  she  was 
worthy  of  confidence.  Why  did  I  not  think  of  that? 
Why  did  I  not  see  her  myself  ?  Ah,  God  is  just !  the 
guilty  wife  could  be  nothing  but  a  bad  mother ! 

"  Poor  little  one  !  He  is  going  to  suffer.  Who  will  pro- 
tect him  ?  Who  will  defend  him  ?  If  this  woman  is 
unfaithful,  —  if  she  is  avaricious,  she  is  going  to  let  him 
want  for  everything,  —  he  is  going  to  be  cold,  —  he  is 
going  to  be  hungry, —  perhaps  she  will  beat  him  !  Oh, 
my  child,  my  child  ! 

"  Oh  !  I  am  an  unnatural  mother,  —  I  am  base,  —  I 
am  infamous,  —  I  am  afraid,  —  I  have  not  the  courage 
of  my  crime.  No,  no,  I  will  not !  I  will  not !  I  will 
brave  all,  the  return  of  my  husband,  the  shame,  ay, 
death  itself,  but  I  will  not  be  separated  for  ever  from  my 
child ;  nothing  but  death  shall  separate  us,  —  there  is 
time  enough  yet.     Justine  is  coming.     I  am  going  to 
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tell  her  to  go  for  the  nurse  and  instruct  her  to  remain 
here. 

"  Nothing,  nothing !  —  oh,  my  God  !  to  be  at  the  mercy 
of  these  people  like  that !  Justine  refuses  to  tell  me 
the  route  this  woman  has  taken,  —  she  has  dared  to 
speak  to  me  of  my  duties,  of  what  I  owe  to  my  hus- 
band. Oh,  shame,  shame !  once  I  was  so  proud,  to  be 
reduced  to  this  !  Yet  she  weeps  while  she  denies  me ; 
poor  woman,  she  thinks  I  am  insane. 

"  What  is  so  awful  is,  that  I  dare  not  invoke  Heaven's 
blessing  on  this  unfortunate  child,  abandoned  at  its  birth  ; 
it  is  devoted  to  grief.     What  will  become  of  it  ? 

"  Ah  !  you  at  least  will  not  abandon  it,  but  in  his 
infancy,  at  that  age  when  he  will  have  so  much  need 
of  care  and  tenderness,  what  can  you  do  for  him  ?  Noth- 
ing, oh,  my  God,  nothing !  And  besides,  may  you  not  die 
in  battle  ?  Oh,  how  dreadful  would  that  be  —  fortunately 
I  am  so  weak,  that  I  shall  not  survive  this  agony,  or 
rather  I  shall  die  under  the  first  look  of  him  whom  I 
have  so  terribly  offended. 

"  Each  one  of  his  letters,  so  faithful,  so  noble,  so  ten- 
der, strikes  me  a  mortal  blow.  Yesterday  I  announced 
to  him  the  fatal  news,  another  lie.  How  he  will  suffer ! 
Already  he  loved  the  child  so  much  ! 

"  Ah,  how  dreadful,  how  dreadful !  but  this  struggle 
will  soon  end,  yes,  I  feel  it,  the  end  is  very  near. 

"  Pierre,  I  wish  nevertheless  to  see  you  before  I  die.  It 
is  more  than  a  presentiment  —  it  is  a  certainty.  I  tell 
you  that  never  shall  I  see  him  again. 

"  I  am  sure  of  it,  if  I  see  him  again,  I  feel  it,  his  pres- 
ence will  kill  me. 

"  To-morrow  you  must  leave  France. 

"  When  this  poor  child  is  confided  to  you,  if  he  sur- 
vives his  sad  infancy,  Pierre,  love  him,  oh,  love  him !  He 
will  never  have  had  a  mother's  love.  I  wish,  if  he  is 
worthy  of  the  sacred  vocation,  and  if  it  suits  his  mind 
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and  his  character,  I  wish  him  to  be  a  priest.  Some  day 
you  will  tell  him  the  terrible  secret  of  his  birth. 

"  He  will  pray  for  you  and  for  me,  and  perhaps  Heaven 
will  hear  his  prayers.  I  feel  very  feeble,  very  feeble. 
Again,  Pierre,  I  must  see  you.  Ah,  how  cruelly  we  ex- 
piate a  few  days  of  madness  I 

"  Once  more,  that  which  most  pains  me  is  his  confi- 
dence. Oh,  I  tell  you  that  the  sight  of  him  will  kill  me. 
I  feel  that  I  must  die." 

The  marks  of  the  tears  could  still  be  seen  upon  this 
letter  written  with  a  feeble,  fainting  hand. 

Pog,  after  having  read  the  pages  which  portrayed  so 
faithfully  the  agony  of  Emilie's  soul,  gazed  thoughtfully 
upon  the  lines. 

He  bowed  his  head  on  his  breast.  That  man  so 
cruelly  outraged,  that  man  hardened  by  hatred,  could 
not  refuse  a  feeling  of  pity  for  this  unhappy  woman. 

A  tear,  a  burning  tear,  the  only  one  he  had  shed  in 
years,  coursed  his  weather-beaten  cheek. 

Then  his  resentment  against  the  author  of  all  these 
woes  rose  again  in  fury.  He  thanked  Heaven  for  hav- 
ing at  last  made  known  to  him  the  seducer  of  Emilie, 
but  he  did  not  now  wish  to  concentrate  his  thought  on 
the  terrible  vengeance  that  he  meditated. 

He  continued  to  read. 

The  next  letter  was  in  the  handwriting  of  Emilie. 
She  informed  the  commander  of  the  consequence  of  the 
last  ventm-e. 

Fifth  Letter. 

"  December  16th,  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

"  My  husband  knows  the  supposed  death  of  the  child  ; 

his  despair  borders  on  madness.     His  letter  terrifies  me 

with  its  wild  and  passionate  grief.    The  quarantine  ends 

in  fifteen  days.     I  shall   not  live  until  that  time ;  my 
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crime  will  be  buried  with  me,  and  he  will  regret  me, 
and  he  will  weep  my  memory,  perhaps.  Oh,  to  deceive, 
to  deceive,  to  deceive  even  to  the  coffin  and  the  grave ! 
God  I  will  he  ever  forgive  me  ?  It  is  an  abyss  of  terror 
into  which  I  dare  not  cast  my  eyes.  This  evening,  at 
eleven  o'clock,  Justine  will  open  the  little  gate  at  the 
park.  Pierre,  these  are  solemn  farewells,  funereal,  per- 
haps.    To-morrow,  then,  to-morrow." 
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THE    MURDEEER. 

A  PAPER,  part  of  which  was  torn,  contained  this  writ- 
ten confession,  in  the  handwriting  of  the  commander, 
a  few  days  after  the  bloody  tragedy  which  he  relates. 
The  person  to  whom  it  was  addressed  is  unknown.  Some 
passages,  torn  intentionally,  perhaps,  seem  to  refer  to  a 
journey,  made  by  the  commander  in  Languedoc  at  the 
same  period,  for  the  purpose,  no  doubt,  of  learning  the 
fate  of  his  unfortunate  child. 

"  And  my  hands  are  stained  with  blood.  I  have  just 
committed  a  murder. 

"  I  have  assassinated  the  man  against  whom  I  have 
committed  a  deadly  wrong. 

"  At  eleven  o'clock  I  presented  myself  at  the  little 
gate  of  the  park.  I  was  conducted  into  the  chamber 
of  Emilie. 

"  She  was  in  bed,  pale,  almost  djnng. 

"  She,  formerly  so  beautiful,  seemed  the  ghost  of  her- 
self.    The  hand  of  God  had  already  touched  her. 

"  I  seated  myself  at  her  bedside.  She  extended  to 
me  her  trembling,  icy  hand. 

"  I  pressed  it  to  my  lips,  my  cold  lips. 

"  We  gave  a  last  painful  look  at  the  past.  I  accused 
myself  of  having  destroyed  her. 

"  We  spoke  of  our  unfortunate  child.  We  wept,  oh, 
how  bitterly  !  when  suddenly  — 

"  Ah !  I  feel  still  the  cold  sweat  deluge  my  brow.  My 
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hair  stands  on  end,  and  a  terrible  voice  cries  to  me, 
'  Murderer !     Murderer ! ' 

"  Oh,  I  will  not  seek  to  fly  from  remorse ;  till  my  last 
day  I  shall  keep  before  me  the  image  of  my  victim. 

"  By  the  judgment  of  God,  which  has  already  con- 
demned me,  I  take  oath  to  do  it. 

"  Let  me  recall  the  scene. 

"  It  was  a  terrible  moment. 

"  The  chamber  of  Emilie  was  dimly  lighted  by  a  night- 
lamp  placed  near  the  door. 

"  My  back  was  toward  this  door.  I  was  seated  by  her 
bed.  She  could  not  retain  her  sobs.  My  forehead  was 
resting  on  my  hand. 

"  The  most  profound  silence  reigned  around  us. 

"  I  had  just  spoken  to  her  of  our  child.  I  had  just 
promised  to  fulfil  her  will  in  reference  to  him. 

"  I  had  tried  to  console  her,  to  induce  her  to  hope 
for  better  days,  to  reanimate  her  courage,  to  give  her 
strength  to  conceal  all  from  her  husband ;  to  prove  to 
her  that,  for  his  own  peace  and  happiness,  it  was  better 
to  let  him  remain  in  confident  security. 

"  Suddenly  the  door  behind  me  opened  with  violence. 

"  Emilie  cried  in  terror  :    '  My  husband  !    I  am  dead  ! ' 

"  Before  I  could  turn  around,  an  involuntary  movement 
of  her  husband  extinguished  the  lamp. 

"  We  were  all  three  in  the  dark. 

" '  Do  not  kill  me  before  forgiving  me ! '  cried  Emilie. 

"'Oh  —  you  first  —  him  afterwards,'  said  Count  de 
Montreuil,  in  a  hollow  voice. 

"  The  moment  was  horrible. 

"  He  advanced  irresolutely.     I  advanced  also. 

"  I  wished  to  meet  him  and  hold  him  back. 

"  We  said  nothing.     The  silence  was  profound. 

"  Nothing  was  heard  but  the  sound  of  our  oppressed 
breathing,  and  the  low,  spasmodic  voice  of  Emilia,  who 
murmured  :  '  Lord  have  pity  on  me  !  Lord  have  pity  on 
me!' 
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"  Suddenly  I  felt  a  hand  as  cold  as  marble  on  my  fore- 
head. 

"  It  was  the  hand  of  her  husband.  In  seeking  her,  he 
had  touched  me. 

"  He  started,  and  said,  without  concerning  himself  fur- 
ther about  me  :  '  Her  bed  ought  to  be  on  the  left ! ' 

"  His  calmness  terrified  me.  I  threw  myself  on 
him. 

"At  that  moment,  Emilie,  whom  he  had  doubtless 
already  seized,  cried,  '  Mercy !  Mercy  ! ' 

"  I  tried  to  take  him  by  the  middle  of  his  body.  I  felt 
the  point  of  a  dagger  graze  my  hand. 

"  Emilie  uttered  a  long  sigh.  She  was  killed  or 
wounded,  her  blood  spouted  up  on  my  forehead. 

"  Then  my  brain  became  wild  ;  I  felt  myself  endowed 
with  a  supernatural  strength.  With  my  left  hand  I 
seized  the  right  arm  of  the  murderer ;  with  my  right 
hand  I  snatched  his  dagger  from  him,  and  plunged  it 
twice  in  his  breast. 

"  I  heard  him  fall  without  uttering  a  cry.  From  that 
moment  I  remember  nothing. 

"  I  found  myself  at  the  rising  of  the  sun  lying  by  the 
side  of  a  hedge.     I  was  covered  with  blood. 

"  For  some  moments  I  could  remember  nothing,  then 
all  returned  to  my  memory.  I  returned  home,  avoiding 
the  sight  of  every  one. 

"  I  discovered,  as  I  entered,  that  my  Maltese  cross  was 
lost.  Perhaps  it  had  been  taken  away  from  me  in  the 
struggle. 

"  I  found  Peyrou,  who  was  waiting  for  me  with  my 
horses.     I  arrived  here." 

[Some  pages  are  wanting  in  this  place.] 

"...  and  she  is  no  more. 

"  He  lies  by  her  side  in  the  same  tomb.  The  idea  of 
murder  pursues  me.     I  am  doubly  criminal. 
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"  My  entire  life  will  not  suffice  to  expiate  this  mur- 
der, and  ..." 

The  rest  of  this  page  was  wanting. 

The  last  letter  which  the  casket  contained  was  a  letter 
addressed  to  Peyrou  by  a  bargemaster  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  Aiguemortes  five  years  after  the  events  which 
we  have  just  recorded,  and  the  same  year,  no  doubt,  of 
the  abduction  of  Erebus  by  the  pirates  on  the  coast  of 
Languedoc. 

Peyrou,  who  was  then  serving  on  board  the  galleys  of 
religion  with  the  commander,  was  in  the  secret  of  this 
strange  and  bloody  tragedy. 

The  following  letter  was  addressed  to  Malta,  to  which 
place  he  had  followed  the  commander,  who,  five  years 
after  these  fatal  events  had  transpired,  was  still  unwill- 
ing to  enter  France. 

To  M.  Bernard  Peyrou,   Overseer-Patron  of  Our  Lady 
of  Seven  Sorrows. 

"  My  dear  Peyrou  :  —  Three  days  ago  a  great  calam- 
ity occurred.  A  pirate  galley  made  a  descent  on  the 
unguarded  coast. 

"  The  pirates  put  all  to  fire  and  sword,  and  carried  off 
into  slavery  all  the  inhabitants  upon  whom  they  could 
fasten  their  chains.  I  hardly  know  how  to  tell  you  the 
rest  of  this  misfortune.  The  woman  Agniel  and  the 
child  that  you  confided  to  her  care  have  disappeared, 
no  doubt  massacred,  or  carried  away  captives  by  these 
pirates.  I  went  into  her  house,  and  everything  there 
showed  marks  of  violence.  Alas !  I  must  tell  you,  there 
remained  no  doubt  that  the  woman  and  child  had  shared 
the  fate  of  the  other  inhabitants  of  this  unfortunate  vil- 
lage. We  can  hardly  hope  that  the  child  was  able  to 
endure  the  fatigues  and  hardships  of  the  voyage.  I  send 
you  the  only  thing  that  could  be  found  in  the  house, 
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the  picture  of  the  child,  which,  in  obedience  to  jour 
order,  the  woman  Agniel  had  taken  to  Montpelller, 
where  the  portrait  had  been  executed  about  a  month 
before.  I  saw  the  child  quite  recently,  and  I  can  assure 
you  that  it  is  an  excellent  likeness.  Alas !  it  is,  per- 
haps, all  that  remains  of  him  now.  I  send  this  letter 
directly  to  Malta  by  the  tartan  St.  Cecile,  so  that  it 
may  reach  you  safely. 

"  P.  S.  In  case  the  child  is  recovered,  I  inform  you 
that  there  is  a  Maltese  cross  tattooed  on  his  arm." 

To  complete  the  explanation  of  the  tragedy,  it  remains 
to  be  said  that,  although  Pog  —  the  Count  de  Montreuil  — 
was  dangerously  wounded,  he  retained  sufficient  strength 
and  presence  of  mind  to  keep  the  events  of  that  fatal 
night  a  profound  secret. 

After  the  death  of  Emilie,  he  commanded  Justine, 
under  the  direst  threats,  to  say  that  her  mistress,  over- 
whelmed with  grief  at  the  death  of  her  child,  had  finally 
succumbed  to  the  desperate  illness  which  ensued. 

Nothing  seemed  more  plausible  than  this  account, 
hence  it  was  generally  accepted. 

The  Count  de  Montreuil  remained  concealed  in  his 
house  until  his  wound  was  thoroughly  healed.  With 
every  conceivable  threat  and  promise,  he  tried  to  induce 
Justine  to  reveal  the  secret  of  the  child's  hiding-place, 
but  all  his  efforts  were  unavailing. 

It  now  becomes  necessary  to  explain  how  the  count  sur- 
prised the  interview  between  Emilie  and  the  commander. 

Learning  the  supposed  death  of  his  child,  while  in  the 
lazaretto  or  pest-house  near  Marseilles,  he  was  plunged 
in  desperate  grief.  He  believed  that  his  wife  was  no  less 
inconsolable,  and,  notwithstanding  the  penalty  of  death 
incurred  by  deserters  from  the  lazaretto,  before  the  expi- 
ration of  the  established  quarantine,  he  swam  that  night 
even  from  the  island  Ratonneau,  where  the  sanitary 
buildings  were  situated. 
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Reaching  the  coast,  where  a  trusty  servant  awaited 
him  with  clothing,  he  assumed  another  name,  and  gal- 
loped in  hot  haste  on  the  road  to  Lyons.  Leaving  his 
horses  about  two  leagues  from  his  house,  he  accom- 
plished the  rest  of  the  journey  on  foot.  Passing  through 
the  little  gate  which  the  commander  had  left  open,  he 
entered  the  park. 

Several  days  before,  by  way  of  precaution,  Emilie  had 
dismissed  most  of  her  servants,  under  various  pretexts, 
retaining  two  women  only  of  whom  she  felt  sure.  Her 
husband,  finding  the  house  almost  deserted,  entered  un- 
perceived,  and  stood  at  the  door  of  Emilie's  chamber, 
while  she  believed  that  he  would  remain  ten  days  longer 
in  the  lazaretto. 

Hearing  the  conversation  which  took  place  between 
his  wife  and  Pierre  des  Anbiez,  the  Count  de  Montreuil 
could  have  no  further  doubt  of  her  infidelity. 

When  he  had  entirely  recovered  from  his  wounds,  he 
abandoned  his  house,  situated  in  the  country  near  Lyons, 
for  ever ;  and  feeling  sure  of  Justine's  silence,  as  the 
woman  had  no  interest  in  betraying  his  secret,  he  left 
France,  taking  with  him  a  considerable  sum  in  gold. 

When  his  disappearance  from  the  lazaretto  was  dis- 
covered, it  was  believed  and  currently  reported  that  the 
Count  de  Monti'euil,  frenzied  by  grief  over  the  loss  of 
his  child,  had  thrown  himself  into  the  sea.  While  this 
rumour  was  accepted  in  France,  the  commander  believed 
that  his  victim  had  died  from  his  wounds. 

Thus  it  was  that  the  Count  de  Montreuil  was  ignorant 
of  the  name  of  Emilie's  seducer,  and  the  only  clew  he 
had  was  the  commander's  Maltese  cross,  which  had  fallen 
on  the  floor  of  the  chamber. 

This  cross  bore  the  initials  L.  P.  on  its  ring,  which 
letters  proved  that  its  owner  belonged  to  the  Proven9al 
nation.  This  explains  the  intense  hatred  which  Peg 
cherished  against  the  chevaliers  of  Malta. 

His  thirst  for  vengeance  was  so  blind,  that,  by  pref- 
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erencc,  he  directed  his  attacks  against  Languedoc  and 
Provence,  because  Emilie's  seducer  must  have  been  a 
chevalier  of  Malta,  born  in  that  province. 

It  is  needless  to  say,  if  the  love  Pog  felt  for  Emilie 
before  her  betrayal  was  strong  and  passionate,  the  rage, 
or  rather  the  monomania,  which  seized  his  mind  after 
he  learned  of  the  deception  practised  upon  him,  was  in 
itself  a  terrible  proof  of  his  love  and  desperate  grief. 

The  portrait  which  hung  above  the  coffin  which  served 
as  a  bed  for  the  Commander  des  Anbiez,  as  a  part  of  the 
expiation  of  his  crime,  was  the  portrait  of  the  Count 
de  Montreuil,  or  Pog,  —  obtained  by  Peyrou  at  the  sale 
of  the  house  near  Lyons. 

Let  us  now  return  to  Pog,  in  his  chamber  on  the  Red 
GralleoH. 

After  having  read  the  letters  which  unveiled  so  many 
mysteries,  he  remained  for  a  time  in  a  sort  of  dazed 
state  of  mind.  He  closed  his  eyes.  A  thousand  con- 
flicting thoughts  and,  ideas  reached  his  brain.  He  feared 
he  was  losing  his  mind. 

By  degrees  he  recovered  his  self-possession,  and  con- 
templated the  new  opportunities  which  this  discovery 
offered  his  hatred  with  a  calmness  which  was  more 
dreadful  than  anger. 
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Once  enlightened  on  the  subject  of  the  birth  of  Erebus, 
Pog,  in  his  diabolical  joy,  thanked  the  devil  for  having 
delivered  the  child  into  his  hands. 

All  the  feelings  of  aversion  which  Erebus  had  inspired 
in  him  were  now  explained  ;  all  his  impulses  of  tender- 
ness for  the  unfortunate  youth  could  now  be  easily 
understood. 

Erebus  was  the  son  of  his  mortal  enemy ;  but  he  was 
also  the  son  of  the  woman  whom  he  had  adored. 

Without  the  secret  instinct  of  hatred  and  of  vengeance 
which  dominated  his  being  unconsciously,  he  could  never 
have  taken  such  pleasure  in  corrupting  and  perverting  a 
young  and  innocent  soul. 

The  most  hardened  hearts  find  a  solace  in  the  thought 
that  their  crimes  are  justifiable. 

From  this  moment,  Pog  saw  into  his  hatred  clearly, 
if  it  may  be  said ;  his  only  indecision  now  was  how  to 
satiate  his  revenge. 

He  saw  the  necessity  for  prudence,  that  his  vengeance 
might  be  sure  and  complete. 

The  death  of  Erebus  could  not  satisfy  him  ;  that  death, 
however  slow,  however  cruel  it  might  be,  would  be  only 
one  day  of  torment,  —  that  no  longer  sufficed  him. 

The  violence  of  his  rage  could  not  dissociate  the  inno- 
cent result  of  the  crime  from  the  crime  itself,  or  from 
those  who  committed  it,  but  Pog  had  long  ceased  to  think 
or  act  with  regaa-d  to  justice. 
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In  his  opinion,  Erebus  was  justly  devoted  to  his  wrath. 
He  felt,  too,  a  sinister  joy  in  learning  that  Pierre  des 
Anbiez  was  the  seducer  of  his  wife.  Now  he  knew 
where  to  direct  his  blows. 

Everything  seemed  to  favour  his  plans.  He  believed 
he  had  killed  Raimond  V.,  Baron  des  Anbiez,  in  the 
attack  on  La  Ciotat.  Reine,  abducted  by  Erebus,  was 
the  niece  of  the  commander.  Thus  destiny  assisted  him 
in  his  hatred  and  pursuit  of  this  family.  Such  were  the 
bitter  and  triumphant  feelings  which  filled  his  heart 
when  the  two  galleys  and  the  chebec  reached  their  place 
of  anchorage  off  the  isles  of  Ste.  Marguerite. 

They  had  scarcely  anchored  when  Hadji  came  on  board 
the  Red  Galleon,  and  found  Pog  absorbed  in  his  reflec- 
tions. 

In  a  few  words  he  informed  him  of  the  designs  of 
Erebus,  and  of  his  vain  attempts  to  seduce  the  crew  of  the 
chebec  and  fly  to  the  Orient. 

Pog  turned  pale  with  fright.  Erebus  might  have  es- 
caped him  but  for  the  fidelity  of  Hadji  and  his  sailors ! 
His  vengeance  baffled ! 

He  manifested  toward  the  Bohemian  such  overwhelm- 
ing gratitude  for  his  behaviour  under  the  circumstances, 
that  the  latter  stood  gazing  at  him  in  bewilderment,  so 
strangely  did  these  grateful  expressions  contrast  with 
the  usual  habit  and  bearing  of  Pog. 

"  Reassure  yourself.  Captain  Pog,"  said  Hadji,  "  you 
need  not  carry  on  your  conscience  such  a  weight  of  grati- 
tude ;  the  sailors  and  I  remained  faithful  to  you  because 
our  interest  demands  it.  That  obligation  is  superior  to 
all  others ;  but  if  you  will  believe  me.  Captain  Pog,  you 
will  seize  the  first  opportunity  to  put  that  young  man 
ashore.  He  is  getting  spoiled,  —  he  is  getting  weak; 
a  little  while  ago  he  was  weeping  at  the  feet  of  those  two 
women.  So  1  advise  you  to  abandon  him  at  the  first 
opportunity.     He  can  only  be  in  our  way  now." 

"  Abandon  Erebus  !  "  cried  Pog,  with  such  passionate 
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energy  that  Hadji  looked  at  him  in  amazement.  "  Aban- 
don Erebus !  but  you  do  not  know  —  what  am  I  saying, 
—  how  can  you  know  ?  This  instant,  —  this  instant  bring 
the  boy  to  me.  You  answer  to  me  for  him  with  your 
life  —  with  your  life,  do  you  understand  ?  Or  indeed  — 
but  no  —  I  will  go  myself  on  board  his  chebec  ;  that  will 
be  more  sure." 

At  the  same  moment  the  pilot  of  the  Red  Galleon  en- 
tered with  an  excited  air.  "  Captain,"  said  he,  to  Pog, 
"  in  examining  the  horizon  with  my  telescope,  I  have 
just  discovered  a  galley  and  a  polacre.  These  two  vessels 
may  pass  without  discovering  us.  Eblis  grant  it,  for  the 
black  galley  is  fatal  to  those  she  attacks." 

"  The  black  galley  ? "  asked  Pog. 

"  Who  does  not  know  the  black  galley  of  the  Com- 
mander des.  Anbiez  ?  "  said  the  pilot. 

"  Eh,  no  doubt ! "  cried  the  Bohemian.  "  They  ex- 
pected the  commander  every  day  at  Maison-Forte,  the 
castle  of  Raimond  V.  Pierre  des  Anbiez  must  have 
arrived  after  us,  he  must  have  seen  the  citizens'  houses 
in  flames,  and  known  that  his  niece  was  carried  off  and 
his  brother  killed,  and  he  is  seeking  us  to  avenge  them." 

"  That  galley  is  the  galley  of  the  commander  Pierre 
des  Anbiez  ?  "  said  Pog,  stuttering,  so  profound  was  his 
astonishment.  "  Pierre  des  Anbiez  —  the  commander 
_  here  —  he !  " 

It  is  impossible  to  picture  the  burst  of  savage  joy  with 
which  Pog  uttered  these  words. 

After  a  short  silence,  during  which  he  passed  his  hand 
over  his  brow,  as  if  to  assure  himself  that  what  happened 
around  him  was  real,  he  suddenly  fell  on  his  knees, 
clasped  his  hands,  and  said,  with  an  air  of  the  deepest 
piety : 

"  My  God,  my  God !  Forgive  me.  Long  have  I  doubted 
thy  justice ;  to-day  it  reveals  itself  to  me  in  all  its  glori- 
ous majesty  !  Lord  —  Lord  —  forgive  me.  Grief  has 
distracted  me ;  now   thine  almighty  power  is  manifest 
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in  my  sight.  The  same  day  thou  dost  place  father  and 
son  ^t  the  mercy  of  my  vengeance,  after  twenty  years 
of  torture.  My  God  !  after  twenty  years.  Lord  —  Lord, 
upon  my  knees  I  thank  thee ;  my  entire  life  will  not 
suffice  to  pray  to  thee,  and  to  bless  thee  !  The  father 
and  son  in  my  power!  My  God,  thou  art  sovereignly 
great !     Thou  art  sovereignly  just !  " 

The  violent  transports  of  fury  to  which  Pog  was  sub- 
ject had  never  terrified  Hadji,  but  this  prayer,  delivered 
in  a  low,  trembling,  solemn  voice,  filled  him  with  a  vague 
disquietude. 

This  miserable  creature,  who  hesitated  before  no  evil, 
now  trembled  with  fright. 

In  fact,  something  formidable  was  required  thus  to 
bow  Pog  in  the  dust,  and  wrest  from  him  this  cry  of 
gratitude  and  submission. 

After  having  uttered  this  prayer,  Pog  rose  and  walked 
a  long  time  in  great  agitation  without  saying  a  word. 
He  forgot  the  presence  of  Hadji  and  the  pilot. 

A  half-hour  passed  thus,  the  Bohemian  staring  at  Pog 
all  the  while  with  an  eager,  sinister  curiosity. 

He  was  waiting  to  see  what  strange  and  fatal  result 
would  follow  this  chaos  of  ideas. 

Pog,  as  was  ordinarily  the  case  when  he  yielded  to 
such  violence  of  emotion,  felt  quite  weak ;  he  became  as 
pale  as  a  ghost,  he  sank  down,  and,  but  for  the  timely 
aid  of  Hadji  and  the  pilot,  would  have  fallen  backwards. 

The  Bohemian  bore  him  to  his  bed,  drew  a  smelling- 
bottle  from  his  girdle,  held  it  to  his  nostrils,  and  soon 
Pog-Reis  recovered  from  his  swoon. 

"  I  remember  all  now,"  said  he,  looking  around  him 
anxiously.  "  I  remember  all.  You  see  I  am  weak,  — 
but,  Hadji,  what  do  you  wish  ?  the  time  of  miracles  has 
returned.  Oh,  this  mark  of  the  almighty  power  of  the 
Most  High  imposes  obligations  on  me ;  now  I  am  strong ; 
now  1  will  not  compromise  the  ends  of  Heaven's  justice 
by  anticipating  it.     No,  no,  I  await  its  voice.     It  shall 
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be  obeyed,  and  a  terrible  example  shall  be  given  to  the 
world.     You  must  send  Erebus  to  me,  Hadji." 

These  words,  and  the  calmness  of  Pog's  countenance 
and  accent,  were  additional  cause  for  the  astonishment  of 
Hadji. 

"  It  shall  be  done  as  you  wish,  captain.  I  am  going 
to  send  the  young  man  to  you,  or,  for  greater  surety, 
conduct  him  to  you  myself." 

"  That  is  not  all,  Hadji.  You  love  pillage  as  much 
as  Trimalcyon-Reis,  but  you  also  love  combat  for  the 
sake  of  combat,  and  danger  for  danger's  sake." 

"  And  I  did  not  have  my  part  either  in  the  pillage  or 
the  danger  last  night,  captain !  I  held  the  hook,  but  the 
fish  was  not  for  me." 

"  Listen,  Hadji,  you  can  have  presently  your  part  in  a 
brilliant  combat,  or  remain  spectator.  You  must  go  out 
with  the  chebec  to  join  the  black  galley  of  the  Com- 
mander des  Anbiez.  The  speed  of  your  vessel  is  supe- 
rior to  that  of  all  the  galleys.  You  will  hoist  the  black 
flag  and  allure  the  commander  into  this  road." 

"  I  understand,  captain." 

"  You  understand  me,  Hadji !  The  culverin  of  Mai- 
son-Forte  has  done  such  damage  to  our  water-line  and 
other  parts  of  the  ship  that  it  will  be  several  days  before 
she  is  repaired  sufficiently  to  put  to  sea,  but  we  could 
in  a  few  hours  put  her  in  a  state  to  sustain  a  battle  at 
anchor,  and  few  such  battles  have  been  as  you  will  see, 
Hadji,  if  you  lead  the  black  galley  into  this  bay  !  If  you 
wish  to  preserve  the  chebec  which  belongs  to  me,  do 
not  enter  the  bay,  Hadji,  for  as  soon  as  the  black  galley 
once  sees  the  Red  Galleon,  she  will  hardly  think  of  pur- 
suing you.  Then  you  can  set  sail  to  the  south.  I  give 
you  the  chebec  and  slaves,  Hadji." 

"  It  is  not  for  the  sake  of  possessing  the  chebec  that  I 
will  do  as  you  wish  me  to  do,"  replied  Hadji,  with  sullen 
pride.  "  Who  could  have  prevented  my  profiting  from 
the  offers  of  Erebus  ?     Who  now  could  prevent  my  say- 
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ing  I  consent  to  what  you  wish,  and  then  setting  sail  to 
the  south,  instead  of  going  out  to  sea  after  the  black  gal- 
ley ?  I  will  lead  the  commander's  ship  here  to  you,  and 
I  will  take  part  in  the  battle,  because  it  pleases  me, 
because,  notwithstanding  your  calm  appearance,  a  terri- 
ble tempest  has  gathered  in  your  soul,  which  I  wish  to 
see  burst  forth.  I  am  of  an  inquisitive  turn  of  mind, 
captain. " 

"  Ah,  by  the  wrath  of  Heaven,  whose  instrument  I 
am,  you  will  see  a  beautiful  storm  let  loose,  if  you  re- 
turn ! " 

"  And  I  shall  return,  captain." 

"  Above  all,  say  nothing  to  Trimalcyon  of  my  plan ; 
that  fat  brute,  once  under  fire,  will  do  his  duty  in  spite 
of  himself." 

"  Make  yourself  easy,  captain,  before  an  hour  the 
black  galley  will  be  in  pursuit  of  me  around  this  point." 

"  And  then  —  and  then,"  said  Pog,  talking  to  him- 
self with  a  solemn,  inspired  air,  —  "  then  this  bay,  now 
so  peaceful,  will  behold  one  of  the  greatest  tragedies,  — 
a  tragedy  whose  very  memory  will  terrify  humanity  for 
generations." 

"  I  am  going,  and  I  shall  return  with  Erebus,  cap- 
tain," said  Hadji. 

He  disappeared. 

Pog  knelt  down  and  prayed. 
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THE    INTERVIEW. 

While  the  Bohemian  was  on  board  the  Red  Galleon 
Erebus,  now  virtually  considered  a  prisoner,  shared  the 
cabin  of  the  chebec  with  Reine  and  Stephanette. 

Notwithstanding  her  anger,  notwithstanding  her  fright, 
notwithstanding  her  keen  anxiety  concerning  the  fate  of 
her  father,  Mile,  des  Anbiez  could  not  remain  insensible 
to  the  despair  of  Erebus. 

He  reproached  himself  so  bitterly  for  her  abduction, 
and  had  done  so  much  to  obtain  from  the  Bohemian 
both  her  liberty  and  that  of  Stephanette,  that  she  could 
not  stifle  every  emotion  of  pity  that  rose  in  her  heart. 

Besides,  in  the  frightful  position  in  which  she  was 
placed,  she  felt  that  in  him,  at  least,  she  had  a  defender. 

A  feeble  ray  of  the  sun  lighted  the  little  apartment 
where  these  three  persons  were  associated. 

Stephanette,  exhausted  by  fatigue,  was  sleeping,  half- 
recumbent  on  a  mat. 

Reine,  seated,  hid  her  face  in  her  two  hands. 

Erebus  stood  with  his  arms  crossed  and  head  bowed, 
■while  great  tears  rolled  down  his  pale  cheeks. 

"  Nothing  —  nothing,  I  see  no  help,"  said  he,  in  a  low 
voice ;  then,  lifting  a  supplicating  glance  to  Reine,  he 
said :  "  What  can  be  done,  my  God,  to  snatch  you  from 
the  hands  of  these  wretches  ?  " 

"  My  father,  my  father !  "  said  Reine,  in  a  hollow  voice. 
Then  turning  to  Erebus,  she  exclaimed :  "  Ah,  be 
accursed,  you  have  caused  all  my  sorrows !     But  for  you 
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I  should  be  with  my  father.  Perhaps  he  is  suffering 
—  perhaps  he  is  wounded !  And  then  at  least  he  would 
have  my  care.     Ah,  be  accursed  !  " 

"  Yes,  always  accursed  !  "  repeated  Erebus,  with  bitter- 
ness. "  My  mother  doubtless  cursed  me  at  my  birth ! 
Cursed  by  the  man  who  reared  me !  Cursed  by  you !  " 
added  he,  in  a  heartrending  voice. 

"  Have  you  not  taken  a  daughter  from  her  father  ? 
Have  you  not  often  been  the  accomplice  of  the  brigands 
who  ravaged  that  unfortunate  city ! "  cried  Reine,  with 
indignation. 

"  Oh,  for  pity's  sake  do  not  crush  me !  Yes,  I  have 
been  their  accomplice.  But,  ray  God  !  have  compassion 
on  me.  I  was  brought  up  to  evil,  as  you  have  been 
brought  up  to  good.  You  had  a  mother.  You  have  a 
father.  You  have  had  always  before  your  eyes  noble 
examples  to  imitate.  I,  —  thrown  by  chance  among  these 
wretches  at  the  age  of  four  or  five  years,  I  believe,  with- 
out parents,  without  relations,  a  victim  of  Pog-Reis,  who 
for  his  pastime  —  he  told  me  yesterday  —  trained  me  to 
evil  as  one  would  train  a  young  wolf  to  slaughter,  accus- 
tomed to  hear  nothing  but  the  language  of  bad  passions, 
to  know  no  restraint,  —  yet,  at  least,  I  repent  of  the 
evils  I  have  caused.  I  weep  —  I  weep  with  despair,  be- 
cause I  cannot  save  you.  These  tears,  which  the  most 
cruel  suffering  would  not  have  wrung  from  me,  —  these 
tears  are  the  expression  of  the  remorse  I  feel  for  having 
wronged  you.  This  wrong  I  have  tried  to  repair  by 
wishing  to  conduct  you  back  to  your  father.  Unfortu- 
nately, I  could  not  succeed.  Ah,  if  I  only  had  not  met 
you  that  day  in  the  rocks  of  Provence,  if  only  I  had  not 
seen  your  beauty  —  " 

"  Not  a  word  more,"  said  Reine,  with  dignity.  "  It 
was  that  day  my  sorrows  began.  Oh,  it  was  indeed  a 
fatal  day !  " 

"  Yes,  fatal,  for  if  I  had  not  seen  you  I  should  never 
have  felt  an  aspiration  toward  good.      My  life  would 

/  351 


THE   KNIGHT    OF  MALTA. 

always  have  been  a  life  of  crime.  I  should  never  have 
been  tormented  by  the  remorse  which  now  consumes 
me,"  said  Erebus,  with  a  gloomy  air. 

"  Unhappy  man  !  "  cried  Reine,  carried  away  in  spite 
of  herself  by  her  secret  preference.  "  Do  not  speak  thus. 
Notwithstanding  all  the  evil  you  have  done  me  and  mine, 
I  shall  despise  our  fatal  meeting  less,  if  you  owe  to  it 
the  only  feelings  which  some  day  may  result  in  the  saving 
of  your  soul." 

Reine  des  Anbiez  uttered  these  words  with  such  ear- 
nestness, and  with  such  an  accent  of  interest,  that  Erebus 
clasped  his  hands,  looking  at  her  with  gratitude  and 
astonishment. 

"  Save  my  soul !  I  do  not  understand  your  words. 
Pog-Reis  has  always  taught  me  there  was  no  soul,  but 
at  last  I  see  that  you  have  a  little  pity  for  me.  Those 
are  the  only  kind  words  I  have  ever  heard  during  my 
existence.  Severity  and  cruelty  repel  me.  Goodness 
would  surely  conquer  me,  would  render  me  better,  but, 
alas  !  who  cares  whether  I  am  better  or  not  ?  No  one  ! 
I  see  only  hatred,  contempt,  or  indifference  around 
me." 

He  put  his  hand  over  his  eyes,  and  remained  silent. 

Reine  could  not  repress  an  emotion  of  pity  for  the 
unfortunate  youth,  nor  a  feeling  of  horror  at  the  thought 
of  his  cruel  education. 

Moved  with  compassion,  she  could  but  hope  that  his 
natural  instincts  toward  good  had  prevented  his  utter 
corruption.  Since  she  had  l)een  in  the  power  of  the 
pirates,  the  conduct  of  Erebus  had  never  transgressed 
the  limits  of  the  most  profound  respect.  If  he  had 
abducted  her  from  her  father's  castle,  with  a  most 
criminal  audacity,  he  had,  at  least,  shown  in  his  bearing 
toward  her  a  delicacy  and  forbearance  which  seemed 
almost  like  timidity. 

This  decided  contrast  proved  to  her  the  struggle  of 
a  noble,  generous  nature  against  a  perverse  education, 
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and  her  imagination  fondly  pictured  what  he  might 
have  been,  but  for  the  cruel  fate  which  imposed  such 
a  life  upon  him. 

But  these  sentiments  soon  gave  way  to  the  anxious 
fears  which  agitated  her  mind  concerning  her  father, 
and  she  cried  with  tears,  "  Oh,  my  father,  my  father ! 
when  shall  I  see  him  again  ?     Oh,  how  dreadful !  " 

Erebus,  thinking  that  she  addressed  him,  replied,  sadly, 
"  Do  you  think  I  would  not  attempt  everything  in  the 
world  to  take  you  from  this  vessel  ?  But  what  can  be 
done  ?  Ah,  without  you,  without  the  vague  hope  that  I 
have  been  useful  to  you  — "  Erebus  could  not  finish, 
but  his  countenance  was  so  sad  that  Reine,  frightened, 
cried,  "  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  I  mean  that  when  one  cannot  endure  life  the  best 
thing  is  to  get  rid  of  it ;  when  you  are  rescued  and  in 
safety,  Erebus  will  give  a  last  thought  to  you,  and  then 
kill  himself." 

"  Another  crime  !  he  will  end  a  life  already  so  guilty 
by  another  misdeed ! "  cried  Reine.  "  But  you  do  not 
know  that  your  life  belongs  to  God  only  I  " 

Erebus  smiled  bitterly,  and  replied :  "  My  life  belongs 
to  me,  since  I  can  free  myself  from  it  when  it  becomes 
a  burden.  When  I  shall  have  left  you,  I  can  live  no 
longer.  I  do  not  kill  myself  at  your  feet,  because  I  still 
hope  to  be  useful  to  you.  What  good  is  my  life  hence- 
forth ?  You  have  made  me  understand  how  criminal 
has  been  the  life  I  have  been  leading.  But  the  future ! 
The  future  for  me  is  you,  and  I  am  unworthy  of  you, 
and  you  do  not  love  me  —  and  you  will  never  love  me. 
Ah,  cursed  be  the  Bohemian  who  has  deceived  me,  who 
told  me  that  you  had  not  forgotten  him  who  saved  your 
father's  life  !  " 

"  I  have  never  forgotten  that  you  were  my  father's 
saviour,"  said  Reine,  with  dignity,  "  nor  can  I  forget  the 
outrage  practised  upon  me,  yet  I  ought  to  take  kindly 
what  you  have  done  to  repair  that  wrong.     Repentance 
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for  the  greatest  crimes  finds  pardon  before  the  Lord! 
If  I  am  permitted  to  see  my  father  and  my  home  again, 
I  will  forgive  you.  But  before  I  leave,  I  will  say  to 
you :  '  Never  despair  of  the  infinite  goodness  of  God ! 
Instead  of  yielding  to  an  insane  despair,  abandon  for 
ever  those  who  made  you  their  accomplice,  seek  instruc- 
tion in  our  holy  religion,  learn  to  know  and  love  and 
bless  the  Lord,  become  a  good  man ;  prove  by  an  exem- 
plary life  that  you  have  forsaken  the  criminal  career 
which  wicked  men  forced  upon  you ;  then  can  we  pity 
your  past  misfortunes,  then  we  can  forget  your  out- 
rages, then  we  can  believe,  indeed,  that  you  wish  to 
expiate  the  guilty  actions  of  the  past,  by  good.'  " 

"  And  if  I  follow  your  counsel,"  cried  Erebus,  trans- 
ported by  the  pious  and  lofty  language  of  Reine,  "  if  I 
become  a  good  man,  may  I  some  day  present  myself  at 
Maison-Forte  ?  " 

Reine  looked  downwards. 

The  door  of  the  cabin  suddenly  opened,  and  the 
Bohemian  entered,  and  perhaps  saved  the  young  girl 
from  an  eml^arrassing  reply. 

Stephanette  started  out  of  sleep,  and  said,  artlessly : 

"  Ah,  my  God,  mademoiselle,  I  dreamed  that  I  was 
married  to  my  poor  Luquin,  who  had  rescued  us,  and 
that  he  was  having  that  wicked  vagal)ond  hanged." 

"  All  I  wish,  my  pretty  girl,"  said  the  Bohemian,  with 
an  insolent  smile,  "  is  that  the  very  opposite  of  your 
dream  may  happen,  which  is  usually  the  case.  You  can 
believe  that  such  are  my  intentions  concerning  Captain 
Luquin." 

"  What  do  you  want  ? "  asked  Erebus,  impatiently, 
interrupting  Hadji. 

"  I  have  come  for  you.  Pog-Reis  wants  you.  He  is 
waiting  for  you  on  board  the  Red  GraUeon.'" 

"  Tell  Pog-Reis  that  I  will  not  leave  this  chebec  ex- 
cept to  conduct  Mile,  des  Anbicz  ashore.  She  has  no 
other  protector,  and  I  will  not  abandon  her." 
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The  Bohemian,  knowing  the  determined  spirit  of 
Erebus,  preferred  to  have  recourse  to  a  He  to  employing 
force  to  take  him  away  from  the  young  girls,  and  said 
to  him : 

"  Pog-Reis  asks  for  you  because  he  wishes  to  get  rid 
of  you.  He  knows  that  you  tried  to  make  his  crew  act 
contrary  to  his  orders.  As  to  these  two  women,  he  pre- 
fers a  ransom.  You  are  to  go  and  demand  this  ransom 
from  Raimond  Y.  As  soon  as  the  money  is  here,  you 
can  conduct  the  two  doves  to  Maison-Forte." 

"  That  is  a  decoy  to  separate  me  from  them,"  cried 
Erebus.     "  You  are  lying." 

"  And  if  I  only  wished  to  take  you  away,  my  young 
captain,  what  would  hinder  my  calling  our  men  to  my 
aid,  and  making  them  carry  you  off  ?  " 

"  I  have  a  kangiar  in  my  belt,"  said  Erebus. 

"  And  when  you  have  stabbed  one,  or  two,  or  three 
of  these  honest  pirates,  will  you  not  be  obliged  to  yield 
to  numbers  sooner  or  later  ?  So  believe  me ;  go  on 
board  the  Red  Gialleon.  Pog-Reis  will  give  you  his 
orders  and  a  little  boat.  You  will  go  to  Raimond  Y., 
and  to-morrow  you  can  be  here  with  a  large  sum  of 
gold  that  the  old  baron  will  be  only  too  glad  to  give  for 
his  daughter.  To-rnorrow,  I  tell  you,  you  can  take 
away  these  two  girls." 

"  My  God,  what  is  to  be  done  ? "  cried  Reine.  "  That 
man  perhaps  is  speaking  the  truth.  And  my  father 
would  not  hesitate  to  give  any  sum,  whatever  it  might 
be.  Yet,  if  the  man  is  lying,  we  will  only  lose  our  only 
protector,"  added  she,  turning  to  Erebus. 

Erebus  was  equally  perplexed.  He  realised  that  he 
must  succumb  to  numbers  at  last,  and  that,  in  refusing 
Pog-Reis,  he  would  only  aggravate  the  situation  of  Mle. 
des  Anbiez. 

After  some  moments  of  reflection  Reine  said  to  Ere- 
bus, in  a  voice  full  of  courage : 

"  Go  to  my  father,  and  give  me  that  weapon,"  and 
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she  pointed  to  the  dagger  which  Erebus  wore  at  his 
side. 

"  I  am  left  without  a  defender,  but  at  least  death  will 
be  able  to  save  from  dishonour." 

Impressed  with  these  simple  and  dignified  words,  Ere- 
bus knelt  respectfullj'  before  Reine,  and  gave  her  his 
kangiar  without  uttering  a  word,  as  if  he  feared  to 
profane  the  solemnity  of  the  scene. 

He  left  the  cabin,  followed  by  the  Bohemian,  embarked 
in  a  small  boat,  and  presented  himself  to  Pog,  on  board 
the  Red  G-alleon. 

Hadji  left  Erebus  on  board  this  vessel,  and  returned 
to  the  chebec  to  carry  out  the  orders  of  Pog. 

The  Bohemian  set  sail  and  was  out  of  the  bay  before 
Reine  and  Stephanette  knew  that  he  had  returned. 

After  a  few  tacks,  he  distinguished  perfectly  the  com- 
mander's black  galley  and  Captain  Trinquetaille's  polacre 
to  his  windward.  The  two  vessels  were  coming  from  La 
Ciotat.  A  few  words  will  explain  their  presence  in  sight 
of  the  bay,  and  how  they  had  been  able  to  follow  the 
track  of  the  pirates. 
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THE    THREE    BROTHERS. 

Pierre  des  Anbiez  arrived  at  Cape  I'Aigle  at  the  break 
of  day.  Scarcely  had  the  black  galley  anchored  in  the 
port  of  La  Ciotat,  when  the  commander  and  his  brother 
descended  to  the  shore. 

Everywhere  they  saw  marks  of  the  pirate's  barbarity. 

The  weeping  inhabitants  then  knew  all  the  extent  of 
their  losses.  Each  family  had  learned  which  one  of  its 
members  had  perished  or  had  been  taken  captive. 

During  the  battle,  they  thought  only  of  defending 
themselves  and  repulsing  the  enemy ;  then,  too,  night 
had  veiled  the  disasters  which  day  revealed  in  all  their 
horror.  On  one  side,  walls  blackened  by  the  conflagra- 
tion barely  supported  the  tottering  carpentry. 

Farther  on  was  the  town  hall,  of  which  only  the  walls 
remained.  Its  windows  were  broken,  its  balcony  de- 
molished, its  doors  burned  to  ashes,  its  foundations 
charred,  and  showers  of  balls  everywhere  proved  that 
the  citizens  had  defended  themselves  with  vigorous 
earnestness. 

The  large  square  of  La  Ciotat,  the  theatre  of  the  most 
murderous  conflict  of  that  fatal  night,  was  covered  with 
dead  bodies. 

Nothing  could  be  more  heartrending  than  to  see  the 
afflicted  inhabitants  seeking  a  father,  a  brother,  a  son, 
or  a  friend  among  these  dead.  * 
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When  they  recognised  one  whom  they  sought,  the 
others,  petrified  with  grief,  would  look  on  in  silence ; 
again,  some  would  utter  impotent  cries  for  vengeance ; 
and  some  in  their  wild  lamentation  would  rush  to  the 
port,  as  if  they  would  there  find  the  galleys  of  the  law- 
less brigands. 

The  commander  and  Father  Elzear  walked  through 
this  scene  of  desolation,  speaking  words  of  consolation 
to  the  unfortunate  sufferers,  and  asking  information  of 
Raimond  V. 

They  learned  that  he  had  made  a  most  valuable  and 
courageous  defence,  by  attacking  the  pirates  at  the  head 
of  the  company  from  Maison-Forte,  but  no  one  could 
tell  them  if  the  baron  was  wounded  or  not. 

The  two  brothers,  in  their  anxiety,  hastened  to  Maison- 
Forte,  followed  by  a  few  subordinate  officers  of  the  gal- 
ley, and  by  Luquin  Trinquetaille,  who  had  also  anchored 
his  polacre  in  the  port. 

They  arrived  at  the  Castle  dcs  Anbiez.  The  bridge 
was  lowered,  and  the  great  court  deserted,  although  it 
was  the  hour  for  work. 

They  mounted  the  stairs  in  haste,  and  reached  the 
immense  hall  in  which  the  pious  Christmas  ceremonies 
had  taken  place  the  evening  before. 

All  the  inmates  of  Maison-Forte,  men,  women,  old 
people,  and  children,  were  kneeling  in  this  vast  hall, 
where  reigned  the  most  profound  silence. 

So  absorbed  was  this  crowd  in  its  devotions,  and  so 
anxiously  did  they  watch  the  half-open  door  of  the 
baron's  chamber,  that  not  one  perceived  the  entrance  of 
the  commander  and  Father  Elzear. 

At  the  bottom  of  the  hall,  under  the  dais,  was  the 
cradle,  the  masterpiece  of  Dame  Dulceline  and  the  good 
chaplain.  A  few  candles  still  burned  in  the  copper 
chandeliers.  The  colossal  Christmas  log  was  smoking 
in  the  depth  of  the  vast  chimney,  still  ornamented  with 
green  branches  and  fruits  and  flowers  and  ribbons. 
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Nothing  seemed  more  startling  than  this  scene  lighted 
by  the  first  pale  rays  of  a  winter  day ;  nothing  more 
painful  than  the  contrast  between  the  feast  of  the  night 
and  the  sorrow  of  the  morning. 

After  having  contemplated  this  quiet  and  imposing 
scene,  the  commander  gently  called  aside  some  of  the 
baron's  vassals  to  open  a  way  to  the  door  of  the  baron's 
chamber. 

"  Monseigneur,  the  commander,  and  good  Father 
Elzear ! "  were  the  words  which  circulated  among  the 
anxious  crowd,  as  they  waited  for  news  of  the  baron's 
condition,  whether  or  not  his  wounds  permitted  them  to 
indulge  a  hope  for  his  recovery. 

Pierre  des  Anbiez  and  his  brother,  with  a  soft  and 
cautious  tread,  entered  the  chamber  of  Raimond  Y. 

The  old  gentleman,  still  dressed  in  his  holiday  attire, 
even  to  his  long  boots,  was  lying  on  his  bed.  His  ven- 
erable face  was  livid,  and  his  flowing  white  locks  were 
stained  with  blood. 

Abb^  Mascarolus  was  dressing  the  wounds  in  his  head, 
assisted  in  this  pious  duty  by  Honorat  de  Berrol.  Dame 
Dulceline,  whose  tears  never  ceased  to  flow,  was  cutting 
cloth  bands,  while  the  majordomo  Laramee,  standing  at 
the  foot  of  the  bed,  apparently  unconscious  of  all  around 
him,  was  sobbing  aloud. 

So  absorbed  were  the  actors  in  this  sad  scene,  that 
Father  Elzear  and  Pierre  des  Anbiez  entered  unper- 
ceived. 

"  My  brother ! "  cried  the  commander  and  the  priest 
at  the  same  time,  falling  on  their  knees  at  the  bedside 
of  the  baron,  and  kissing  his  cold  hands  affectionately. 

"  Are  the  wounds  serious,  abbe  ? "  said  the  com- 
mander, while  Father  Elzear  remained  on  his  knees. 

"  Alas  !  is  it  you,  M.  Commander  ? "  said  the  chaplain, 
clasping  his  hands  in  surprise ;  "  if  only  you  had  arrived 
yesterday  all  these  misfortunes  would  not  have  happened, 
and  monseigneur  would  not  be  in  danger  of  death." 
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"  Great  God !  "  cried  Pierre  des  Anbiez,  "  we  must 
send  at  once  for  Brother  Anselm,  the  surgeon  on  board 
my  galley.  He  will  assist  you ;  he  understands  wounds 
made  by  weapons  of  war." 

Seeing  Luquin  Trinquetaille  at  the  door,  the  com- 
mander said  to  him :  "  Go  immediately  for  Brother 
Anselm,  and  bring  him  here." 

Luquin  disappeared  to  execute  the  commander's 
orders.  The  abb^  was  anxiously  listening  to  the  la- 
boured breathing  of  the  baron.  Finally,  the  wounded 
man  made  a  light  movement,  turned  his  head  from  the 
chaplain  without  opening  his  eyes,  and  uttered  a  long 
sigh.  The  commander  and  the  priest  gazed  inquiringly 
into  the  chaplain's  face,  who  made  a  sign  of  approval, 
and  took  advantage  of  the  baron's  position  to  dress 
another  part  of  the  wounds. 

Father  Elzear,  disappointed  at  not  seeing  Reine  at  her 
father's  bedside  at  such  a  time,  said,  in  a  low  voice  to 
Honorat :  "  And  where  is  Reine  ?  The  poor  child  no  doubt 
cannot  endure  this  painful  sight !  " 

"  Great  God  !  "  cried  Honorat,  in  astonishment,  "  and 
do  you  not  know,  Father  Elzear,  all  the  misfortunes 
which  have  befallen  this  house  ?  Reine  has  been  carried 
off  by  the  pirates !  " 

Father  Elzear  and  the  commander  looked  at  each 
other,  bewildered. 
^  "  My  God !  my  God !  spare  his  old  age  this  last 
blow ! "  said  the  priest,  clasping  his  hands  in  suppli- 
cation, and  looking  up  to  heaven.  "  Grant  us  the  power 
to  take  this  unfortunate  child  from  their  hands ! " 

"  And  does  no  one  know  to  what  point  these  pirates 
have  fled  ? "  said  the  commander,  his  wrath  beyond  all 
bounds.  "  Inquire  of  the  boats  that  arrive  ;  the  night  was 
clear,  and  they  must  be  able  to  give  us  some  information." 

"  Alas !  "  said  Honorat,  "  I  have  just  arrived  at  Mai- 
son-Forte,  which  I  and  the  baron's  guests  left  that  night 
in  peace.     I  was  ignorant  of  all  these  disasters.     When 
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the  baron  was  brought  home  unconscious,  the  good  abb^ 
sent  for  me  in  haste,  and  I  came,  finding  him  in  this 
desperate  state,  and  his  vassals  informed  me  of  the  ab- 
duction of  Mile,  des  Anbiez." 

Raimond  Y.  still  lay  unconscious.  From  time  to  time 
he  uttered  a  feeble  sigh,  and  then  relapsed  into  a  lethar- 
gic torpor. 

The  commander  anxiously  awaited  the  coming  of  the 
surgeon  from  his  galley,  as  he  thought  his  medical  attain- 
ments superior  to  those  of  the  chaplain. 

Finally  he  arrived,  followed  by  Luquin  Trinquetaille, 
who,  notwithstanding  the  profound  silence  guarded  by 
the  watchers  around  the  wounded  man,  cried  out  to  the 
commander,  as  he  entered  the  door :  "  Monseigneur,  the 
pirates  must  be  anchored  on  the  coast,  twenty-five  or 
thirty  leagues  from  here  at  the  most." 

Pierre  des  Anbiez,  making  a  sign  to  the  worthy  captain 
to  be  silent,  walked  up  to  him  rapidly,  and  conducted 
him  into  the  gallery,  which  the  vassals  had  just  left  at 
the  chaplain's  request. 

"  What  do  you  say  ? "  said  he  to  Trinquetaille.  "  Who 
told  you  that  ? " 

"  Monseigneur,  the  coxswain  Nicard  told  me.  That 
night  he  passed  very  near  to  two  galleys  and  a  chebec, 
which  hugged  the  shore,  and  he  easily  recognised  the 
Red  Galleon.  These  vessels  were  moving  very,  very 
slowly,  as  if  they  had  been  so  badly  damaged  as  to  be 
compelled  to  halt  every  few  minutes  in  some  deserted 
harbour  on  the  coast." 

"  That  must  be  so,"  said  the  commander,  thoughtfully, 
"  they  must  have  been  seriously  crippled  to  stay  near  the 
shore,  instead  of  flying  south  with  their  captives  and  their 
booty." 

"  There  is  no  doubt,  monseigneur,  that  the  culverin  of 
Maison-Forte  did  them  great  damage,  for  Pierron,  the 
fisherman,  told  me  that  he  saw  them  fire  that  artillery 
the  whole  time  the  galleys  of  those  demons  were  doub- 
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ling  the  point  of  the  island  Verte,  and  that  pass  is  a  fine 
aim  for  the  culverin ;  Master  Laramie  has  told  me  so  a 
thousand  times." 

"  The  vengeance  of  the  Lord  will  overtake  these  rob- 
bers, glutted  with  blood  and  pillage,"  said  the  commander, 
in  a  hollow  voice.  "  PcrhajiS  I  shall  be  able  to  snatch 
my  brother's  unfortunate  daughter  from  their  hands." 

"  And  also  her  attendant,  Stephanette,  if  you  please, 
monseigneur,"  said  Luquin.  "  These  brigands,  no  doubt, 
have  carried  her  off  with  the  aid  of  a  cm'sed  Bohemian, 
that  the  good  God  will  send  some  day,  perhaps,  within 
reach  of  my  arm." 

"  There  is  not  a  moment  to  lose,"  said  the  com- 
mander, after  a  few  moments'  reflection.  Then  ad- 
dressing Luquih,  he  said  :  "  Run  to  the  port,  and  issue 
my  order  to  the  king  of  the  chevaliers  to  prepare  my 
galley  for  immediate  departure.  Do  you  follow  with 
your  polacre.  Where  did  the  coxswain  Nicard  meet  the 
Red  Galleon?'' 

"  Near  the  island  of  St.  Fereol,  monseigneur." 

"  Then  we  only  need  to  watch  the  coast  this  side  of 
the  island  of  St.  Fereol.  As  soon  as  you  put  to  sea,  set 
all  your  sails  so  as  to  examine  every  point  on  the  coast 
which  may  serve  as  a  retreat  for  the  pirates.  If  you  see 
anything  suspicious,  give  me  warning.  I  will  keep  in 
sight  of  your  vessel." 

"  May  Heaven  bless  your  undertaking,  monseigneur, 
and  grant  that  I  may  be  able  to  aid  you." 

Luquin  Trinquctaille,  inspired  by  the  hope  of  recover- 
ing Stephanette,  and  eager  to  wreak  his  vengeance  upon 
the  Bohemian,  ran  to  the  port  in  all  possible  haste. 

Pierre  des  Anbiez  returned  to  the  baron's  chamber. 
The  surgeon  from  the  galley  already  saw  signs  of  hope 
in  the  improved  respiration  and  more  quiet  sleep  of 
the  wounded  man.  The  commander  gazed  sadly  and 
thoughtfully  at  his  brother.  Presentiments  he  could  not 
conquer  told  him  that  this  day  would  prove  a  fatal  one 
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to  him.  It  grieved  him  much  to  leave  the  baron  with- 
out being  recognised  by  him,  but  time  pressed,  and  he 
approached  the  bed,  leaned  over  the  patient,  and,  kissing 
his  cold  cheeks,  said,  in  a  low  and  broken  voice : 
"  Farewell,  my  poor  brother,  farewell." 

When  he  rose,  his  hard  and  austere  countenance 
betrayed  his  emotion,  and  a  tear  flowed  down  his  cheek. 

"  Embrace  me,  my  brother,"  said  he  to  Elzear,  "  I  am 
going  into  battle,  and  into  a  bloody  battle,  for  the  Red 
Gralleon  is  intrepid.  I  hope  to  meet  these  pirates  in  some 
harbour  on  the  coast." 

"  M.  Commander,  I  shall  follow  you,"  cried  Honorat 
de  Berrol,  "  although  it  pains  me  to  leave  Raimond  V, 
at  such  a  time.  I  ask  you  to  accept  me  as  a  volun- 
teer." 

Pierre  des  Anbiez  seemed  agitated  by  an  inward 
struggle.  He  recognised  the  courage  of  Honorat,  but 
he  also  realised  the  danger  of  the  enterprise  he  was 
about  to  undertake,  and  foresaw  that  it  would  result  in 
one  of  the  most  desperate  encounters  in  which  they  had 
ever  taken  part. 

"  I  understand  your  interest,"  said  he  to  Honorat. 
"  We  will  meet  the  pirates,  and  succeed,  perhaps,  in 
rescuing  Reine  des  Anbiez,  but  if  I  do  not  return,  and 
if  his  daughter  should  not  return,  who  will  console 
him  ? "  and  he  pointed  to  the  baron.  "  Does  he  not  love 
you  as  a  second  son  ?  " 

"  And  if  you  do  not  return,  and  if  his  daughter  does 
not  return,"  cried  Honorat,  "  who  will  console  me  for 
not  having  followed  you,  and  for  not  having  shared  your 
dangers  ? " 

"  Come,  then,"  said  the  commander,  "  I  cannot  com- 
bat your  noble  resolution  any  longer.  Let  us  go.  Fare- 
well, again,  my  brother,  pray  for  us,"  added  the  soldier, 
tenderly  embracing  his  brother  Elzear. 

"  Alas  !  may  the  Lord  bless  your  undertaking.  God 
grant  you  may  bring  our  dear  child  back  to  us,  and  our 
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brother,  waking  from  the  painful  sleep,  may  find  his 
daughter  kneeling  at  his  bedside  ! " 

"  May  Heaven  hear  you,  brother ! "  said  the  com- 
mander. For  the  last  time  he  pressed  the  cold  hand 
of  Raimond  Y.,  and  hurried  out  of  the  chamber  toward 
the  port.  There  he  found  his  galley  ready  to  depart, 
and  set  sail  at  once,  followed  by  the  polacre  of  the  brave 
Trinquetaille. 

Thus  it  was  that  the  black  galley  found  itself  in  sight 
of  the  Bay  of  L^rins,  where  the  two  galleys  of  the 
pirates  were  anchored,  when  Hadji  came  out  of  the 
road  with  his  chel)ec  to  execute  the  orders  of  Pog,  and 
lead  in  pursuit  of  him  the  galley  of  religion. 
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The  wind  was  favourable  for  the  black  galley  and  the 
polacre,  and  after  hanng  passed  the  island  of  Lerol 
the  two  vessels  slackened  their  speed. 

Luquin  Trinquetaille  touched  at  the  different  harbours 
along  the  coast,  without  meeting  the  pirate  ships,  which 
he  was  to  announce  to  the  commander  by  a  shot  from 
his  swivel-gun. 

Toward  evening,  just  as  the  sun  was  sinking  below 
the  horizon,  the  black  galley  and  the  polacre  arrived  in 
sight  of  the  isles  of  Ste.  Marguerite,  at  the  moment,  as 
we  have  just  said,  when  the  chebec  of  Hadji  issued  from 
the  road,  in  quest  of  the  Christian  galleys,  in  obedience 
to  the  commands  of  Pog. 

Captain  Trinquetaille  signalled  the  chebec,  and  set 
every  sail  to  join  it.  The  Bohemian  slackened  his  speed 
and  waited  for  him.  The  betrothed  of  Stephanette,  by 
the  aid  of  his  telescope,  recognised  Hadji,  who  was  com- 
manding the  little  craft.  The  worthy  captain  of  the 
Holy  Terror  to  the  Moors  boiled  with  rage  at  this 
encounter,  and  had  need  of  all  his  self-control  not  to 
attack  the  author  of  Stephanette's  abduction,  but,  faith- 
ful to  the  orders  of  the  commander,  he  doubled  the 
point  of  Lerol,  and  soon  perceived  the  Red  Galleon  and 
the  galley  of  Trimalcyon  anchored  in  the  bay,  very  near 
each  other. 

Thus  having  obtained  an  exact  knowledge  of  the 
position  of  the  pirates,  he  stood  toward  the  black  galley 
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in  order  to  announce  this  discovery  to  Pierre  des  Anbiez, 
while  the  chebec  of  Hadji  was  entering  the  bay  under 
full  sail. 

When  he  arrived  near  the  stern  of  the  black  galley 
and  gave  this  information  to  the  pilot,  the  latter,  in 
obedience  to  the  commander,  ordered  him  to  set  back 
the  sails  of  the  polacre,  and  come  on  board. 

Luquin  obeyed,  but  was  in  despair  to  see  that  the 
chebec  of  Hadji,  whom  he  was  burning  to  fight,  had 
escaped  him. 

The  chevaliers  had  assembled  on  the  deck  of  the 
galley,  and,  according  to  the  methods  of  warfare  of  that 
time,  had  cleared  the  deck  for  action. 

The  rambades,  which  formed  a  sort  of  forecastle  at 
the  prow,  where  the  five  pieces  of  artillery  belonging 
to  the  galley  were  in  battery,  were  already  covered  with 
coarse  oakum  cloth,  several  inches  in  thickness.  This 
heavy  covering  was  designed  to  deaden  the  effect  of  the 
enemy's  projectiles. 

In  case  the  galley  was  boarded  by  the  enemy,  an  en- 
trenchment called  a  bastion  had  been  erected,  wliich 
extended  the  entire  length  of  the  ship's  balcony,  and 
reached  to  the  height  of  the  fourth  bench  of  the  prow. 

This  entrenchment  was  constructed  of  beams  and 
crosspieces  of  timber,  the  spaces  between  being  filled 
with  old  cordage  and  dilapidated  sails.  This  construc- 
tion, six  feet  high  on  the  side  of  the  stern,  was  only  five 
feet  high  at  the  prow,  toward  which  it  sloped  to  the 
level  of  the  rambades,  and  was  designed  to  prevent  the 
raking  fire  of  the  enemy's  artillery,  sweeping  the  length 
of  the  galley. 

The  subordinate  officers  and  soldiers  were  armed  with 
steel  helmets,  buff-skin,  and  neck-pieces  of  iron.  Matches 
ready  for  lighting  lay  near  the  cannon  and  swivel-guns ; 
the  masts  had  been  hauled  down  and  placed  in  the  waist 
of  the  vessel,  as  galleys  never  fight  with  sails  up,  but  are 
sustained  by  their  oars. 
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The  slaves  who  composed  the  crew  looked  on  these 
preparations  for  battle  with  mute  terror  or  sullen  indif- 
ference. These  poor  creatures,  chained  to  their  benches, 
were  accounted  only  a  locomotive  power.  The  disci- 
pline of  force,  to  which  they  had  been  subjected  on  board 
the  galley,  had,  through  its  severity,  given  them  the 
calmness  necessary  for  confronting  danger. 

Their  position  was  one  of  peculiar  trial.  The  gagged 
and  passive  spectators  of  a  desperate  battle,  —  since  dur- 
ing a  conflict  the  crews  were  generally  gagged  by  means 
of  a  piece  of  wood  inserted  in  the  mouth,  —  they  were 
not  able  to  deaden  their  perception  of  danger,  or  satisfy 
that  instinct  of  ferocity  which  self-preservation  always 
awakens  in  men  at  the  sight  of  carnage,  that  enthusiasm 
or  courage  which  demands  blow  for  blow,  and  kills  in 
order  not  to  be  killed. 

Nor  had  these  slaves  any  hope  of  the  ordinary  results 
which  follow  a  victory.  If  their  vessel  was  the  conqueror 
they  continued  to  row  on  board  of  her ;  if  she  was  con- 
quered, they  rowed  on  board  of  the  conqueror. 

Placed  during  the  action  between  the  balls  of  the 
enemy  and  the  pistols  of  their  keepers,  who  killed  them 
on  their  first  refusal  to  row,  the  men  of  the  crew  only 
escaped  certain  death  by  exposing  themselves  to  a  death 
less  certain,  inasmuch  as  there  was  a  possibility  of  miss- 
ing the  enemy's  balls,  while  the  keepers  fired  their  pistols 
into  the  breasts  of  their  helpless  victims.  Under  such 
an  alternative  the  galley-slaves  resigned  themselves  to 
their  fate  and  continued  to  row. 

In  all  cases,  they  were  indifferent  to  victory,  and  not 
unfrequently  were  interested  in  defeat,  since  the  con- 
querors, Turks  or  Arabs,  often  delivered  their  own  nation- 
ality. As  to  the  renegades,  all  crews  were  alike  to  them. 
Hence,  the  convict-crew  of  the  black  galley  knew  only 
that  they  were  about  to  do  battle  with  the  Red  Galleon, 
and  were  utterly  indifferent  to  the  result  of  the  engage- 
ment. 
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Preparations  for  the  fight  went  on  in  the  most  pro- 
found silence.  The  cahn,  austere  countenances  of  the 
soldiers  of  the  cross  showed  that  they  found  nothing 
unusual  in  these  preliminary  details.  The  chevaliers 
carefully  inspected  the  different  services  with  which  they 
were  charged ;  so  seriously  was  every  duty  performed, 
that  one  might  have  thought  the  actors  were  preparing 
for  some  religious  rit€. 

At  the  stern,  the  assembled  chevaliers  made  a  rigid 
examination  of  the  position  of  the  two  galleys  com- 
manded by  the  pirates. 

When  Luquin  Trinquetaille  arrived  on  deck,  the  over- 
seer ordered  him  to  attend  the  commander,  who  was 
expected  there.  Pierre  des  Anbiez,  kneeling  in  his  cham- 
ber, was  fervently  praying.  Since  his  departure  from  Mai- 
son-Forte,  the  gloomiest  presentiments  had  assailed  his 
mind.  In  the  poignancy  of  his  remorse,  he  had  seen  a 
providential  coincidence  in  his  return  and  the  frightful 
disasters  which  had  just  overwhelmed  his  family.  He 
accused  himself  of  having,  by  his  own  crime,  called  down 
the  vengeance  of  Heaven  upon  the  house  of  Anbiez. 

His  imagination,  unnaturally  excited  by  the  violent 
emotions  which  had  shaken  his  whole  being,  evoked  the 
strangest  phantoms. 

As  he  cast  a  serious  yet  fearful  glance  upon  the  por- 
trait of  Pog,  —  the  Count  de  Montreuil,  —  which  was 
hanging  in  his  chamber,  it  seemed  to  him  that  the  eyes 
of  this  portrait  glowed  with  a  supernatural  brilliancy. 

Twice  he  approached  the  frame  to  assure  himself  that 
he  was  not  the  sport  of  an  illusion ;  twice  he  recoiled 
terrified,  feeling  his  brow  bathed  in  a  cold  sweat,  and 
his  hair  standing  up  on  his  head. 

Then  he  was  struck  with  dizziness,  —  his  reason  for- 
sook him,  —  he  saw  nothing  more.  Objects  unnamable 
passed  before  his  eyes  with  frightful  rapidity ;  it  seemed 
to  him  that  he  was  being  transported  on  the  wings  of  a 
whirlwind. 
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By  degrees  he  came  to  himself,  —  the  aberration  was 
past,  and  he  found  himself  in  his  chamber  on  the  galley, 
face  to  face  with  the  portrait  of  Pog. 

For  the  first  time  in  his  life  he  felt  a  dark  and  pain- 
ful presentiment  at  the  thought  of  going  into  battle. 
Instead  of  burning  with  that  wild  enthusiasm  which 
characterised  him,  instead  of  thinking  with  a  sort  of 
ferocious  joy  upon  the  tumult  of  the  fray,  which  had 
so  often  stifled  the  remorse  which  cried  aloud  in  his 
soul,  his  thoughts  turned  involuntarily  to  death  and 
disaster. 

He  started,  as  he  asked  himself  if  his  soul  was  ready 
to  appear  before  the  Lord,  —  if  the  austerities  which  he 
had  imposed  upon  himself  for  so  many  years  sufficed  for 
the  expiation  of  his  crime. 

Terrified,  he  fell  upon  his  knees,  and  began  to  pray 
with  fervour,  beseeching  God  to  give  him  the  courage 
and  the  strength  to  accomplish  his  last  mission,  —  once 
more  to  uplift  the  cross  triumphantly,  and  to  rescue 
Reine  des  Anbiez  from  the  hands  of  her  ravishers. 

He  had  scarcely  finished  his  prayer  when  some  one 
knocked  at  his  door.  He  rose  to  his  feet.  The  artillery- 
man, Captain  Hugues,  appeared. 

"  What  do  you  want  ?  " 

"  A  man  in  a  boat,  sent  by  these  miscreants,  wishes  to 
make  some  terms  with  you.  M.  Commander,  must  I 
welcome  him  with  a  shot  from  my  swivel-gun,  or  send 
him  on  deck  ? " 

"  Send  him  on  deck." 

"  Where  shall  I  conduct  him  ?  " 

"Here." 

Pierre  des  Anbiez  thought  he  understood  the  nature 
of  the  desired  interview.  The  pirates,  holding  Reine 
des  Anbiez  as  a  hostage,  wished,  no  doubt,  to  make  terms 
for  her  ransom. 

The  artillery  officer  returned  with  the  Bohemian. 

"  What  do  you  want  ?  "  said  the  commander  to  him. 
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"  Order  this  man  to  retire,  monseigneur ;  your  ears 
alone  should  hear  what  my  lips  will  say." 

"  You  are  very  impudent,"  replied  Pierre  des  Anbiez, 
looking  at  Hadji,  sharply. 

Then  he  added,  addressing  Captain  Hugues :  "  Leave 
us  —  go  away." 

"  Alone  with  this  robber,  M.  Commander  ? " 

"  We  are  three,"  said  Pierre  des  Anbiez,  pointing  to 
his  arms  hanging  on  the  wall. 

"  Do  you  take  me,  then,  for  an  assassin  ? "  said  Hadji, 
with  scorn. 

The  artillery  officer  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  went 
out  with  evident  regret,  although  the  tall  stature  and 
robust  figure  of  the  commander,  compared  to  the  slender 
proportions  of  the  Bohemian,  ought  to  have  reassured 
him. 

"  Speak,  as  I  do  not  wish  to  have  you  crucified  yet  at 
the  prow  of  my  galley,"  said  Pierre  des  Anbiez  to  the 
Bohemian. 

The  latter,  with  his  accustomed  insolence,  replied : 
"  When  ray  hour  comes  it  shall  find  me.  Pog-Reis, 
captain  of  the  Red  G-alleon,  sends  me  to  you,  mon- 
seigneur. It  was  he  who  attacked  La  Ciotat  that 
night ;  it  is  he  certainly  who  has  Reine  des  Anbiez  in 
his  power." 

"  Enough,  enough,  wretch,  do  not  boast  longer  of  your 
crimes,  or  I  will  have  your  tongue  torn  out !  What  have 
you  come  to  demand  ?  I  am  eager  to  chastise  your  ac- 
complices and  make  a  terrible  example  of  them.  If  you 
come  to  speak  of  favour  and  ransom,  hear  well  what 
fate  awaits  you  and  yours ;  let  them  try  to  defend  them- 
selves or  not,  they  shall  all  be  carried  in  chains  to  La 
Ciotat,  and  burned  in  the  middle  of  the  town  hall  square. 
Do  you  understand  clearly  ?  " 

"  I  understand  clearly,"  said  the  Bohemian,  with  im- 
perturbable coolness.  "  Pog-Reis  will  not  object  to  your 
burning  his  crew." 
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"  What  do  you  mean  ?  That  he  will  deliver  his  accom- 
plices to  me,  if  I  grant  him  his  life  ?  It  is  natural  that 
barbarity  like  his  should  hide  an  ignoble  cowardice.  If 
that  is  his  opinion,  I  am  of  another  mind.  The  two 
captains  of  the  galleys  and  you,  all  three  shall  be  quar- 
tered before  being  burned,  even  if  you  deliver  to  me 
your  accomplices  bound  hand  and  foot,  to  receive  the 
punishment  they  deserve.  So,  go  at  once,  and  tell  that 
to  your  confederates.  Go  !  my  blood  boils  when  I  think 
of  that  unfortunate  city  and  my  brother !  Go !  I  do 
not  wish  to  soil  my  hands  with  the  blood  of  a  bandit, 
and  I  wish  you  to  warn  your  associates  of  the  fate  which 
awaits  them ! " 

"  I  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  massacre  in  the  city, 
monseigneur." 

"  Will  you  finish  ?  " 

"  Ah,  well,  monseigneur,  Pog-Reis  and  the  other  cap- 
tain propose  a  single  combat  to  you  and  one  of  your 
chevaliers,  two  against  two,  with  the  Spanish  sword  and 
dagger.  If  he  is  killed,  you  will  attack  his  galleys  after- 
ward, and  easily  capture  them,  as  there  will  then  be 
two  bodies  without  a  head.  If  you  are  killed,  your 
lieutenant  will  attack  the  galleys  of  Pog-Reis.  The 
desire  to  avenge  your  death  will  give  new  zeal  to  your 
soldiers,  and  no  doubt  they  will  offer  Pog-Reis  and  his 
crew  as  a  holocaust  to  your  ghost.  That  need  not  change 
your  plans  in  the  least ;  only  the  captain  of  the  Red 
Galleon  will  find  himself  face  to  face  with  the  captain 
of  the  black  galley.  The  tiger  and  the  lion  can  thus 
defy  each  other." 

The  commander  listened  to  this  proposition,  as  insolent 
as  it  was  unheard  of,  in  silence  and  astonishment. 

When  the  Bohemian  ceased  talking,  Pierre  des  Anbiez, 
in  his  wrath,  could  not  resist  seizing  him  by  the  throat, 
and  crying :  "  What !  you  wretch,  is  that  the  message 
with  which  you  are  charged  ?  You  dare  propose  to  me  to 
cross  swords  with  an  assassin  like  Pog-Reis  and  one  of 
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his  brigands !  By  the  holy  cross ! "  added  the  com- 
mander, pushing  back  the  Bohemian  so  violently  that 
he  stumbled  to  the  other  end  of  the  chamber, "  to  punish 
you  for  your  impudence,  I  shall  have  you  given  twenty 
lashes  on  the  chase-gun  before  handing  you  over  to 
execution." 

The  Bohemian  darted  the  glance  of  a  tiger  at  Pierre 
des  Anbiez  and  gnashed  his  teeth  together  in  rage,  but 
seeing  that  he  would  be  at  a  disadvantage  in  a  contest, 
he  restrained  himself  and  replied :  "  Pog-Reis,  mon- 
seigneur,  counted  on  your  refusal  at  first,  and,  to  decide 
you,  he  instructed  me  to  inform  you  that  your  brother's 
daughter  was  in  his  power.  If  you  refuse  his  proposi- 
tion, if  you  attack  his  galleys  at  once,  Reine  des  Anbiez 
and  all  the  captives  we  have  taken  shall  be  instantly 
put  to  death." 

"  Wretch ! " 

"  If,  on  the  contrary,  you  accept  the  combat  and  send 
your  gauntlet  as  a  pledge,  Reine  des  Anbiez  will  be 
brought  on  board  your  vessel  without  ransom,  as  well  as 
the  other  prisoners  that  Pog-Reis  has  taken  at  La  Ciotat." 

"  I  will  never  make  terms  with  such  murderers.  Go  !  " 

"  Think  of  it,  consider  it,  raonseigneur.  Pog-Reis,  if 
you  attack  him,  will  defend  himself  vigorously.  If  he  is 
defeated,  he  will  blow  up  his  ship.  You  will  have 
neither  him  nor  Reine  des  Anbiez  nor  the  other  cap- 
tives, while  by  accepting  this  single  combat  you  can 
return  the  young  girl  to  her  father,  and  the  captives 
to  their  city." 

"Be  silent!"  said  the  commander,  who  could  not 
help  reflecting  that  this  proposition  had  its  advantage, 
notwithstanding  its  audacious  insolence. 

"  Finally,"  said  Hadji,  as  if  he  had  guarded  this  last 
consideration  as  the  most  decisive,  "  a  mysterious  spirit 
wishes  the  combat  that  Pog-Reis  proposes  to  you.  Yes, 
this  morning,  after  the  attack  on  La  Ciotat,  Pog-Reis, 
exhausted  by  fatigue,  fell  asleep  and  had  a  dream.     A 
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voice  said  to  him  that  a  single  combat  between  him  and 
a  sokiier  of  the  cross  to-day  would  expiate  a  great  crime." 

These  last  words  of  the  Bohemian  struck  the  com- 
mander, and  he  started.  Already  he  believed,  in  the 
intensity  of  his  remorse,  that  his  crime  had  brought 
upon  his  family  the  frightful  evils  which  had  befallen  it. 
When  he  heard  Hadji  speak  of  the  expiation  of  a  great 
crime,  he  believed  that  the  will  of  Heaven  had  been 
declared  in  these  words,  uttered  by  chance. 

"•  What  dream  ?  what  dream  ?  speak,"  said  he  to  the 
Bohemian,  in  a  hollow  voice,  as  he  was  seized  by  a  secret 
terror, 

"  What  matters  the  dream  to  you,  monseigneur  ? " 

"  Speak,  I  tell  you,  speak  ! " 

"  Pog-Reis  was  transported  into  the  region  of  ^^sions," 
replied  Hadji,  with  an  Oriental  emphasis.  "  He  heard 
the  voice  of  the  spirit.  It  said  to  him,  '  Look  ! '  and  he 
saw  a  woman  in  a  coffin,  and  that  woman  had  been 
pierced  to  the  heart  and  her  wound  was  bleeding.  And 
near  the  dead  woman  Pog-Reis  beheld  the  vision  of  a 
soldier  of  Christ,  —  that  vision  was  you !  " 

"  I !  I ! "  cried  the  commander,  petrified  with  astonish- 
ment. 

"  You ! "  said  Hadji,  restraining  his  joy,  for  he  saw 
that  this  story,  prepared  by  Pog-Reis,  accomplished  the 
desire  of  the  pirate. 

Pog,  —  the  Count  de  Montreuil,  —  judging  of  the  relig- 
ious character  of  the  commander  by  the  letters  which 
the  Bohemian  had  stolen  from  the  watchman's  cabin,  did 
not"  doubt  that  Pierre  des  Anbiez  would  be  impressed  by 
this  dream,  and  thus  be  induced  to  decide  in  favour  of 
the  combat.  The  commander  was  all  the  more  im- 
pressed by  this  account  of  the  dream,  inasmuch  as  he 
believed  his  crime  had  never  been  discovered. 

"  Ah,  God  wishes  it,  God  wishes  it,"  murmured  he, 
in  a  low  voice. 

The  Bohemian  continued  without  appearing  to  hear 
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him  :  "  The  spirit  said  to  Pog,  '  Tomorrow  you  will  fight 
this  soldier  of  Christ,  one  to  one,  and  a  great  crime  will 
be  expiated.'  Pog-Reis  has  committed  great  crimes, 
monseigneur,  he  has  never  felt  remorse,  the  revelation  of 
the  spirit  has  touched  him,  and  he  wishes  to  obey  it. 
He  offers  you  combat.  Take  care  not  to  refuse  it. 
Christian,  the  God  of  all  sends  his  dreams  to  all  indis- 
criminately. It  is  by  dreams  that  he  declares  his  will. 
Perhaps,  he  chooses  you,  holy  man,  as  an  instrument 
of  a  great  vengeance ;  you  ought  to  obey.  Perhaps  in 
asking  combat  of  you,  Pog-Reis  asks  for  death  at  your 
hands." 

The  astonishment,  the  terror,  of  the  commander  can 
be  comprehended.  In  these  words,  he  saw  a  divine  reve- 
lation ;  he  thought  he  heard  the  voice  of  the  Lord  com- 
manding this  expiation,  and,  contrary  to  the  prediction 
of  the  Bohemian,  believed  that  the  anger  of  Heaven 
had  decreed  himself  to  be  the  victim  which  should  fall 
under  the  blows  of  Pog. 

Finally,  in  accepting  the  combat,  he  assured  the  res- 
cue of  Reine  des  Anbiez ;  he  would  return  a  daughter  to 
her  father,  and  prisoners  to  their  weeping  families,  —  a 
last  proof  that  divine  justice  desired  to  strike  him 
alone,  since  it  offered  him  the  means  of  repairing  the 
evils  his  crime  had  called  down  upon  his  own. 

When  we  reflect  that  the  constant  remorse  of  Pierre 
des  Anbiez,  while  it  did  not  impair  his  reason,  had  pre- 
disposed him  to  a  sort  of  religious  fatalism  by  no  means 
orthodox,  but  calculated  to  make  a  deep  impression 
upon  his  earnest  and  gloomy  nature,  we  may  compre- 
hend the  crushing  effect  produced  on  him  by  the  lan- 
guage of  Hadji. 

After  a  moment's  silence,  he  said  to  the  Bohemian, 
"  Go  up  on  deck,  I  will  give  you  my  orders." 

Then  he  sent  for  the  overseer,  and  commanded  him 
to  conduct  Hadji  on  deck,  to  watch  over  him,  and  to 
take  him  under  his  protection. 
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The  commander  sent  for  the  chaplain  of  the  black 
galley  to  descend  into  his  chamber.  While  Pierre  des 
Anbiez  confessed  his  sins,  —  with  the  exception  of  the 
murder  reserved  for  the  great  act  of  penitence  of  the 
order,  —  and  received  absolution,  the  Bohemian  went 
up  on  deck.  The  first  person  whom  he  met  there  was 
the  captain  of  the  Holy  Terror  to  the  Moors,  hy  the  Graee 
of  God. 

Hadji,  affecting  an  easy  and  impertinent  familiarity, 
Approached  Luquin  Trinquetaille  and  said  to  him : 

"  Who  would  have  believed,  my  boy,  that  we  would 
see  each  other  again  here,  when  that  pretty  girl  enraged 
you  so  much  by  giving  me  flame-coloured  ribbons  at 
Maison-Forte  ? " 

This  excess  of  impudence  rendered  the  worthy  captain 
speechless  a  moment,  then,  putting  his  hand  on  his 
sword,  he  was  about  to  attack  Hadji,  when  the  overseer 
reminded  him  that  the  Bohemian  w' as  under  his  protec- 
tion by  order  of  the  commander. 

"  There  is  another  place  where  we  will  meet,  you 
villain,"  said  Luquin,  "  and  that  will  be  under  the 
gallows  where  you  will  be  hanged ;  for,  zounds !  al- 
though the  office  of  executioner  is  repugnant  to  me,  I 
would  sell  my  polacre  even  to  have  the  right  to  put  the 
rope  around  your  neck." 

"  Ingrate,  you  do  not  think  of  the  grief  you  would 
bring  upon  Stephanette ;  the  poor  girl  loves  me  so  much 
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that  she  would  die  of  sorrow  to  see  me  hanged,  and 
especially  by  you." 

"  You  lie,  you  lie  like  a  dog.  Oh,  that  I  gould  tear 
your  cursed  tongue  out  by  the  roots ! " 

"  You  would  be  right,  my  boy,  to  tear  out  my  tongue, 
for  it  was  my  honeyed  words  which  opened  the  way  to 
this  pretty  girl's  heart.  A  little  while  ago,  on  board  my 
chebec  where  she  was  with  me,  she  said,  as  she  leaned 
her  head  on  my  shoulder  —  " 

"  You  lie,  you  blaspheme  !  "  cried  Luquin,  in  fury. 

"  She  said,  as  she  leaned  her  head  on  my  shoulder," 
continued  the  Bohemian,  with  imperturbable  coolness, 
" '  What  a  difference,  my  handsome  captain,  between 
your  gallant  and  charming  language,  and  the  tiresome 
twittering  of  that  long-legged  heron  that  flutters  around 
me  so  clumsily.'  That  is  the  way  she  spoke  of  you,  my 
poor  boy." 

"  Here,  overseer,"  exclaimed  Luquin,  pale  with  rage, 
"  permit  me  to  cut  this  villain's  face  with  a  few  blows 
of  my  sabre  scabbard." 

"  If  his  words  wound  you,  do  not  listen  to  them," 
answered  the  overseer.  "The  commander  entrusted 
this  pagan  to  me,  and  I  cannot  permit  any  one  to  do 
him  harm." 

Luquin  uttered  a  groan  of  concentrated  wrath. 

"  After  all,"  continued  the  Bohemian,  with  a  disdain- 
ful self-conceit,  "  that  girl  is  rather  good-looking,  but 
you  have  made  her  so  silly,  my  boy,  that  the  conversa- 
tion I  had  with  her  yesterday  was  enough  to  take  away 
any  desire  to  continue  the  interview.  You  can  marry 
her  when  you  please,  my  boy,  only  when  you  see  her 
look  sad,  you  need  only  mention  my  name  to  make 
her  smile  tenderly,  since  the  memory  of  me  will  live  in 
her  heart  eternally.  Poor  girl,  she  told  me  so  yes- 
terday as  she  kissed  my  hand  as  if  I  had  been  a 
lord." 

The  indignant  Luquin  could  hear  no  more.     Shaking 
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his  fists  at  the  Bohemian,  he  turned  away  abruptly, 
followed  by  the  derisive  laugh  of  the  vagabond. 

As  we  have  said,  the  sun  was  just  sinking  and  the  sea 
was  calm.  In  the  distance,  between  two  points  of  the 
rocks  at  the  depth  of  the  bay,  could  be  seen  the  Red 
Galleon  and  the  galley  of  Trimalcyon  anchored  near 
each  other,  while  not  far  from  them  lay  the  chebec  of 
Hadji. 

The  boat  which  had  brought  Hadji  balanced  on  the 
waves,  fastened  to  the  stern  of  the  black  galley.  The 
sky  was  clear,  with  the  exception  of  a  belt  of  reddish 
gray  clouds  around  the  setting  sun. 

Captain  Hugues,  the  artilleryman,  approached  the 
overseer  who  guarded  the  Bohemian,  and  said  to  him,  as 
he  shook  his  head  and  pointed  to  the  west : 

"  Brother,  I  do  not  like  those  clouds  which  are 
gathering  down  there,  they  are  threatening,  we  are  in  a 
dead  calm.  If  the  sun,  as  it  sets,  scatters  these  clouds, 
the  night  will  be  beautiful ;  if,  on  the  contrary,  the  cloud 
covers  the  sun  before  it  sets  —  " 

"  I  understand  you,  Brother  Hugues,  we  will  have  a 
shift  of  the  wind,  a  hurricane,  and  the  night  will  be 
bad,"  replied  the  overseer.  "  Fortunately,  we  have  time 
yet."  And,  turning  to  Hadji,  he  said,  "  Little  it  matters 
to  you  or  to  yours  to  be  hanged  in  a  storm  or  a  calm." 

"  I  prefer  to  be  hanged  in  a  storm,  overseer ;  the  wind 
rocks  you  like  a  cradle,  and  you  fall  asleep  sooner  in 
eternity,"  replied  Hadji,  with  a  disdainful  indifference. 

The  commander  appeared  on  deck.  The  assembled 
chevaliers  separated  and  respectfully  made  way  for  him. 
Pierre  des  Anbiez  was  dressed  entirely  in  black.  His 
face  seemed  paler  and  more  sad  than  usual.  At  his  side 
he  wore  a  heavy  iron  sword,  and  a  long  dagger;  in  its 
bronze  scabbard ;  on  his  right  hand  he  wore  a  glove  of 
black  buffalo  skin,  his  left  hand  was  naked.  He  made 
a  sign  to  the  Bohemian  and  threw  down  before  him  his 
left  gauntlet.     Hadji  picked  it  up   and   was   about   to 
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speak,  when  the  commander,  with  an  imperious  gesture, 
showed  him  the  boat  which  had  brought  him  to  the 
galley.  Hadji  descended  and  embarked,  and  was  soon 
on  his  way  to  the  vessels  of  the  pirates. 

Astonished  at  the  commander's  action,  the  chevaliers 
and  Honorat  de  Berrol,  who  was  among  them,  looked  at 
each  other  in  surprise.  The  commander  followed  the 
Bohemian's  departing  boat  with  his  eyes,  then,  turning  to 
the  group  around  him,  said,  in  a  loud  voice : 

"Brothers,  in  a  little  while  we  will  attack  the  galleys 
of  these  miscreants ;  they  are  anchored  near  each  other. 
The  long-boat  will  be  put  to  sea,  half  the  soldiers  will 
descend  into  it,  and,  while  the  black  galley  attacks  the 
Red  G-alleon,  the  long-boat  will  attack  the  other  pirate 
vessel."  Then  addressing  the  king  of  the  chevaliers, 
he  continued :  "  You  will  command  the  black  galley, 
brother,  and  the  Brother  de  Blinville,  the  oldest  lieuten- 
ant of  the  galley,  will  command  the  long-boat.  Now, 
overseer,  strokesman,  all,  ply  your  oars !  the  sun  is 
setting  and  only  an  hour  of  daylight  is  left  us  to  chastise 
these  miscreants." 

Although  the  chevaliers  had  not  understood  why 
Pierre  des  Anbiez  abandoned  the  command  of  the  black 
galley  and  the  long-boat,  they  hastened  to  execute  his 
orders. 

A  part  of  the  crew,  well  armed,  embarked  in  the  long- 
boat of  the  galley,  which  was  put  to  sea  under  the  orders 
of  the  Chevalier  de  Blinville,  and  the  two  vessels,  with 
full  force  of  oars,  directed  their  course  toward  the  en- 
trance of  the  bay. 

The  commander  having  ordered  Captain  Trinque- 
taille  to  remain  on  board  the  galley,  the  polacre  was 
directed  by  the  second  in  command,  and  followed  the 
black  galley's  movements. 

Honorat  approached  the  commander,  and  said :  "  I 
wish  to  fight  at  your  side,  M.  Commander.  Reine  des 
Anbiez  was  my  betrothed.     Raimond  V.  has  been  a  sec- 
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ond  father  to  me,  and  my  place  should  be  the  post  of 
danger." 

Pierre  des  Anbiez  looked  steadily  at  Honorat,  and 
answered :  "  It  is  true,  chevalier,  you  hate  a  double  ven- 
geance to  wreak  upon  these  robbers.  To  assure  the 
freedom  of  Reine,  I  have  consented  to  fight  in  single 
combat  with  one  of  the  pirate  captains.  I  need  a  second. 
Will  you  accept  that  duty  ?  " 

"  You,  monsieur,  you  accede  to  such  a  proposition  ! " 
cried  Honorat,  "  do  such  honour  to  these  miscreants  !  " 

"  Will  you  or  will  you  not  draw  the  sword  and  the 
dagger  when  I  draw  them,  yoimg  man  ? "  rudely  inter- 
rupted Pierre  des  Anbiez. 

"  I  can  only  be  proud  to  do  what  you  do,  M.  Com- 
mander ;  my  sword  is  at  your  orders." 

"  Go,  then,  and  arm  yourself,  and  hold  yourself  in 
readiness  to  follow  me  when  I  descend." 

After  a  moment's  silence,  he  added :  "  You  see  that 
long-boat  doubling  the  point;  she  will  bring  on  board 
my  galley  Reine  des  Anbiez  and  the  captives  from  La 
Ciotat." 

"  Reine  !  "  cried  Honorat. 

"  There  she  is,"  said  the  commander. 

In  fact,  the  long-boat  of  Hadji  was  rapidly  approach- 
ing ;  the  Chevalier  de  Berrol  soon  recognised  Reine, 
Stephanette,  and  two  other  young  girls,  besides  twenty 
inhabitants  of  La  Ciotat,  captured  when  the  pirates 
made  their  descent  upon  the  city. 

The  chevaliers  were  ignorant  of  the  agreement  made 
between  the  commander  and  the  Bohemian.  They  could 
not  understand  why  the  pirates  returned  their  prisoners 
in  this  manner. 

When  the  long-boat  was  within  range  of  the  voice, 
the  commander  ordered  the  overseer  to  lift  the  galley's 
oars  and  wait  for  this  craft,  which  soon  reached  them. 

Pierre  des  Anbiez  advanced  to  the  height  of  the  first 
rower's  seat,  and  there  received  his  niece,  who  threw 
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herself  in  his  arms  with  all  the  effusion  of  affectionate 
gratitude. 

"  And  my  father  ? "  cried  the  young  girl. 

"  Your  return  will  relieve  his  anxiety,  my  child,"  re- 
plied the  commander,  who  did  not  wish  to  inform  Reine 
of  her  father's  condition. 

"  Honorat,  is  it  you  ?  "  said  Reine,  extending  her  hand 
to  the  chevalier,  whom  she  did  not  see  at  first.  "  Alas  ! 
my  friend,  under  what  sad  circumstances  I  see  you. 
But  who  is  with  my  father,  pray  ?  Why  did  you  leave 
him  alone  ?  " 

"  Reine,  our  aim  was  to  rescue  you,  and  I  followed 
the  commander.  Father  Elzear  is  at  Maison-Forte  with 
Raimond  V." 

"  But  now  I  am  free,  will  you  not  return  with  me  to 
my  father?" 

"  Return  with  you  ?  No,  Reine,  I  must  remain  with 
the  commander.  To-morrow,  no  doubt,  I  will  see  you. 
I  bid  you  a  tender  farewell,  Reine.     Farewell,  farewell." 

"  With  what  a  serious  air  you  bid  me  farewell,  Ho- 
norat," cried  the  young  girl,  struck  with  the  chevalier's 
solemn  expression.  "  But  there  is  no  danger,  they  will 
not  attack  the  pirates ;  what  good  can  be  done  by  re- 
maining here  ?" 

"  No,  doubtless  they  will  not  fight,"  said  Honorat,  with 
embarrassment.  "  The  commander  only  wishes  to  assure 
the  departure  of  these  wretches." 

Pierre  des  Anbiez,  having  given  his  orders,  approached 
Reine  and  took  her  by  the  hand,  as  he  said :  "  Come, 
hasten,  my  child  ;  embark  at  once,  the  sun  is  sinking. 
Luquin  Trinquetaille  will  take  you  on  board  his  polacre, 
and  before  to-morrow  morning  you  will  be  in  the  arms 
of  your  father." 

Then  addressing  the  captain  of  the  Holy  Terror  to  the 
Moors,  who  was  darting  furious  glances  at  the  Bohemian 
because  this  vagabond  never  took  his  eyes  from  Stepha- 
nette,  and  affected  to  speak  to  her  in  a  low  voice,  the 
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commander  said :  "  With  your  life  you  will  ans^ver  for 
Mile,  des  Anbiez.  Depart  this  instant.  Conduct  her  to 
Maison-Forte  with  the  other  young  girls  and  her  attend- 
ant. The  men  will  remain  and  reinforce  the  crew  of 
my  galley.  Come,  farewell,  Reine,  embrace  me,  my 
child ;  say  to  my  brothers  that  I  hope  to  take  tliem  by 
the  hand  to-morrow." 

"  You  hope,  uncle,  —  pray,  what  danger  is  there  ? " 

"  The  sun  is  setting,  embark  at  once,"  said  the  com- 
mander, without  replying  to  the  question  of  his  niece, 
as  he  led  her  to  the  boat  which  was  to  conduct  her  to 
the  polacre. 

While  Rcine  exchanged  a  last  look  with  Honorat,  the 
Bohemian,  still  insolent  and  satirical,  approached  Luquin, 
holding  Stephanette's  hand  in  spite  of  her  resistance, 
and  said  to  him :  "  I  give  you  this  pretty  girl,  my  boy ; 
marry  her  in  all  confidence.  Alas  !  my  poor  little  thing, 
I  must  resign  you.  I  will  remember  all  your  tender- 
ness." 

"  What !  my  tenderness  !  "  cried  Stephanette,  indig- 
nant. 

"  It  is  true  we  agreed  to  say  nothing  about  it  before 
this  cormorant." 

"  Luquin,  to  your  boat ! "  cried  the  commander,  in  an 
imperious  voice. 

The  worthy  captain  was  compelled  to  swallow  this 
new  insult,  and  to  descend  in  haste  to  his  boat  in  order 
to  receive  there  Mile,  des  Anbiez. 

Five  minutes  after  the  polacre,  commanded  by  Luquin, 
set  sail  for  Maison-Forte,  bearing  Reine,  Stephanette, 
and  two  other  young  girls  so  miraculously  saved  from 
the  fate  which  threatened  them. 

When  the  polacre  had  departed,  the  Bohemian  ap 
preached  the  commander  respectfully,  and  said : 

"  Fog-Reis  has  kept  his  word,  monseigneur." 

"  I  will  keep  mine.  Go.  wait  for  me  in  your  long- 
boat." 
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The  Bohemian  bowed  and  left  the  galley. 

Pierre  des  Anbiez  said  to  the  Chevalier  de  Blinville, 
who  was  to  command  the  galley  in  his  absence : 

"  The  hour-glass  is  full ;  in  a  half-hour,  if  I  do  not  re- 
turn on  board,  you  are  to  enter  the  bay  and  attack  the 
pirates  according  to  the  orders  which  I  have  given  to 
you ;  the  black  galley  will  fight  the  Red  G-alleon,  and 
the  boat  will  fight  the  other  vessel." 

"  Shall  we  begin  the  attack  without  waiting  for  you, 
M.  Commander?"  repeated  the  lieutenant,  thinking  he 
had  not  understood  the  instructions. 

"  You  will  begin  the  attack  without  waiting  for  me,  if 
I  do  not  return  in  a  half-hour,"  replied  the  commander, 
in  a  firm  voice.  One  of  his  men  brought  to  him  his  hat 
and  large  black  mantle,  on  which  was  quartered  the 
white  cross  of  his  order.  He  then  left  the  galley, 
followed  by  Honorat,  to  the  great  astonishment  of  the 
chevaliers  and  the  crew. 

Hadji  stood  at  the  helm  of  the  little  boat ;  four  Moor- 
ish slaves  took  the  oars,  and  soon  the  light  craft  bounded 
over  the  swelling  waves  in  the  direction  of  the  western 
point  of  the  bay. 

Pierre  des  Anbiez,  wrapped  in  his  mantle,  turned  his 
head  and  threw  a  last  lingering  look  upon  his  galley,  as 
if  to  assure  himself  of  the  reality  of  the  events  which 
were  taking  place.  He  felt  himself  dragged,  so  to  speak, 
by  an  irresistible  force  to  which  he  submitted  in  blind 
obedience. 

After  some  moments  of  silence,  he  said  to  Hadji : 
"  Where  does  that  man  expect  me  ? " 

"  On  the  beach,  near  the  ruins  of  the  Abbey  of  St. 
Victor,  monseigneur." 

"  Make  your  crew  row  faster,  they  do  not  advance," 
said  Pierre  des  Anbiez,  with  feverish  impatience. 

"  The  waves  are  high,  the  cloud  is  gathering,  and  the 
wind  is  going  to  blow ;  the  night  will  be  bad,"  said 
Hadji,  in  a  low  voice. 
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The  commander,  absorbed  in  his  own  thoughts,  did 
not  reply  to  him.  The  sun's  last  rays  were  soon 
obscured  by  a  large  belt  of  black  clouds,  which,  at  first 
heavy  and  motionless  upon  the  horizon,  began  to  move 
with  frightful  rapidity.  Deep  and  distant  bursts  of 
thunder,  a  phenomenon  quite  common  during  the  winter 
season  of  Provence,  announced  one  of  those  sudden 
hurricanes  so  frequent  in  the  Mediterranean. 
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The  clouds  piled  high  in  the  west,  spread  rapidly  over 
the  sky  which  had  been  so  serene.  The  increasing  mur- 
mur of  the  waves,  the  plaintive  moan  of  the  wind,  which 
was  gradually  rising,  the  distant  rolling  of  the  thunder, 
all  announced  a  terrible  storm. 

The  little  boat  reached  the  shore,  a  lonely  beach 
girded  by  blocks  of  reddish  granite.  The  commander 
and  Honorat  landed,  when  Hadji,  who  had  preceded 
them  a  few  steps,  stopped  and  said  to  Pierre  des  Anbiez, 
"  Monseigneur,  follow  this  path  hollowed  out  of  the  rock, 
and  you  will  soon  arrive  at  the  ruins  of  the  Abbey  of  St. 
Victor.     Pog-Reis  awaits  you  there." 

Without  replying  to  Hadji,  Pierre  des  Anbiez  reso- 
lutely entered  a  sort  of  crevasse  formed  by  a  rent  in 
the  rock,  and  scarcely  large  enough  for  a  man  to  pass 
through. 

Honorat,  not  less  courageous,  followed  him,  reflecting 
at  the  same  time  that  a  traitor,  placed  on  the  crest  of 
the  two  rocks  between  which  they  rather  glided  than 
walked,  could  easily  crush  them  by  rolling  upon  them 
some  one  of  the  enormous  stones  which  crowned  the 
escarpment.  The  tempest  was  gradually  approaching. 
The  loud  voices  of  the  wind  and  the  sea,  which  threat- 
ened more  and  more,  at  last  burst  forth  into  fury,  and 
were  answered  from  the  height  of  the  clouds  by  the 
thunderbolts.  The  elements  had  entered  upon  a  tre- 
mendous struggle. 
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The  commander  walked  with  long  strides.  In  the 
violence  of  the  storm  he  saw  an  omen ;  it  seemed  to 
him  that  the  vengeance  of  Heaven  clothed  itself  in  a 
terrible  majesty  before  striking  him. 

The  more  he  reflected,  the  more  the  strange  dream 
related  by  the  Bohemian  appeared  to  him  a  manifes- 
tation of  the  divine  will. 

By  one  of  the  ordinary  phenomena  of  thought,  Pierre 
des  Anbiez  in  one  second  recalled  every  detail  of  bloody 
tragedy  which  was  the  consequence  of  his  love  for  the 
wife  of  Count  de  Montreuil,  the  birth  of  his  unfortunate 
child,  the  death  of  Emilie,  and  the  murder  of  her 
husband.  All  of  these  events  came  back  to  his  mind 
with  awful  precision,  as  if  the  crime  had  been  committed 
the  day  before. 

The  narrow  passage  which  wound  across  the  rocks 
enlarged  somewhat,  and  the  commander  and  Honorat 
issued  from  this  granite  wall,  and  found  themselves  op- 
posite the  ruins  of  the  Abbey  of  St.  Victor.  In  this 
spot  they  beheld  no  one. 

The  interior  basin  of  the  bay  formed  a  deep  cove.  At 
the  south  it  was  shut  in  by  the  rocks  through  which 
they  had  just  passed ;  at  the  north  and  at  the  west,  by 
the  half-destroyed  buildings  of  the  abbey  ;  at  the  east 
could  be  seen  the  road  in  which  the  two  galleys  of  the 
pirates  were  anchored. 

The  imposing  pile  of  the  abbey  ruins,  the  wreck  of 
vaults  and  heavy  arches,  the  crumbling  towers  covered 
with  ivy,  outlined  their  sad,  gray  forms  upon  the  black 
clouds  which  hung  lower  and  lower  over  the  solemn 
scene. 

A  wan,  bleak  day,  which  was  neither  light  nor  dark- 
ness, threw  a  strange  and  weird  radiance  over  the  rocks, 
the  ruins,  the  beach,  and  the  sea.  The  waves  roared,  the 
wind  howled,  the  thunder  rolled,  yet  no  person  appeared. 

Honorat,  in  spite  of  his  courage,  was  struck  with  the 
awful   and  dismal  scene  which  lay  around  him.     The 
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commander,  wrapped  in  his  long  black  mantle,  his  form 
erect,  his  face  anxious  and  gloomy,  seemed  to  evoke  evil 
spirits. 

In  a  deep,  sepulchral  voice,  he  called  three  times : 
"  Pog-Reis  !  Pog-Reis !  Pog-Reis !  "  No  answer  was  heard. 

An  enormous  owl  uttered  a  doleful  cry  as  it  flew 
slowly  and  heavily  from  a  vault,  as  massive  as  the  arch 
of  a  bridge,  which  had  once  been  the  entrance  to  the 
cloister. 

"  Nobody  comes,"  said  Honorat.  "  Do  you  not  fear 
an  ambuscade,  M.  Commander  ?  Perhaps  you  have 
placed  too  much  confidence  in  the  words  of  these 
wretches." 

"  Divine  vengeance  assumes  all  forms,"  replied  Pierre 
des  Anbiez. 

He  then  relapsed  into  silence,  gazing  abstractedly  at 
the  heavy  arcade,  which  formerly  served  as  an  entrance 
to  the  cloister,  and  whose  interior  was  now  enveloped  in 
dense  shadow. 

Suddenly  a  pale  winter  ray  threw  its  wan  light  over 
this  arch,  casting  a  livid,  fantastic  illumination  over  the 
solemn  scene. 

A  thunderbolt  broke  and  reverberated,  and,  by  a  strange 
coincidence,  at  the  same  moment  two  men  issued  from 
the  obscurity  of  the  vault,  and  with  slow  and  deliberate 
steps  advanced  toward  the  commander  and  Honorat  de 
Berrol. 

These  men  were  Pog  and  Erebus. 

Pog  held  a  naked  sword  in  his  right  hand  ;  his  left 
arm  was  around  the  neck  of  Erebus,  and  he  reclined 
tenderly  upon  the  young  man,  as  a  father  would  lean 
upon  a  son.  Erebus  also  held  an  unsheathed  sword  in 
his  hand. 

Both  continued  to  approach  the  commander  and 
Honorat. 

Suddenly  Pierre  des  Anbiez  stood  for  a  moment  petri- 
fied, then,  without  uttering  a  word,  quickly  stepped  back, 
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seized  the  arm  of  the  Chevalier  de  Berrol,  and  pointed 
to  Peg  and  Erebus,  with  a  gesture  of  terror. 

Notwithstanding  the  change  produced  by  years  in  the 
countenance  of  Pog,  the  commander  recognised  in  him 
the  Count  de  Montreuil,  the  husband  of  Emilie,  the  man 
whom  he  believed  he  had  killed,  and  whose  portrait  he 
had  preserved  as  an  expiation  of  his  crime. 

"  Have  the  dead  come  back  from  the  grave  ? "  said  he, 
in  a  low  voice,  recoiling  and  dragging  Honorat  with  him 
as  Pog  advanced. 

The  Chevalier  de  Berrol  was  ignorant  of  all  that  per- 
tained to  that  terrible  tragedy,  but  he  felt  a  secret  horror, 
less  at  the  appearance  of  the  two  pirates  than  at  the  evi- 
dent fright  of  the  commander,  whose  intrepidity  was  so 
well  known. 

Then,  as  if  to  render  the  solemn  scene  still  more  awful, 
the  tempest  increased  in  violence,  and  the  thunder  grew 
louder  and  more  frequent. 

Pog  stopped. 

"  Do  you  know  me  ?  Do  you  know  me  ?  "  said  he  to 
the  commander. 

"  If  you  are  not  a  ghost,  I  know  you,"  replied  the 
commander,  fixing  a  look  of  amazement  upon  the  hus- 
band of  Emilie. 

"  Do  you  remember  the  unhappy  woman  whose  mur- 
derer you  were  ?" 

"  I  remember,  I  remember,  I  accuse  myself."  And  the 
commander  struck  his  breast  in  the  act  of  contrition. 

At  these  words,  uttered  in  a  low  voice  by  Pierre  des 
Anbiez,  Erebus,  whose  countenance  expressed  the  rage 
of  desperation,  raised  his  sword,  and  started  to  throw 
himself  upon  the  commander. 

Pog  restrained  him  with  a  firm  hand,  and  said  to  him : 
"  Not  yet." 

Erebus  rested  the  point  of  his  sword  on  the  ground, 
and  raised  his  eyes  to  heaven. 

"  You  owe  me  a  bloody  reparation,"  said  Pog. 
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"  My  life  belongs  to  you.  I  shall  not  lift  my  sword 
against  you,"  replied  the  commander,  bowing  his  head 
upon  his  breast. 

"  You  have  accepted  the  combat.  I  have  your  word. 
Here  is  your  adversary,"  and  he  pointed  to  Erebus. 
"  Here  is  mine,"  and  he  pointed  to  Honorat. 

"  Take  up  your  sword,  then,"  cried  the  Chevalier  de 
Berrol,  who  wished  at  any  cost  to  put  an  end  to  a  scene 
which,  in  spite  of  himself,  chilled  him  with  horror. 

He  advanced  toward  Pog. 

"  They  first,  we  afterward,"  answered  Pog, 

"  This  instant,  this  instant !  Take  up  your  sword ! " 
cried  Honorat. 

Pog,  addressing  Pierre  des  Anbiez,  said,  in  an  imperi- 
ous tone :  "  Order  your  second  to  await  the  result  of  your 
fight  with  the  young  captain." 

"  Chevalier,  I  pray  you  to  wait,"  said  the  commander, 
with  resignation. 

"  Defend  your  life,  murderer !  "  cried  Erebus,  rushing 
upon  Pierre  des  Anbiez  with  uplifted  sword. 

"  But  this  is  a  child  !  "  said  the  commander,  looking  at 
his  adversary  with  a  sort  of  contemptuous  compassion. 

"  Your  mother  !  Your  mother !  "  whispered  Pog  to 
Erebus. 

"  Yes,  a  child,  the  child  of  those  whom  you  have 
murdered,"  cried  the  unfortunate  youth,  striking  the 
commander  in  the  face  with  the  breadth  of  his  sword. 

The  livid  countenance  of  the  old  soldier  became  pur- 
ple ;  transported  with  anger  at  this  insult,  he  threw  him- 
self upon  Erebus,  saying,  "  Lord,  thy  will  be  done  !  " 

Then  ensued  a  parricidal  struggle. 

And  the  darkness  suddenly  fell  upon  the  scene,  as  if 
nature  herself  revolted  at  the  sight. 

Thunderbolts  rent  the  clouds,  the  tempest  let  loose  its 
fury,  and  the  very  rocks  trembled  upon  their  foundations. 

The  parricidal  combat  continued  with  undiminished 
rage. 
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With  clasped  hands,  Pog,  with  ferocious  eagerness, 
enjoyed  the  frightful  spectacle. 

"  At  last,  after  twenty  years,  I  taste  one  moment  of 
true,  ineffable  happiness.  Roll,  0  thunder  !  Burst  forth, 
0  tempest !  All  nature  takes  part  in  my  vengeance ! " 
cried  he,  in  savage  joy. 

Honorat,  unable  to  account  for  his  own  feelings,  cried 
in  dismay : 

"  Enough  !  enough !  "  and  tried  to  separate  Erebus  and 
Pierre  des  Anbiez. 

Pog,  endowed  for  the  moment  with  superhuman 
strength,  seized  Honorat,  paralysed  his  efforts,  and 
said,  in  a  low  voice,  trembling  with  rage  and  excite- 
ment, "  My  vengeance  !  " 

Erebus  fell. 

"  Pierre  des  Anbiez,  you  have  killed  your  son  !  Here 
are  your  letters,  here  are  the  portraits,  you  can  see 
them,"  cried  Pog,  in  a  voice  that  rose  above  the  storm, 
and  he  threw  at  the  feet  of  the  commander  the  casket 
which  Hadji  had  stolen  from  Peyrou. 

Suddenly  a  thunderbolt  struck  with  a  noise  impossible 
to  describe.  The  heavens,  the  bay,  the  ruins,  the  rocks, 
and  the  sea,  appeared  to  be  on  fire. 

A  terrible  explosion  followed,  and  the  very  earth  trem- 
bled ;  a  part  of  the  ruins  of  the  abbey  fell  away,  while  a 
blast  of  wind,  breaking  and  driving  everything  in  its  path, 
enveloped  the  entire  bay  in  its  irresistible  and  tremendous 
whirlpool. 
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CONCLUSION. 

Three  days  after  the  dreadful  combat  between  Pierre 
des  Aiibiez  and  Erebus,  the  black  galley  and  the  polacre 
of  Luquin  were  anchored  in  the  port  of  La  Ciotat. 

The  great  clock  in  the  hall  of  Maison-Forte  had  just 
struck  nine.  Captain  Trinquetaille  was  walking  softly  on 
tiptoe  through  the  gallery  where  the  Christmas  cere- 
monies had  taken  place,  directing  his  steps  toward  the 
apartment  of  Mile,  des  Anbicz.  He  knocked  at  the 
little  door  of  the  oratory.  Stephanette  soon  came  out  of 
the  door. 

"  Ah,  well,  Luquin,"  said  the  young  girl,  anxiously, 
"  how  has  he  passed  the  night  ?  " 

"  Badly,  Stephanette,  very  badly  ;  the  abb^  says  there 
is  no  hope  for  him." 

"  Poor  child ! "  said  the  young  girl,  "  and  how  is 
M.  Commander  ? " 

"  Always  in  the  same  state,  seated  at  the  youth's 
bedside  like  a  statue ;  he  never  moves  or  speaks  or  sees 
or  hears.  Father  Elzear  says  if  M.  Commander  could 
only  weep,  he  might  be  saved,  if  not  — " 

"  Well  ? " 

"  If  not,  he  fears  his  head,"  and  Luquin  made  a  ges- 
ture indicating  the  alarm  felt  for  the  commander's  mind. 

"  Ah,  my  God,  if  that  misfortune  should  be  added  to 
all  the  others  ! " 

"  And  how  is  Mile.  Reine  ?  "  asked  Luquin. 

"  Always  suffering.  The  sad  ceremony  of  the  bap- 
390 


CONCLUSION. 

tism  yesterday  affected  her  so  deeply!  Monseigneur 
wished  her  to  be  with  him  sponsor  to  this  poor  young 
pagan  whom  they  called  Erebus,  so  that  he  can  die 
a  Christian.  My  God !  at  his  age  never  to  have  been 
bapti.sed!  Fortunately,  Father  Elzear  has  given  him 
the  sacrament!  Ah,  poor  young  man,  he  will  bear  the 
Christian  names  that  monseigneur  and  mademoiselle 
have  given  him  only  until  this  evening." 

"  And  how  is  monseigneur  ? "  asked  Luquin. 

"  Oh,  as  to  monseigneur,  he  would  be  on  his  feet  and 
with  the  commander  if  we  would  listen  to  him.  Abb^ 
Mascarolus  says  an  ordinary  man  would  have  been  killed 
by  such  a  wound,  and  that  monseigneur  must  have  a 
head  as  hard  as  iron  to  have  resisted  that  heavy  club. 
Thank  God,  he  who  gave  that  blow  will  not  give  any 
more." 

"  Speaking  of  that,  Stephanette,  you  know  they  have 
not  been  able  to  find  the  body  of  Pog-Reis  under  the 
ruins  of  the  abbey  ?  " 

"  He  was  only  an  infidel,  but,  oh,  to  die  without  burial !  " 
said  Stephanette,  with  a  shudder.  "  How  was  he  buried 
under  the  ruins  ?  " 

"  This  is  what  M.  Honorat  told  me,  and  he  ought  to 
know.  The  moment  the  unfortunate  young  man  fell, 
wounded  by  the  commander,  Pog-Reis,  as  they  called 
him,  seized  M.  Honorat,  so  as  to  prevent  his  separating 
the  two  combatants.  Suddenly,  as  you  know,  the  thun- 
derbolt burst  in  the  middle  of  the  bay  It  struck  the  Red 
Galleon;  her  powder  took  fire,  and  she  was  blown  up, 
and  carried  with  her  the  other  galley,  already  seriously 
damaged  by  the  culverin  of  Master  Laramie.  Not  a 
pirate  escaped.  The  waves  of  the  bay  were  so  high  and 
so  powerful  that  the  best  swimmer  would  have  been 
drowned  a  thousand  times  over." 

"  But,  Pog-Reis  ? "  asked  Stephanette. 

"  The  explosion  was  so  tremendous  that  the  earth 
trembled.      M.    Honorat   told   me    this :     '  The    pirate, 
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startled,  then  left  me.  I  ran  to  the  commander,  who 
had  already  been  thrown  on  the  body  of  his  son.  He 
was  embracing  him,  as  he  sobbed.  At  the  time  of  the 
explosion  Pog-Reis  was  standing  on  the  ruins.  Those 
old  walls,  shaken  by  the  commotion  and  violence  of  the 
wind,  suddenly  fell  and  crushed  him  beneath  their 
weight.'  This  morning,  some  fishermen  coming  from 
the  bay  said  the  stones  were  so  enormous  that  they  could 
not  be  moved,  and  so  they  had  given  up  all  hope  of 
finding  the  body  of  the  brigand." 

"  My  God  !  my  God  !  What  a  disaster,  Luquin,  and 
how  it  proves  that  Heaven  is  just.  See,  the  two  gal- 
leys of  these  brigands  were  struck  and  not  one  escaped ! 
And  Pog-Reis  crushed  under  the  ruins  of  the  abbey  ! " 

"  No  doubt,  no  doubt,  Stephanette,  Heaven  has  done 
much  ;  but  it  has  not  done  all,  there  remains  yet  another 
account  to  settle." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ? " 

"  When  we  heard  this  explosion  at  sea,  and  when  we 
set  sail  for  Maison-Forte,  and  a  little  faster,  too,  than  I 
wished,  for  the  tempest  was  driving  my  polacre  over  the 
waves  like  a  feather  in  the  air,  you  see  —  " 

"  That  is  true,  Luquin,  we  thought  we  were  lost. 
What  weather !  what  waves !  we  thought  we  had 
escaped  one  danger  only  to  fall  into  another." 

"  Yes,  yes.  Ah,  well,  what  was  it  passed  within  range 
of  my  cannon  during  the  hurricane  ?  " 

"  How  do  I  know  ?  I  was  too  much  frightened  and 
too  much  occupied  with  my  mistress  to  see  what  was 
happening  around  us." 

"  Indeed,  Stephanette !  Ah,  well,  it  was  the  chebec 
of  that  cursed  Bohemian  whom  hell  leaves  on  this  earth 
I  know  not  why.  Yes,  it  was  his  chebec  that  was  near 
us.  He  had,  by  chance,  anchored  his  ship  so  far  from 
the  galleys  that  he  did  not  feel  the  explosion.  Two  hours 
after,  when  he  had  brought  M.  Commander,  M.  Hono- 
rat,   and   that   poor  young  man    on  board    the  galley, 
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taking  advantage  of  the  commander's  forgetfulness,  who 
neglected  to  have  him  hanged,  he  had  the  audacity  to 
set  sail  again,  and  it  was  he  we  saw  pass  us,  returning, 
no  doubt,  to  the  south,  where  he  will  be  drowned  or 
burned  if  the  good  God  wishes  to  finish  the  example  he 
has  already  given  us  in  destroying  the  two  galleys  of 
these  infidels.  That  is  what  I  wish  may  happen  to 
him." 

"  Come,  come,  Luquin,  you  are  so  enraged  against  this 
wretch ;  do  not  think  of  him  any  more.  Yet  it  was  he 
who  brought  on  board  the  black  galley  Mile.  Reine,  me, 
my  companions,  the  prisoners,  the  recorder  Isnard  and 
his  clerk,  who  were  among  the  captives,  and  who  never 
ceased  to  call  him  our  deliverer.  So  do  have  a  little  pity 
on  your  neighbour  —  " 

"  My  neighbour !  that  miserable  vagabond !  My  neigh- 
bour !  the  neighbour  of  Satan  !     That  is  what  he  is !  " 

"  Ah,  how  wicked  you  are  in  your  hatred  !  " 

"  Come,  now,  that  is  pretty  good  ! "  cried  Luquin,  in  a 
fury,  "  that  is  the  way  you  defend  him  now  !  You  can  do 
no  more  than  regret  him.  Besides,  he  said,  really,  that 
you  would  regret  him,  and  perhaps  he  was  not  wrong ! " 

"  Indeed,  if  you  begin  your  jealousy  again,  you  will 
make  me  regret  him." 

"  Regret  him  —  him  !  you  dare  —  " 

"  Without  doubt ;  for  at  least,  one  time  in  his  ship, 
he  left  me  to  weep  and  grieve  in  peace,  and  —  " 

"  But  that  was  not  what  he  said.  H'm  —  h'm  —  the 
honeyed  words  of  this  insolent  prattler  were  quite  ca- 
pable of  making  you  forget  yom^  grief  for  a  time,  no 
doubt." 

Stephanette,  indignant,  was  about  to  reply  to  her 
betrothed,  when  the  whistle  of  Mile,  des  Anbiez  called 
her  to  that  lady's  apartment. 

She  entered,  after  having  thrown  an  angry  glance  at 
Luquin. 

The  captain  was  in  the  way  of  repenting  of  his  sus- 
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picious  when  the  majordomo  Laramee,  coming  precipi- 
tately out  of  the  chamber  of  Raimond  V.,  said : 

"  Here  you  are,  Luquin,  come  quick  and  help  me  to 
carry  monseigneur  to  the  commander.  He  is  too  weak 
to  walk ;  we  will  carry  him  in  his  armchair." 

Luquin  followed  Laramee,  and  entered  the  baron's 
chamber.  The  old  gentleman  was  still  very  pale,  a  wide 
black  bandage  wrapped  his  head,  but  he  had  partly  re- 
covered his  vivacity  and  his  energy.  Abb^  Mascarolus 
was  with  him. 

"  You  say,  then,  abbd,  that  this  poor  young  man  is 
about  to  die,  and  he  wishes  to  speak  to  me  ? " 

"  Yes,  monseigneur." 

"  And  how  is  my  brother  Pierre  ? " 

"  In  the  same  state,  monseigneur." 

"  Quick,  quick,  Laramde,  throw  a  mantle  over  my 
shoulders,  and  I  will  walk  on  your  legs  and  the  legs 
of  this  boy,  for  my  own  will  not  support  me  yet." 

Luquin  took  the  armchair  on  one  side,  and  Laramie 
took  the  other,  and  they  transported  the  baron  into  the 
large  chamber  where  Erebus  was  lying.  At  the  door  of 
this  chamber  they  found  Peyrou,  the  watchman,  who 
anxiously  awaited  news  from  his  old  captain. 

The  face  of  Erebus  already  gave  signs  of  approaching 
death.  His  features,  once  so  clear,  so  beautiful,  so  se- 
rene, were  painfully  contorted.  He  was  pale  with  the 
pallor  of  the  dying.  His  eyes  shone  with  a  brilliancy 
all  the  more  intense  because  it  was  so  soon  to  be  eclipsed 
in  death.  His  wound  was  mortal,  and  no  place  was  left 
for  hope. 

Pierre  des  Anbiez,  wearing  the  same  clothes  he  wore 
on  the  day  of  the  fatal  encounter,  was  seated  on  the  foot 
of  his  son's  bed,  absolutely  motionless,  his  head  bowed 
on  his  breast,  his  hands  on  his  knees,  his  gaze  fixed 
upon  the  floor ;  since  the  day  before  he  had  kept  this 
position. 

Father  Elzear,  seated  by  the  pillow  of  Erebus,  leaned 
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over  him,  lifted  the  poor  young  man's  heavy  head,  and 
pressed  it  tenderly  to  his  breast. 

Raimond  V.  made  his  bearers  place  him  near  the  bed. 
Luquin  and  Laramie  retired. 

"  God  will  forgive  me,  will  he  not,  good  priest  ? "  said 
Erebus,  in  a  feeble  voice,  to  Father  Elzear.  "  He  will 
have  pity  on  my  ignorance,  and  look  only  at  my  zeal. 
Alas !  I  have  known  the  true  faith  but  two  days." 

"  Hope,  hope  in  his  infinite  compassion,  my  child,  you 
are  a  Christian  now.  Two  days  of  repentance  and  faith 
will  atone  for  many  sins.  It  is  the  fervour  and  not  the 
length  of  the  repentance  which  touches  the  Lord." 

"  Oh,  I  would  die  with  one  hope  more,  if  my  father 
could  forgive  me  also,"  said  Erebus,  bitterly.  Then  he 
cried,  in  a  frenzy,  "  Oh,  a  curse  on  Pog-Reis !  Oh,  why 
did  he  make  me  believe,  as  he  showed  me  these  portraits, 
that  my  father  had  been  the  murderer  of  my  mother  and 
of  my  family  ?  Oh,  how  he  excited  all  my  bad  passions  ! 
Alas !  I  believed  him,  because  he  who  had  always  been 
so  cruel  wept,  yes,  he  wept,  as  he  pressed  me  to  his  heart 
and  asked  my  forgiveness  for  all  the  evil  he  had  done 
me.  Then,  seeing  this  implacable  man  weep  as  he  em- 
braced me,  I  believed  him.  I  hoped  the  combat  would 
be  fatal  to  me.  I  knew  Reine  des  Anbiez  would  be  re- 
turned in  safety  to  her  father,  hence  I  was  able  to  die. 
And  you  —  you  —  her  father,  will  you  forgive  me,  too  ?  " 
added  Erebus,  addressing  Raimond  V. 

"  Poor  child,  did  you  not  save  my  life  in  the  rocks  of 
Ollioules  ?  Although  my  daughter  was  in  your  power, 
did  you  not  respect  her  and  defend  her  ?  And  are  you 
not  the  son  of  my  brother,  after  all  ?  the  son  of  a  guilty 
love,  of  course,  but,  Manjour !  you  are  of  the  family." 

"  Raimond  —  Raimond  ! "  said  Father  Elzear  to  his 
brother,  softly,  in  a  tone  of  reproach. 

"  But,  my  father,  my  father  does  not  hear  me,"  said 
Erebus.  "  I  will  die  without  his  saying  to  me,  '  My 
son ! ' "  cried  the  unhappy  youth,  in  a  failing  voice,  and 
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then  with  a  sudden  movement  he  sat  up,  threw  his  arms 
around  the  neck  of  Pierre  des  Anbiez,  and  letting  his 
heavy  head  fall  on  the  paternal  bosom,  he  cried,  "  My 
father,  my  father  !     Oh,  hear  me  !  " 

This  despairing,  expiring  cry,  in  which  Erebus  seemed 
to  have  concentrated  all  that  remained  of  his  strength, 
at  last  reached  the  depth  of  the  heart  of  Pierre  des 
Anbiez. 

The  commander  slowly  raised  his  head,  looked  around 
him,  then  fixed  his  eyes  on  Erebus,  who  still  hung  around 
his  neck.  Then,  pressing  his  son's  head  in  his  two  hands, 
he  kissed  his  forehead  reverently  and  tenderly.  Placing 
his  son's  head  softly  on  the  pillow,  he  said,  in  a  low 
voice,  with  a  strange  smile,  and  an  accent  full  of  kind- 
ness :  "  My  child,  you  have  called  me,  I  heard  your  voice 
in  the  midst  of  darkness.  I  have  come  ;  now  1  return  to 
it.     Farewell,  sleep  —  sleep  for  ever,  my  child." 

And  he  spread  a  cloth  on  the  face  of  Erebus  as  is 
done  for  the  dead. 

"  My  brother  !  "  cried  Father  Elzear,  quickly  removing 
the  cloth  and  looking  at  the  commander  in  astonishment. 

The  latter  did  not  seem  to  hear  him ;  he  fell  back 
into  a  sort  of  lethargy  from  which  he  seemed  unable  to 
recover. 

Erebus  grew  weaker  and  weaker,  and  said  to  Raimond 
v.: 

"  One  last  favour  before  I  die." 

"  Speak,  speak,  my  child,  I  grant  it  already." 

"  I  would  like  to  see  your  daughter  once  more,  she 
who  gave  me  a  Christian  name.  She  too,  alas !  must 
forgive  me." 

"  Reine,  your  cousin,  your  godmother  ?  I  consent  to  it 
with  all  my  heart.  Elzear,  my  brother,  will  you  go  and 
tell  her  ? " 

"  Your  moments  are  numbered,  you  must  think  on 
God,  my  son,"  said  Father  Elzear  to  Erebus. 

"  For  pity's  sake,  let  me  see  her,  or  I  shall  die  in  de- 
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spair,"  said  Erebus  in  such  a  heart-broken  voice  that 
Father  Elzear  went  in  search  of  Reine. 

Raimond  V.  took  both  hands  of  his  nephew  in  his 
own.     Already  they  were  cold. 

"  She  does  not  come,"  said  Erebus,  "  and  yet  I 
must  —  " 

His  voice  grew  weaker,  he  could  not  continue. 

Reine  entered,  accompanied  by  Father  Elzear, 

Erebus  raised  himself  on  his  elbow ;  with  his  right 
hand  he  had  the  strength  to  break  a  little  chain  of  gold 
he  wore  around  his  neck.  He  handed  it  to  Reine,  show- 
ing her,  with  a  faint  smile,  the  little  enamelled  dove 
that  he  had  fastened  to  it,  formerly  taken  from  Reine 
in  the  rocks  of  Ollioules,  and  said  to  her : 

"  I  return  it  to  you.     Will  you  forgive  me  ?  " 

"  I  will  always  wear  this  chain  in  memory  of  the  day 
you  saved  the  life  of  my  father,"  replied  Reine,  full  of 
emotion. 

"  You  will  wear  it  always  ?  "  said  Erebus. 

"  Always !  "  replied  Reine,  bursting  into  tears. 

"  Ah,  now  I  can  die !  "  said  Erebus. 

A  last  ray  seemed  to  illumine  his  face,  as  death  slowly 
approached. 

"  Brother,"  said  Father  Elzear,  in  an  austere  voice,  as 
he  rose,  "  this  child  is  about  to  die." 

Raimond  V.  understood  that  the  last  moments  of  Ere- 
bus belonged  to  God.  He  embraced  his  nephew,  called 
Luquin  and  Laramie  to  carry  him,  and  went  out  with 
Reine. 

The  commander  remained  silent  and  motionless,  seated 
on  the  bed  of  his  dying  son. 

Raimond  V.  sent  Peyrou  to  him,  hoping  the  watch- 
man's presence  might  perhaps  recall  him  to  himself. 

The  watchman,  approaching  Pierre  des  Anbiez,  said  to 
him,  "  M.  Commander,  come." 

Whether  the  voice  of  Peyrou,  which  he  had  not  heard 
for   so   long  a    time,  impressed   him  all  the  more,  or 
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whether  he  obeyed  an  inexplicable  instinct,  the  com- 
mander rose  and  followed  the  watchman,  alas !  without 
casting  a  look  upon  his  son. 

Father  Elzear  alone  remained  with  the  young  man. 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  after,  Erebus  was  no  more. 

Erebus  was  buried  in  the  cemetery  of  La  Ciotat.  The 
black  and  gray  monks  of  La  Ciotat  followed  his  funeral 
procession.  When  the  service  was  over,  they  dis- 
persed. 

One  penitent  only  remained  long  at  the  grave. 

It  was  very  strange.  He  had  taken  no  part  in  the 
chants  or  the  ceremonies  of  the  church,  he  had  not 
sprinkled  holy  water  on  the  coffin. 

This  penitent  remained  until  night. 

Then  with  slow  steps  he  travelled  to  a  stream  where 
he  found  a  boat  in  which  he  embarked.  That  false  peni- 
tent was  Hadji.  He  had  left  his  chebec  and  had  landed, 
braving  every  peril  in  order  to  come  and  render  homage 
to  the  memory  of  the  unfortunate  youth,  whom  he  had, 
nevertheless,  done  so  much  to  destroy.  From  that  time 
no  more  was  heard  of  the  Bohemian. 

Pierre  des  Anbiez,  until  the  end  of  his  days,  remained 
in  a  state  which  was  one  neither  of  reason,  nor  insanity. 
He  was  never  heard  to  utter  a  word,  although  he  con- 
tinued to  live  at  Maison-Forte.  He  never  replied  to  a 
question,  but  every  morning  went  to  sit  by  the  grave  of 
his  son,  and  there  he  remained  until  the  evening, 
absorbed  in  profound  meditation.  Peyrou  never  left 
him,  but  the  commander  never  seemed  to  recognise  his 
presence. 

Father  Elzear,  after  some  months'  sojourn  at  Maison- 
Forte,  began  again  his  adventurous  life  as  the  ransomer 
of  captives,  and  led  that  life  until  old  age  permitted  him 
to  travel  no  longer. 

Reine  did  not  marry  Honorat  de  Berrol.  She  re- 
mained faithful  to  the  sad  memory  of  Erebus.     Some 
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years  after,  the  chevalier  married,  and  Reine  was  ttie 
best  of  friends  to  him  and  to  his  wife. 

Raimond  V.,  healed  of  his  wounds,  rode  Mistraon  a 
long  time. 

Cardinal  Richelieu,  informed  of  the  courageous  con- 
duct of  the  baron  at  the  time  of  the  descent  of  the 
pirates,  shut  his  eyes  to  the  misdemeanours  of  the  old 
malcontent  in  his  dealings  with  the  recorder  Isnard. 

A  short  time  after,  the  Marshal  of  Vitry  was  sent  to 
the  Bastille,  in  consequence  of  his  quarrel  with  the 
Archbishop  of  Bordeaux. 

Raimond  V.  felt  that  he  was  avenged,  and,  as  much 
out  of  gratitude  to  the  cardinal  as  for  his  sense  of 
right,  he  ever  after  took  a  very  venial  part  in  rebellions. 

The  worthy  Luquin  Trinquetaille  married  Stephanette, 
and  although  he  had  a  blind  confidence  in  his  wife, 
which  she  deserved  in  every  respect,  he  always  regretted 
not  having  been  able  to  drown  the  Bohemian. 

Master  Laramie  died  in  the  service  of  the  baron. 

The  venerable  Abb^  Mascarolus  continued  to  give 
wonderful  recipes  to  Dame  Dulceline,  who  made  many 
Christmas  cradles,  which  fortunately  were  not  attended 
by  such  disastrous  happenings  as  marred  the  Christmas 
festivity  of  1632. 


THE  END. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

In  the  year  1828  any  tourist  who  was  on  his  way  from 
Blois  to  the  little  town  of  Pont  Brillant  to  visit — as 
travellers  seldom  fail  to  do  —  the  famous  castle  of  that 
name,  the  magnificent  feudal  abode  of  the  Marquises 
Pont  Brillant,  would  have  been  obliged  to  pass  a  farm- 
house standing  near  the  edge  of  the  road,  about  two 
miles  from  the  chateau. 

If  this  lonely  dwelling  attracted  the  attention  of  the 
traveller,  he  would  have  been  almost  certain  to  have 
regarded  it  with  mingled  melancholy  and  disgust  as  one 
of  the  too  numerous  specimens  of  hideous  rural  archi- 
tecture in  France,  even  when  these  habitations  belong  to 
persons  possessed  of  a  competence.  This  establisliment 
consisted  of  a  large  barn  and  storehouse,  with  two  long 
wings  in  the  rear.  The  interior  of  the  sort  of  parallelo- 
gram thus  formed  served  as  a  courtyard,  and  was  filled 
with  piles  of  manure  rotting  in  pools  of  stagnant  water, 
for  cow,  horse,  and  sheep  stables  all  opened  into  this 
enclosure,  where  all  sorts  of  domestic  animals,  from 
poultry  to  hogs,  were  scratching  and  rooting. 

One  of  the  wings  in  the  rear  served  as  the  abode  of 
the  family.  It  was  a  story  and  a  half  high,  and  had  no 
outlook  save  this  loathsome  courtyard,  with  the  dirty, 
worm-eaten  doors  of  the  cow-stable  for  a  horizon.     On 
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the  other  side  of  the  structure,  where  no  window  pierced 
the  wall,  stood  a  superb  grove  of  century-old  oaks,  a 
couple  of  acres  in  extent,  through  which  flowed  a  beauti- 
ful stream  that  served  as  an  outlet  for  several  distant 
lakes.  But  this  grove,  in  spite  of  its  beauty,  had  become 
well-nigh  a  desert  on  account  of  the  large  amount  of 
gravel  that  had  been  deposited  there,  and  the  thick 
growth  of  rushes  and  thistles  that  covered  it;  besides, 
the  stream,  for  want  of  cleaning  out  and  of  a  sufficient 
fall,  was  becoming  turbid  and  stagnant. 

But  if  this  same  tourist  had  passed  this  same  farm- 
house one  year  afterward,  he  would  have  been  struck  by 
the  sudden  metamorphosis  that  the  place  had  undergone, 
though  it  still  belonged  to  the  same  owner.  A  beautiful 
lawn,  close  and  fine  as  velvet,  and  ornamented  with  big 
clumps  of  rose-bushes,  had  taken  the  place  of  the  dirty 
manure-strewn  courtyard.  New  doors  had  been  cut  on 
the  other  side  of  the  horse  and  cow  stables ;  the  old 
doors  had  been  walled  up,  and  the  house  itself,  as  well  as 
the  big  barn  at  the  foot  of  the  courtyard,  had  been 
whitewashed  and  covered  with  a  green  trellis  up  which 
vigorous  shoots  of  honeysuckle,  clematis,  and  woodbine 
were  already  climbing. 

The  wing  in  which  the  family  lived  had  been  sur- 
rounded with  flowering  plants  and  shrubbery.  A  gravel 
path  led  up  to  the  main  doorway,  which  was  now  shaded 
by  a  broad,  rustic  porch  with  a  thatched  roof  in  which 
V)ig  clumps  of  houseleek  and  dwarf  iris  were  growing. 
This  rustic  porch,  overhung  with  luxuriant  vines,  evi- 
dently served  as  the  family  sitting-room.  The  window- 
frames,  which  were  painted  a  dark  green,  contrasted 
strikingly  with  the  dazzling  whiteness  of  the  curtains 
and  the  clearness  of  the  window-panes,  and  on  each 
sill  was  a  small  jardiniere  made  of  silver  birch  bark, 
and  filled  with  freshly  gathered  flowers.  A  light  fence, 
half  concealed  by  roses,  lilacs,  and  acacias,  had  been  run 
from  one  wing  of  the  establishment  to  the  other,  parallel 
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with  the  barn,  thus  enclosing  this  charming  garden. 
The  grove  had  undergone  a  no  less  complete  trans- 
formation. A  rich  carpet  of  velvety  turf,  cut  with 
winding  walks  of  shining  yellow  sand,  had  superseded 
the  rushes  and  thistles  ;  the  formerly  sluggish  stream, 
turned  into  a  new  bed  and  checked  in  the  middle  of  its 
course  by  a  pile  of  large,  moss-covered  rocks  three  or 
four  feet  high,  plunged  from  the  height  in  a  little  bub- 
bling, dancing  waterfall,  then  continued  its  clear  and 
rapid  course  on  a  level  with  its  grassy  borders. 

A  few  beds  of  scarlet  geraniums,  whose  brilliant  hues 
contrasted  vividly  with  the  rich,  green  turf,  brightened 
this  charming  spot,  in  which  the  few  bright  sunbeams 
that  forced  their  way  through  dense  foliage  made  a 
bewitching  play  of  light  and  shade,  especially  in  the 
vista  through  which  one  could  see  in  the  distance 
the  forest  of  Pont  Brillant,  dominated  by  its  ancient 
castle. 

The  details  of  this  complete  transformation,  effected 
in  so  short  a  time  by  such  simple  and  inexpensive  means, 
seem  puerile,  perhaps,  but  are  really  highly  significant 
as  the  expression  of  one  of  the  thousand  different  phases 
of  maternal  love.  Yes,  a  young  woman  sixteen  years  of 
age,  married  when  only  a  little  over  fifteen,  exiled  here 
in  this  solitude,  had  thus  metamorphosed  it. 

It  was  the  desire  to  surround  her  expected  child  with 
bright  and  beautiful  objects  here  in  this  lonely  spot 
where  he  was  to  live,  that  had  thus  developed  the  young 
mother's  taste,  and  each  pleasing  innovation  which  she 
had  effected  in  this  gloomy,  unattractive  place,  had  been 
planned  merely  with  the  purpose  of  providing  a  suitable 
setting  for  this  dear  little  eagerly  expected  child. 

On  the  greensward  in  the  carefully  enclosed  court- 
yard the  child  could  play  as  an  infant.  The  porch 
would  afford  a  healthful  shelter  in  case  it  rained  or  the 
sun  was  too  hot.  Later,  when  he  outgrew  his  babyhood, 
he  could  play  and  run  about  in  the  shady  grove,  under 
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his  mother's  watchful  eye,  and  amuse  himself  by  listen- 
ing to  the  soft  murmur  of  the  waterfall,  or  by  watching 
it  dance  and  sparkle  along  over  the  mossy  rocks.  The 
limpid  stream,  kept  at  a  uniform  depth  of  barely  two 
feet  now,  held  no  dangers  for  the  child,  who,  on  the 
contrary,  as  soon  as  the  warm  summer  days  came, 
could  bathe,  whenever  the  desire  seized  him,  in  the 
crystal-clear  water  that  filtered  through  a  bed  of  fine 
gravel. 

In  this,  as  in  many  other  details,  as  we  shall  see  by 
and  by,  a  sort  of  inspiration  seemed  to  have  guided  this 
young  mother  in  her  plan  of  changing  this  untidy,  ugly 
farmhouse  into  a  cheerful  and  attractive  home. 

At  the  date  at  which  this  story  begins,  —  the  last  of 
the  month  of  June,  1845,  —  the  young  mother  had  been 
residing  in  this  farmhouse  for  seventeen  years.  The 
shrubs  in  the  courtyard  had  become  trees ;  the  buildings 
were  almost  completely  hidden  under  a  luxuriant  mantle 
of  flowering  vines,  while  even  in  winter  the  walls  and 
porch  were  thickly  covered  with  ivy;  while  in  the 
adjoining  grove  the  melancholy  murmur  of  the  little 
cascade  and  the  stream  were  still  heard.  The  glass 
door  of  a  large  room  which  served  at  the  same  time  as 
a  parlour  for  the  mother  and  a  schoolroom  for  her  son, 
now  sixteen  years  of  age,  opened  out  upon  this  grove. 
Tliis  room  likewise  served  as  a  sort  of  museum  —  one 
might  be  disposed  to  smile  at  this  rather  pretentious 
word,  so  we  will  say  instead  a  maternal  shrine  or 
reliquary,  for  a  large  but  inexpensive  cabinet  contained 
a  host  of  articles  which  the  fond  mother  had  carefully 
preserved  as  precious  mementoes  of  different  epochs  in 
her  son's  life. 

Everything  bore  a  date,  from  the  infant's  rattle  to  the 
crown  of  oak  leaves  which  the  youth  had  won  at  a  com- 
petitive examination  in  the  neighbouring  town  of  Pont 
Brillant,  where  the  proud  mother  had  sent  her  son  to 
test  his  powers.     There,  too,  everything  had  its  signifi- 
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cance,  from  the  little  broken  toy  gun  to  the  emblem  of 
white  satin  fringed  with  gold,  which  neophytes  wear  so 
proudly  at  their  first  communion. 

These  relics  were  puerile,  even  ridiculous  perhaps,  and 
yet,  when  we  remember  that  all  the  incidents  of  her 
son's  life  with  which  these  articles  were  associated  had 
been  important,  touching,  or  deeply  solemn  events  to  this 
young  mother  living  in  complete  solitude  and  idolising 
her  son,  we  can  forgive  this  worship  of  the  past  and  also 
understand  the  feeling  that  had  prompted  her  to  place 
among  these  relics  a  small  porcelain  lamp,  by  the  sub- 
dued light  of  which  the  mother  had  watched  over  her 
son  during  a  long  and  dangerous  illness  from  which  his 
life  had  been  saved  by  a  modest  but  clever  physician  of 
Pont  Brillant. 

It  is  almost  needless  to  say,  too,  that  the  walls  of  the 
room  were  ornamented  with  frames  containing  here  a 
page  of  infantile,  almost  unformed  handwriting,  there 
a  couple  of  verses  which  the  youth  had  composed  for  his 
mother's  birthday  the  year  before.  Besides  there  were 
the  inevitable  heads  of  Andromache  and  of  Niobe,  upon 
which  the  inexperienced  crayon  of  the  beginner  usually 
bestows  such  drawn  mouths  and  squinting  eyes,  appar- 
ently gazing  in  a  sort  of  sullen  surprise  at  a  pretty  water- 
colour  representing  a  scene  on  the  banks  of  the  Loire ; 
while  the  lad's  first  books  were  no  less  carefully  preserved 
by  the  mother  in  a  bookcase  containing  some  admirably 
chosen  works  on  history,  geography,  travel,  and  literature. 
A  piano,  a  music-rack,  and  a  drawing-table  completed 
the  modest  furnishings  of  the  room. 

Late  in  the  month  of  June,  Marie  Bastien  —  for  that 
was  the  name  of  this  young  mother  —  found  herself  in 
this  room  with  her  son.  It  was  nearly  five  o'clock  in 
the  afternoon,  and  the  golden  rays  of  the  declining  sun, 
though  obstructed  to  some  extent  by  the  slats  of  the 
Venetian  blinds,  were,  nevertheless,  playing  a  lively  game 
of   hide-and-seek,  now   with  the  dark   woodwork,   now 
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with  the  big  bouquets  of  fresh  flowers  in  the  china  vases 
on  the  mantel. 

A  dozen  or  more  superb  half-open  roses  in  a  tall  glass 
vase  diffused  a  delightful  perfume  through  the  room, 
and  brightened  the  table  covered  with  books  and  papers, 
on  either  side  of  which  the  mother  and  son  were  busily 
writing. 

Madame  Bastien,  though  she  was  thirty-one  years  of 
age,  did  not  look  a  day  over  twenty,  so  radiant  was  her 
enchanting  face  with  youthful,  we  might  almost  say, 
virginal  freshness,  for  the  angelic  beauty  of  this  young 
woman  seemed  worthy  to  inspire  the  words  so  often 
addressed  to  the  Virgin,  "  Hail,  Mary,  full  of  grace." 

Madame  Bastien  wore  a  simple  dress  of  pale  blue  and 
white  striped  percaline ;  a  broad  pink  ribbon  encircled 
her  slender,  supple  waist,  which  a  man  could  have  easily 
spanned  with  his  two  hands.  Her  pretty  arms  were 
bare,  or  rather  only  slightly  veiled  with  long  lace  mitts 
which  reached  above  her  dimpled  elbows.  Her  luxuri- 
ant chestnut  hair,  with  frequent  glints  of  gold  entangled 
in  its  meshes,  waved  naturally  all  over  her  shapely  head. 
It  was  worn  low  over  her  ears,  thus  framing  the  perfect 
oval  of  her  face,  the  transparent  whiteness  of  which  was 
charmingly  set  off  by  the  delicate  rose  tint  of  her 
cheeks.  Her  large  eyes,  of  the  deepest  and  tenderest 
blue,  were  fringed  with  long  lashes,  a  deep  brown  like 
her  beautifully  arched  eyebrows,  while  the  rich  coral  of 
her  lips,  the  brilliant  whiteness  of  her  teeth,  and  the 
firmness  of  her  perfect  arms  were  convincing  proofs  of 
a  naturally  pure,  rich  blood,  preserved  so  by  the  regular 
habits  of  a  quiet,  chaste  life,  a  life  concentrated  in  a 
single  passion,  maternal  love. 

Marie  Bastion's  physiognomy  was  singularly  contra- 
dictory in  expression,  for  if  the  shape  of  the  forehead 
and  the  contour  of  the  eyebrows  indicated  remarkable 
energy  as  well  as  uncommon  strength  of  will  combined 
with  an  unusual  amount  of  intelligence,  the  expression 
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of  the  eyes  was  one  of  ineffable  kindness,  and  her  smile 
full  of  sweetness  and  gaiety,  —  gaiety,  as  two  entrancing 
little  dimples,  created  by  the  frequency  of  her  frank 
smile  a  little  way  from  the  velvety  corners  of  her  lips, 
indicated  beyond  a  doubt.  In  fact  this  young  mother 
fully  equalled  her  son  in  joyous  animation,  and  when 
the  time  for  recreation  came,  the  younger  of  the  two  was 
not  always  the  most  boisterous  and  gay  and  childish  by 
any  means,  and  certainly,  seeing  the  two  seated  together 
writing,  one  would  have  taken  them  for  brother  and 
sister  instead  of  mother  and  son. 

Frederick  Bastien  strongly  resembled  his  mother, 
though  his  beauty  was  of  a  more  pronounced  and  virile 
type.  His  skin  was  darker,  and  his  hair  a  deeper  brown 
than  his  mother's,  and  his  jet  black  eyebrows  imparted 
a  wonderful  charm  to  his  large  blue  eyes,  for  Frederick 
had  his  mother's  eyes  and  expression,  as  well  as  her 
straight  nose,  kindly  smile,  white  teeth,  and  scarlet 
lips,  upon  which  the  down  of  puberty  was  already 
visible. 

Reared  in  the  wholesome  freedom  and  simplicity  of 
rural  life,  Frederick,  whose  stature  considerably  ex- 
ceeded that  of  his  mother,  was  a  model  of  health,  youth, 
and  grace,  while  one  seldom  saw  a  more  intelligent, 
resolute,  affectionate,  and  cheery  face. 

It  was  easy  to  see  that  maternal  pride  had  presided 
over  the  youth's  toilet ;  though  his  attire  was  of  the 
simplest,  most  inexpensive  kind,  yet  the  pretty  cerise 
satin  cravat  was  remarkably  becoming  to  a  person  of 
his  complexion,  his  shirt  front  was  dazzling  in  its  white- 
ness, there  were  large  pearl  buttons  on  his  nankeen  vest, 
and  his  hands,  far  from  resembling  the  frightful  paws 
of  the  average  schoolboy,  with  dirty  nails  often  bitten 
down  to  the  quick,  and  grimy,  ink-stained  knuckles, 
were  as  well  cared  for  as  those  of  his  young  mother, 
and  like  hers  were  adorned  with  pink,  beautifully  kept 
nails  of  faultless  colour.     (Mothers  of  sixteen-year-old 
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sons   will  understand  and  appreciate   these    apparently 
insignificant  details.) 

As  we  have  already  remarked,  Frederick  and  his 
mother,  seated  opposite  each  other  at  the  same  table, 
were  working,  or  rather  digging  away  hard,  as  school- 
boys say,  each  having  a  volume  of  "  The  Vicar  of  Wake- 
field "  to  the  left  of  them,  and  in  front  of  them  a  sheet 
of  foolscap  which  was  already  nearly  filled. 

"  Pass  me  the  dictionary,  Frederick,"  said  Madame 
Bastien,  without  raising  her  eyes,  but  extending  her 
pretty  hand  to  her  son. 

"  Oh,  the  dictionary,"  responded  Frederick,  in  a  tone 
of  mocking  compassion,  "  the  idea  of  being  obliged  to 
depend  upon  a  dictionary !  " 

But  he  gave  the  book  to  his  mother,  not  without 
kissing  the  pretty  hand  extended  for  it,  however. 

Marie,  still  without  taking  her  eyes  from  her  book, 
smiled  without  replying,  then,  placing  her  ivory  pen- 
holder between  her  little  teeth,  which  made  the  penholder 
look  almost  yellow  in  comparison,  began  to  turn  the 
leaves  of  the  dictionary. 

Profiting  by  this  moment  of  inattention,  Frederick 
rose  from  his  chair,  and  placing  his  two  hands  upon  the 
table,  leaned  over  to  see  now  far  his  mother  had  pro- 
ceeded with  her  translation. 

"  Ah,  ah,  Frederick,  you  are  trying  to  copy,"  said 
Marie,  gaily,  dropping  the  dictionary  and  placing  her 
hands  on  the  paper  as  if  to  protect  it  from  her  son's 
eyes.     "  I  have  caught  you  this  time." 

"  No,  nothing  of  the  kind,"  replied  Frederick,  drop- 
ping into  his  chair  again.  "  I  only  wanted  to  see  if  you 
were  as  far  along  as  I  am." 

"  All  I  know  is  that  I  have  finished,"  responded  Ma- 
dame Bastien,  with  a  triumphant  air. 

"  What,  already  ? "  exclaimed  Frederick,  humbly. 

As  he  spoke,  the  tall  clock  in  the  corner,  after  an 
ominous  creaking  and  groaning,  began  to  strike  five. 
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"  Good,  it  is  time  for  recess  !  "  exclaimed  Marie,  joy- 
fully.    "  Do  you  hear,  Frederick  ? " 

And  springing  up,  the  young  woman  ran  to  her  son. 

"  Give  me  ten  minutes,  and  I  will  be  done,"  pleaded 
Frederick,  writing  for  dear  life  ;  "  just  ten  minutes !  " 

But  with  charming  petulance  the  young  mother  placed 
a  paper-weight  on  the  unfinished  translation,  slammed 
her  son's  books  together,  took  his  pen  out  of  his  hand, 
and  half  led,  half  dragged  him  out  into  the  grove. 

It  must  be  admitted  that  Frederick  offered  no  very 
determined  resistance  to  his  mother's  despotic  will,  how- 
ever. 
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Five  minutes  afterward  an  exciting  game  of  shuttle- 
cock was  going  on  between  Frederick  and  his  mother. 

It  was  a  charming  picture  upon  which  the  few  rays  of 
sunshine  that  succeeded  in  making  their  way  through 
the  dense  canopy  of  green  shone,  for  every  movement 
and  attitude  of  the  participants  was  instinct  with  agility 
and  grace. 

Marie,  her  eyes  gleaming  with  mischief,  her  red  lips 
wreathed  with  a  charming  smile,  the  rose  tint  in  her 
cheeks  deepening,  one  shapely  foot  extended,  but  with 
her  supple  form  thrown  well  back  from  her  slim  waist 
upward,  met  the  shuttlecock  with  her  racket,  then  sent 
it  flying  off  in  an  entirely  different  direction  from  what 
Frederick  had  anticipated ;  but  not  in  the  least  dis- 
comfited, the  youth,  throwing  back  the  curling  locks  of 
brown  hair  from  his  brow  by  a  sudden  toss  of  the 
head,  with  a  quick,  lithe  bound  skilfully  intercepted  the 
winged  messenger  as  it  was  about  to  touch  the  earth, 
and  sent  it  flying  back  to  his  mother,  who  intercepted  it 
in  her  turn,  and  with  a  no  less  adroit  blow  despatched 
it  swiftly  through  space  again.  When,  after  describing 
its  parabola,  it  made  straight  for  Frederick's  nose, 
whereupon  the  youth,  in  a  violent  effort  to  interpose 
his  racket  between  the  rapidly  descending  shuttlecock 
and  his  upturned  face,  lost  his  balance  and  fell  headlong 
on  the  thick  turf,  after  which  the  laughter  and  oft 
repeated  bursts  of  hilarity  on  the  part  of  the  two 
players  necessarily  put  an  end  to  the  game. 

After  their  mirth  had  partially  subsided,  the  mothei 
and  son,  with  crimson  cheeks,  and  eyes  still  swimming 
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with  the  tears  their  merriment  had  evoked,  walked  to 
a  rustic  bench  in  front  of  the  waterfall  to  rest. 

"  Goodness,  how  absurd  it  is  to  laugh  in  this  fashion  ! " 
exclaimed  Frederick. 

"  You  must  admit  that  it  does  one  good,  though.  It 
may  be  absurd  to  laugh  so,  as  you  say,  but  it  consoles 
one  to  feel  that  only  happy  people  like  ourselves  can 
ever  give  way  to  such  mad  fits  of  merriment." 

"  Yes,  mother,  you  are  right,"  said  Frederick,  resting 
his  head  on  his  mother's  shoulder,  "  we  are  happy.  As 
I  sit  here  in  the  shade,  this  beautiful  summer  evening, 
with  my  head  on  your  shoulder,  gazing  with  half-closed 
eyes  through  the  golden  sunlight  at  our  pretty  home, 
while  the  soft  murmur  of  the  cascade  fills  the  air,  it 
seems  to  me  it  would  be  delightful  to  remain  here  just 
as  we  are  for  a  hundred  years." 

And  Frederick  settled  his  head  still  more  comfortably 
on  his  mother's  shoulder,  as  if  he  would  indeed  like  to 
spend  an  eternity  there.  The  young  mother,  taking  care 
not  to  disturb  Frederick,  bent  her  head  a  little  to  one 
side  in  order  to  lay  her  cheek  upon  his,  and  taking  one 
of  his  hands  in  hers,  replied : 

"  It  is  true  that  this  corner  of  the  earth  has  always 
been  a  sort  of  paradise  for  us,  and  but  for  the  recollec- 
tion of  the  month  that  you  were  so  ill,  I  think  we  should 
find  it  difficult  to  recollect  a  single  unhappy  moment. 
Is  that  not  so,  Frederick  ? " 

"  You  have  always  spoiled  me  so." 

"  M.  Frederick  doesn't  know  what  he  is  talking  about, 
evidently,"  responded  Madame  Bastien,  with  an  affecta- 
tion of  grave  displeasure.  "  There  is  nothing  more  dis- 
agreeable, and  above  all  more  unhappy,  than  a  spoiled 
child.  I  should  like  to  know  what  idle  fancies  and 
caprices  I  have  ever  encouraged  in  you,  monsieur.  Men- 
tion one  if  you  can." 

"  I  should  think  I  could.  In  the  first  place  you  never 
give  me  the  time  to  be  bored,  but  take  quite  as  much 
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interest  in  my  diversions  and  pleasures  as  I  do.  I  really 
don't  know  how  you  manage  it,  but  time  passes  so  quickly 
in  your  company  that  I  cannot  believe  that  this  is  the 
last  of  June,  and  when  the  first  of  January  comes,  I 
know  I  shall  say  the  same  thing." 

"  Oh,  you  needn't  try  to  get  out  of  answering  my 
question  by  flattering  me,  monsieur.  Just  tell  me  when 
I  ever  spoiled  you  unduly,  and  if  I  am  not,  on  the  con- 
trary, very  severe  and  exacting,  especially  in  relation  to 
your  hours  of  study  ?  " 

"  Ah,  you  do  well  to  boast  of  being  exacting  in  that 
particular.  Don't  you  share  my  studies  as  well  as  -my 
play,  so  study  has  always  been  as  amusing  as  recreation 
to  me  ?  Consequently,  1  maintain  that  if  I  am  happy,  it 
is  due  to  you.  If  I  know  anything,  if  I  am  of  account, 
in  short,  it  is  all  due  to  you  and  solely  to  you.  Have  I 
ever  left  you  ?  Everything  that  is  good  in  me,  I  owe  to 
you ;  all  that  is  bad,  my  obstinacy,  for  example  —  " 

"  Yes,  it  is  true  that  this  dear  little  head  has  a  will  of 
its  own,"  said  Madame  Bastien,  interrupting  him  and 
kissing  him  on  the  forehead.  "  I  don't  know  any  one 
who  has  a  stronger  will  than  yours,  but  so  long  as  you 
will  to  be  the  tenderest  and  best  of  sons,  as  you  have  up 
to  the  present  time,  why,  I  am  not  disposed  to  complain. 
Each  day  brings  some  fresh  proof  of  the  kindness  and 
generosity  of  your  heart,  and  if  I  needed  any  auxiliary 
to  convince  you,  I  should  invoke  the  testimony  of  the 
friend  I  see  coming  over  there,"  she  added,  pointing  out 
some  one  to  Frederick.  "  He  knows  you  almost  as  well 
as  I  do,  and  you  must  admit  that  his  sincerity  is  beyond 
all  question." 

The  newcomer  to  whom  Madame  Bastien  had  alluded, 
and  who  was  now  advancing  through  the  grove,  was 
about  forty  years  of  age,  a  small,  delicate-looking  man, 
very  carelessly  dressed.  He  was  singularly  ugly,  too, 
but  his  ugliness  was  of  the  clever,  good-humoured  type. 
His  name  was  Dufour;  he  practised  medicine  at  Pont 
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Brillant,  and,  by  dint  of  skill  and  unremitting  attention, 
he  had  cured  Frederick  of  a  serious  illness  the  year 
before. 

"  How  do  you  do,  my  dear  Madame  Bastien  ? "  he  said, 
cheerfully,  as  he  approached  the  pair.  "  How  do  you 
do,  my  boy  ? "  he  added,  pressing  Frederick's  hand 
cordially. 

"  Ah,  doctor,  you  came  just  in  time  to  get  scolded," 
exclaimed  Madame  Bastien,  with  affectionate  gaiety. 

«  Scolded  ? " 

"  Certainly.  Isn't  it  more  than  a  fortnight  since  you 
came  to  see  us  ? " 

"  Fie  !  fie  ! "  cried  M.  Dufour,  "  you  must  be  egotistical 
to  demand  a  doctor's  visits  with  health  as  flourishing  as 
yours." 

"  Fie  !  "  retorted  Madame  Bastien,  no  less  gaily,  "  and 
what  right  have  you,  pray,  to  so  disdain  the  gratitude 
of  those  you  have  saved  as  to  deprive  them  of  the  pleas- 
ure of  saying  to  him  often,  very  often,  '  Thank  you,  my 
preserver,  thank  you '  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  mother  is  right,  M.  Dufour,"  added  Fred- 
erick. "  You  think  because  you  have  restored  me  to 
life  that  all  is  over  between  us.  How  ungrateful  you 
are ! " 

"  If  mother  and  son  have  both  declared  war  upon  me, 
there  is  nothing  left  for  me  but  to  beat  a  retreat,"  ex- 
claimed the  doctor,  drawing  back  a  step  or  two. 

"  Oh,  well,  we  will  not  take  an  unfair  advantage ;  but 
only  upon  one  condition,  doctor.  That  is  that  you  will 
dine  with  us." 

"  I  left  home  with  that  very  laudable  intention,"  re- 
plied the  doctor,  quite  seriously  this  time,  "  but  just  as 
I  was  leaving  Pont  Brillant,  a  woman  stopped  me  and 
begged  me  to  come  at  once  to  her  son.  I  did  so,  but 
unfortunately  his  malady  is  of  such  a  serious  character 
that  I  shall  not  feel  easy  in  mind  if  I  do  not  see  my 
patient  again  before  seven  o'clock." 
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"  Of  course  I  can  make  no  protest  under  circumstances 
like  these,  my  dear  doctor,"  replied  Madame  Bastien, 
"  and  I  am  doubly  grateful  to  you  for  granting  us  a  few 
moments." 

"  And  I  have  been  looking  forward  to  such  a  delight- 
ful evening,"  remarked  the  doctor.  "  It  would  have 
rounded  out  my  day  so  well,  for  this  morning  I  had  a 
most  delightful  surprise." 

"  So  some  unexpected  piece  of  good  fortune  has  befallen 
you,  my  dear  doctor.     How  glad  I  am !  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  doctor ;  "  for  some  time  past  I  have 
been  extremely  uneasy  about  my  best  friend,  an  invet- 
erate traveller,  who  had  undertaken  a  dangerous  journey 
through  some  of  the  least  known  portions  of  South 
America.  Having  heard  nothing  from  him  for  more 
than  eight  months,  I  was  beginning  to  feel  very  much 
alarmed,  when  this  morning  I  received  a  letter  from  him 
written  in  London,  where  he  had  stopped  for  a  few  days 
on  his  return  from  Lima.  He  promises  to  come  and  spend 
some  time  with  me,  so  you  can  judge  how  delighted  I 
am,  my  dear  Madame  Bastien.  He  is  like  a  brother  to 
me,  and  not  only  has  the  best  heart  in  the  world,  but 
is  one  of  the  most  interesting  as  well  as  the  most  gifted 
men  I  know.  What  a  pleasure  it  will  be  to  have  him 
all  to  myself !  " 

Here  the  doctor  was  interrupted  by  an  elderly  servant 
woman,  who  was  leading  a  poorly  clad  child  of  seven  or 
eight  years  by  the  hand,  and  who,  from  the  threshold 
of  the  door  where  she  was  standing,  called  to  the  youth : 

"  It  is  six  o'clock,  M.  Frederick." 

"  I'll  see  you  again  presently,  mother,"  said  the  lad, 
kissing  his  young  mother  on  the  forehead. 

Then,  turning  to  the  doctor,  he  added  : 

"  I  shall  see  you,  too,  doctor,  before  you  go,  shall  I 
not?" 

After  which  he  hastily  joined  the  child  and  old  serv- 
ant, and  entered  the  house  in,  company  with  them. 
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"  Where  is  he  going  ?  "  asked  the  doctor. 

"To  give  his  lesson.     Didn't  jou  see  his  scholar?" 

"  What  scholar  ? " 

"  That  child  is  the  son  of  a  day  labourer  who  lives  too 
far  from  Pont  Brillant  to  be  able  to  send  his  child  to 
the  village  school,  so  Frederick  is  teaching  the  little  fel- 
low to  read.  He  gives  him  two  lessons  a  day,  and  I 
assure  you  that  I  am  as  well  pleased  with  the  teacher 
as  with  the  pupil,  doctor,  for  Frederick  displays  in  his 
teaching  a  zeal,  patience,  and  sweetness  of  disposition 
that  delights  me." 

"  It  is  certainly  a  very  nice  thing  for  him  to  do." 

"  We  are  obliged  to  do  good  in  these  small  ways,  you 
see,  doctor,"  said  Madame  Bastien,  with  a  rather  sad 
smile.  "  You  know  with  what  rigid  parsimony  my  son 
and  I  are  treated  in  regard  to  money  matters.  Still,  I 
should  not  complain.  Thanks  to  this  parsimony,  Fred- 
erick devises  all  sorts  of  expedients.  Some  of  them  are, 
I  assure  you,  very  touching,  and  if  I  were  not  afraid 
of  showing  too  much  pride,  I  would  tell  you  something 
that  occurred  last  week." 

"  Go  on,  my  dear  Madame  Bastien ;  surely  you  are  not 
going  to  try  to  play  the  mock  modest  mother  with  me." 

"  No,  I  am  not,  so  listen.  Last  Thursday  Frederick 
and  I  walked  over  to  Brevan  heath  —  " 

"  Where  they  are  clearing  up  some  land.  I  noticed 
that  fact  as  I  passed  there  this  morning." 

"  Yes,  and  you  know  that  is  pretty  hard  work, 
doctor." 

"  I  should  say  that  it  was.  Digging  up  roots  and 
stumps  that  have  been  there  three  or  four  centuries." 

"  Well,  while  I  was  walking  about  with  Frederick,  we 
saw  a  poor,  hungry-looking  woman,  with  a  little  girl 
about  ten  years  old,  as  pale  and  emaciated-looking  as 
her  mother,  working  there  on  the  heath." 

"  A  woman  and  a  child  of  that  age !  Why,  such  work 
was  entirely  beyond  their  strength." 
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"  You  are  right,  doctor,  and  in  spite  of  their  courage, 
the  poor  creatures  were  making  little  or  no  headway. 
It  was  almost  as  much  as  the  poor  mother  could  do  to 
lift  the  heavy  spade,  much  less  to  force  it  into  the  hard 
earth,  and  when  the  root  of  a  sapling  at  which  she  must 
have  been  digging  a  long  time  became  partially  uncov- 
ered, the  woman  and  child,  now  using  the  spade  as  a 
lever,  now  digging  in  the  ground  with  their  hands,  endeav- 
oured to  loosen  the  root,  but  in  vain.  Seeing  how  utterly 
futile  their  efforts  were,  the  poor  woman  made  an  al- 
most despairing  movement,  then  threw  herself  down  on 
the  ground  as  if  overcome  with  grief  and  fatigue,  and 
covering  her  head  with  her  tattered  apron,  she  began  to 
Bob  bitterly,  while  the  child,  kneeling  beside  her,  also 
wept  pitifully." 

"  Ah  !  such  poverty  as  that ! " 

"  I  looked  at  my  son.  There  were  tears  in  his  eyes 
as  well  as  my  own.  I  approached  the  poor  woman  and 
asked  her  how  it  happened  that  she  was  trying  to  do  work 
so  much  beyond  her  strength,  and  she  told  me  that  her 
husband  had  contracted  to  clear  up  one  quarter  of  the 
land,  that  he  had  become  ill  from  overwork  a  couple  of 
days  before,  that  some  of  the  work  was  still  to  be  done, 
but  that  if  the  job  was  not  finished  by  Saturday  night, 
he  would  lose  the  fruit  of  nearly  a  fortnight's  labour, 
for  it  was  on  these  terms  that  her  husband  had  under- 
taken the  job,  the  work  being  urgent." 

"  Such  contracts  are  frequently  made,  and  unless  the 
conditions  are  scrupulously  complied  with,  the  poor 
delinquents  have  to  suffer,  I  am  sorry  to  say.  So  the 
poor  woman  was  trying  to  take  her  husband's  place,  I 
suppose." 

"  Yes,  for  it  was  a  question  of  making  or  losing  thirty- 
five  francs  upon  which  they  were  counting  to  pay  the 
yearly  rental  of  their  miserable  hovel,  and  purchase  a 
little  rye  to  live  upon  until  the  next  harvest.  Aftei-  a  few 
minutes'  reflection  Frederick  said  to  the  poor  woman  : 
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'  I  should  think  a  good  worker  could  finish  the  job  in  a 
couple  of  days,  my  good  woman.'  '  Yes,  monsieur,  but 
my  husband  is  too  ill  to  do  it,'  she  replied.  '  These 
poor  people  mustn't  lose  their  thirty-five  francs,  mother,' 
Frederick  said  to  me.  '  They  must  have  the  money  and 
we  cannot  afford  to  give  it  to  them,  so  let  me  off  from 
my  studies  on  Friday  and  Saturday  and  I  will  finish 
the  work  for  them.  The  poor  woman  won't  run  the 
risk  of  making  herself  ill.  She  can  stay  at  home  and 
nm-se  her  husband,  and  Sunday  she  will  get  her 
money.' " 

"  Frederick  is  a  noble  boy !  "  exclaimed  M.  Dufour. 

"  Saturday  evening  just  at  dusk  the  task  was  com- 
pleted," Madame  Bastien  continued.  "  Frederick  per- 
formed the  work  with  an  ardour  and  cheerfulness  which 
showed  that  it  was  a  real  pleasure  to  him.  I  stayed 
with  him  all  during  the  two  days.  There  was  a  big 
juniper-tree  only  a  little  way  off,  and  I  sat  in  the  shade 
of  that  and  read  or  embroidered  while  my  son  worked ; 
and  how  he  worked !  such  vigorous  blows  of  the 
spade  as  he  struck,  the  very  earth  trembled  under  my 
feet." 

"  I  can  well  believe  it ;  though  he  is  rather  slim,  he  is 
remarkably  strong  for  one  of  his  years." 

"  I  took  him  water  now  and  then,  and  to  save  time 
when  lunch-time  came,  our  old  Marguerite  brought  us 
out  something  to  eat.  How  happy  we  were  eating  out 
there  on  the  heath  under  the  shade  of  the  juniper. 
Frederick  enjoyed  it  immensely.  Of  course  there  was 
nothing  so  very  wonderful  about  what  he  did,  but  what 
touched  and  pleased  me  was  the  promptness  with  which 
he  made  the  resolution,  and  the  perseverance  and  tenacity 
of  will  with  which  he  carried  it  out." 

"  You  are,  indeed,  the  happiest  of  mothers,"  said  the 
doctor  with  genuine  emotion,  pressing  Marie's  hands 
warmly,  "  and  you  have  reason  to  be  doubly  happy,  as 
this  happiness  is  your  own  work." 
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"  What  else  could  you  expect,  doctor  ? "  replied 
Madame  Bastien,  artlessly.  "  One  lives  for  one's  son 
you  know." 

'•'•  You  most  assuredly  do,"  said  the  doctor,  warmly, 
"  and  it  is  well  for  you  that  you  do,  as  but  for  him  —  " 
but  M.  Dufour  checked  himself  suddenly  as  if  he  had 
been  about  to  say  something  that  would  be  better  left 
unsaid. 

"  You  are  right,  my  dear  doctor,  but  now  I  think  of 
it,  didn't  you  say  something  about  a  proposition  you  were 
going  to  make  to  Frederick  and  me  ?  " 

"  True,  it  is  this :  you  know,  or  rather  you  do  not 
know  —  for  you  hear  very  little  of  the  neighbourhood 
gossip  —  that  the  Chateau  de  Pont  Brillant  has  recently 
undergone  a  thorough  renovation." 

"  I  am  so  little  au  courant  with  the  gossip  of  the 
neighbourhood,  as  you  say,  that  this  is  the  first  intima- 
tion I  have  had  of  the  fact.  I  even  thought  that  the 
chateau  was  closed." 

"  It  will  not  be  much  longer,  for  the  young  mar- 
quis is  coming  down  to  occupy  it  with  his  grand- 
mother." 

"  This  is  the  son  of  the  M.  de  Pont  Brillant  who  died 
about  three  years  ago,  I  suppose.  He  must  be  very 
young." 

"  About  Frederick's  age.  His  father  and  mother  are 
both  dead,  but  his  grandmother  idolises  him  and  she 
has  gone  to  fabulous  expense  to  refurnish  the  chateau, 
where  she  will  hereafter  spend  eight  or  nine  months  of 
the  year  with  her  grandson.  I  was  called  to  the  castle 
a  few  days  ago  to  attend  M.  le  chef  of  the  conserva- 
tories—  for  these  great  people  do  not  say  gardener;  that 
would  be  entirely  too  common  —  and  I  was  dazzled  by 
the  luxury  and  splendour  that  pervaded  the  immense 
establishment.  There  is  a  magnificent  picture  gallery,  a 
palm  house  through  which  one  could  drive  in  a  carriage, 
and  superb  statues  in  the  gardens.     Above  aU  —  but  I 
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want  to  have  the  pleasure  of  surprising  you,  so  1  will 
only  say  that  the  place  rivals  any  of  the  magnificent 
palaces  described  in  the  Arabian  Nights.  I  feel  sure 
that  you  and  Frederick  would  enjoy  seeing  all  the 
wonders  of  this  fairy-land,  and  thanks  to  the  consider- 
ation which  M.  le  chef  of  the  gardens  and  conservatories 
accords  me,  I  can  take  you  through  the  chateau  to-mor- 
row or  the  day  after,  but  no  later,  as  the  young  marquis 
is  expected  the  day  following  that.  What  do  you  say 
to  the  proposition  ?" 

"  I  accept  it  with  pleasure,  doctor.  It  will  be  a  great 
treat  to  Frederick,  whose  wonder  will  be  the  greater  as 
he  has  no  idea  that  any  such  splendour  exists  in  the 
world.  So  I  thank  you  most  heartily.  We  shall  have 
a  delightful  day." 

"  Very  well.     When  shall  we  go  ?  " 

"  To-morrow,  if  it  suits  you." 

"  Perfectly ;  I  will  make  my  round  very  early  in  the 
morning,  so  I  can  get  here  by  nine  o'clock.  It  will  take 
us  only  about  half  an  hour  to  reach  the  chateau,  as  there 
is  a  short  cut  through  the  forest." 

"  And  after  we  leave  the  chateau  we  can  breakfast  in 
the  woods  upon  some  fruit  we  will  take  with  us,"  said 
Madame  Bastien,  gaily.  "  I  will  tell  Marguerite  to 
make  one  of  those  cakes  you  like  so  much,  my  dear 
doctor." 

"  I  consent  on  condition  that  the  cake  is  a  big  one," 
replied  the  doctor,  laughing,  "  for  however  large  it  may 
be,  Frederick  and  I  are  sure  to  make  a  big  hole  in 
it." 

"  You  need  have  no  fears  on  that  score.  You  shall 
both  have  plenty  of  cake.  But  here  comes  Frederick ; 
the  lesson  must  be  over.  I  will  leave  you  the  pleasure 
of  surprising  him." 

"  Oh,  mother,  how  delightful ! "  exclaimed  the  lad, 
when  M.  Dufour  had  informed  him  of  his  proj- 
ect.     "Thank    you,    thank    you,    my    dear  doctor,    for 
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having    planned    this    charming    journey    into    fairy- 
land." 

The  doctor  was  punctual  the  next  day,  and  he  and 
Madame  Bastien  and  her  son  started  through  the  forest 
for  the  Chateau  de  Pont  Brillant  in  all  the  fresh  glory  of 
a  superb  summer  morning. 
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The  approach  to  the  castle  was  through  a  broad 
avenue  nearly  half  a  mile  long,  bordered  by  a  double 
row  of  gigantic  elms  probably  four  centuries  old.  A 
broad  esplanade,  ornamented  with  enormous  orange- 
trees  in  boxes,  and  bordered  with  a  massive  stone  bal- 
ustrade extended  across  the  entire  front  of  the  chateau, 
afforded  a  superb  view  of  the  surrounding  country,  and 
served  as  a  court  of  honour  for  the  castle,  which  was  a 
chef  d'ceuvre  of  the  renaissance  type  of  architecture, 
with  big  cylindrical  cone-roofed  towers  with  highly 
decorated  dormer  windows,  and  tall  chimneys  that 
strongly  reminded  the  beholder  of  the  grand  yet  fairy- 
like ensemble  of  the  famous  Chateau  de  Chambord. 

Frederick  and  his  mother  had  never  seen  this  im- 
posing structure  before  except  at  a  distance,  and  on 
reaching  the  middle  of  the  broad  esplanade  they  both 
paused,  struck  with  admiration  as  they  viewed  all  these 
marvellous  details  and  the  rich  carvings  and  traceries  of 
stone,  the  existence  of  which  they  had  never  even  sus- 
pected before,  while  the  good  doctor,  as  pleased  as  if  the 
chateau  had  belonged  to  him,  rubbed  his  hands  joyfully, 
as  he  complacently  exclaimed  : 

"  Oh,  the  outside  is  nothing ;  just  wait  until  you  have 
entered  this  enchanted  palace." 

"  Oh,  mother,"  cried  Frederick,  "  look  at  that  colon- 
nade at  the  base  of  the  main  tower ;  how  light  and  airy 
it  is ! " 

"  And  those  balconies,"  responded  his  mother,  "  one 
would  almost  think  they  were  made  of  lace !     And  the 
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ornamentations  on  those  window-caps,  how  elaborate  yet 
how  delicate  they  are." 

"I  declare  we  sha'n't  get  away  from  the  chateau 
before  to-morrow  if  we  waste  so  much  time  admiring 
the  walls,"  protested  the  doctor. 

"  M.  Dufour  is  right.  Come,  Frederick,"  said  Marie, 
taking  her  son's  arm, 

"  And  those  buildings  which  look  like  another  chateau 
connected  with  the  main  buildings  by  circular  wings, 
what  are  they  ? "  asked  the  youth,  turning  to  the 
doctor. 

'•  The  stables  and  servants'  quarters,  my  boy." 

'"  Stables  !  "  exclaimed  Madame  Bastien.  "  Impossible  ! 
You  must  be  mistaken,  my  dear  doctor." 

"  What !  you  have  no  more  confidence  than  that  in 
your  cicerone  !  "  exclaimed  the  doctor.  "  You  will  find 
that  I  am  right,  madame.  There  are  so  many  stalls  in 
the  stable  that  when  the  great-grandfather,  or  great- 
great-grandfather  of  the  present  marquis  lived  here, 
he  kept  a  regiment  of  cavalry  here,  horses  and  men  at 
his  own  expense,  just  for  the  pleasure  of  seeing  them  go 
through  their  manoeuvres  every  morning  before  breakfast 
on  the  esplanade.  It  seemed  to  give  the  worthy  man  an 
appetite." 

"  It  was  a  whim  worthy  of  a  great  soldier  like  him," 
said  Marie.  "  You  recollect  with  what  interest  we  read 
the  history  of  his  Italian  campaign  last  winter,  do  you 
not,  Frederick  ? " 

"  I  should  think  I  did  remember,"  exclaimed  Fred- 
erick, enthusiastically.  "  Next  to  Charles  XII.,  the 
Marechal  de  Font  Brillant  is  my  favourite  hero." 

Meanwhile  the  thi-ee  visitors  had  crossed  the  espla- 
nade, and  Madame  Bastien,  seeing  M.  Dufour  turn  to 
the  right  instead  of  keeping  straight  on  toward  the  front 
of  the  building,  remarked  : 

"  But,  doctor,  it  seems  to  me  that  the  heavily  carved 
door  in  front  of  us  must  lead  into  the  inner  courtyard." 
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"  80  it  does ;  the  grand  personages  enter  by  that  door, 
but  plebeians,  like  ourselves,  are  lucky  to  get  in  the  back 
way,"  replied  the  doctor,  laughing.  "  I  should  like  to 
see  M.  le  Suisse  take  the  trcjuble  to  open  that  armorial 
door  for  us." 

"  I  ask  your  pardon  for  my  absurd  pretensions,"  said 
Madame  Bastien,  gaily,  while  Frederick,  making  a 
sort  of  comical  salute  to  the  superb  entrance,  said, 
laughingly : 

"  Ah,  manorial  doorway,  we  are  only  too  well  aware 
that  you  were  not  made  for  us !  " 

M.  Dufour,  having  rung  at  the  servants'  entrance 
and  asked  to  see  M.  Dutilleul,  head  superintendent  of  the 
gardens  and  conservatories,  the  party  was  admitted  into 
the  courtyard.  To  reach  M.  Dutilleul's  house,  it  was 
necessary  to  cross  one  of  the  stable-yards.  About  thirty 
riding,  hunting,  and  carriage  horses  belonging  to  the 
young  marquis  had  arrived  the  evening  before,  and  a 
number  of  English  grooms  and  hostlers  were  bustling 
in  and  out  of  the  stables,  some  washing  carriages,  others 
polishing  bits  and  stirrups  until  they  shone  like  bur- 
nished silver,  all  under  the  vigilant  eye  of  the  chef  of 
the  stables,  an  elderly  Englishman,  who,  with  a  cigar 
between  his  lips,  was  presiding  over  this  work  with  truly 
British  phlegm,  cane  in  hand. 

Suddenly,  pointing  to  a  massive  gate  that  had  just 
turned  slowly  upon   its  hinges,  the   doctor  exclaimed : 

"  See,  there  come  some  more  horses !  A  whole  regi- 
ment of  them.  One  would  think  we  were  living  in  the  old 
marshal's  time,  Madame  Bastien." 

About  twenty-five  more  horses,  of  different  ages  and 
sizes,  all  concealed  in  blankets  bearing  the  marquis's  coat- 
of-arms,  some  ridden,  some  led,  began  to  file  through  the 
archway.  Their  dusty  legs  and  housings  indicated  that 
they  had  just  made  a  long  journey.  A  handsome  caldche, 
drawn  by  two  spirited  horses,  ended  the  procession.  A 
handsomely  dressed  young  man  alighted  from   it,  and 
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gave  some  order  in  English  to  one  of  the  grooms,  who 
listened,  cap  in  hand. 

"  Do  the  horses  that  just  came  also  belong  to  M.  le 
marquis,  mj  friend  ? "  the  doctor  inquired  of  a  passing 
servant. 

"  Yes,  they  are  M.  le  marquis's  racers  and  brood 
mares." 

''  And  the  gentleman  that  just  got  out  of  the  car- 
riage ? " 

"  Is  M.  Newman,  M.  le  marquis's  trainer." 

As  the  three  visitors  walked  on  toward  the  conserva- 
tories, they  passed  a  long  passage  in  the  basement.  This 
passage  evidently  led  to  the  kitchens,  for  eight  or  ten 
cooks  and  scullions  were  engaged  in  unpacking  several 
hogsheads  filled  with  copper  cooking  utensils  so  prodigious 
in  size  that  they  seemed  to  have  been  made  for  Gargantua 
himself.  The  visitors  also  viewed,  with  ever  increasing 
astonishment,  the  incredible  number  of  servants  of  every 
kind. 

"  Well,  Madame  Bastien,  if  any  one  should  tell  this 
young  marquis  that  you  and  I  and  a  host  of  other  people 
had  only  one  or  two  servants  to  wait  on  us,  and  yet  were 
tolerably  well  served,  he  would  probably  laugh  in  his 
face,"  remarked  M.  Dufour. 

"  So  much  pomp  and  luxury  bewilders  me,"  replied 
Marie.  "  Why,  there  is  a  little  town  right  here  in  the 
chateau,  and  think  of  all  those  horses !  You  will  not 
want  for  models  after  this,  Frederick.  You  are  so  fond 
of  drawing  horses,  but  up  to  this  time  you  have  had  only 
our  venerable  cart-horse  for  a  model." 

"  Really,  mother,  I  had  no  idea  that  any  one  save  the 
king,  perhaps,  was  rich  enough  to  have  such  an  immense 
number  of  servants  and  horses,"  replied  Frederick. 
"  Great  Heavens !  what  a  host  of  people  and  animals 
to  be  devoted  to  the  service  or  pleasure  of  a  single 
person !  " 

The  words  were  uttered  in  an  ironical  tone,  but  Madame 
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Bastien  did  not  notice  the  fact,  being  so  deeply  inter- 
ested as  well  as  amused  by  what  she  saw  going  on 
around  her ;  nor  had  she  noticed  that  her  son's  features 
had  contracted  slightly  several  times,  as  if  under  the 
influence  of  some  disagreeable  impression. 

The  fact  is,  though  Frederick  was  not  a  particularly 
close  observer,  he  had  been  struck  with  the  lack  of  re- 
spect shown  to  his  mother  and  the  doctor  by  this  crowd 
of  noisy  and  busy  domestics ;  some  had  jostled  the 
visitors  as  they  passed,  others  had  rudely  obstructed 
the  way,  others,  surprised  at  Marie  Bastien's  rare  beauty, 
had  stared  at  her  with  bold,  almost  insulting  curiosity, 
facts  which  the  young  mother  in  her  unconsciousness 
had  entirely  failed  to  notice. 

Not  so  with  her  son,  however,  and  seeing  that  his 
mother,  the  doctor,  and  himself  were  thus  treated  simply 
because  they  had  owed  their  admission  to  a  servant,  and 
sought  admission  at  the  servants'  entrance,  Frederick's 
admiration  became  tinged  with  a  slight  bitterness,  the 
bitterness  that  had  caused  his  ironical  comment  on  the 
number  of  persons  and  horses  devoted  to  the  pleasure 
and  service  of  a  single  individual. 

The  sight  of  the  magnificent  gardens  through  which 
they  were  obliged  to  pass  to  reach  the  greenhouses 
soon  made  the  lad  forget  his  bitterness.  The  gardeners 
were  no  less  numerous  than  the  subordinates  in  the  vari- 
ous other  departments,  and  by  inquiring  for  M.  le  chef 
of  the  gardens  and  conservatories,  the  visitors  finally 
ascertained  that  this  important  personage  was  in  the 
main  conservatory. 

This  building,  which  was  circular  in  form,  was  two 
hundred  feet  in  diameter,  with  a  conical  roof,  the  apex 
of  which  rose  to  a  height  of  forty  feet.  This  gigantic 
conservatory,  constructed  of  iron,  with  remarkable  bold- 
ness yet  lightness  of  design,  was  filled  with  the  most 
superb  exotics.  Banana-trees  of  all  sizes  and  kinds,  from 
the  dwarf  musa  to  the  paradisiaca,  rose  to  a  height  of 
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thirty  feet,  with  leaves  many  of  them  two  yards  in  length. 
Here  the  green  fans  of  the  date-palm  mingled  with  the 
tall  stems  of  the  sugar-cane  and  bamboos,  while  the  clear 
water  in  a  huge  marble  basin  in  the  centre  of  the  con- 
servatory reflected  all  i^rts  of  aquatic  plants,  among 
them  great  arums  from  India,  with  enormous  round 
leaves,  tall  cyperus  with  their  waving  plumes,  and  the 
lotus  of  the  Nile,  with  its  immense  azure  flowers  so  in- 
toxicating in  their  fragrance.  A  marvellous  variety 
of  vegetation  of  every  shape  and  kind  and  colour  had 
been  collected  here,  from  the  pale  mottled  green  of  the 
begonia,  to  the  richest  hues  of  the  maranta,  with  its 
wonderful  leaves  of  green  velvet  underneath  and  purple 
satin  on  top ;  tall  ficus  side  by  side  with  ferns  so  deli- 
cate that  the  lace-like  foliage  seemed  to  be  supported 
with  thin  strands  of  violet  silk ;  here  a  strelitzia,  with  a 
flower  that  looked  like  a  bird  with  orange  wings  and 
a  lapis  lazuli  crest,  vied  in  splendour  with  the  astrapea, 
with  its  enormous  cerise  pompon,  flecked  with  gold, 
while  in  many  places  the  immense  leaves  of  the  banana- 
trees  formed  a  natural  arch  which  so  effectually  con- 
cealed the  glass  roof  of  the  rotunda  from  view  that  one 
might  have  supposed  oneself  in  a  tropical  forest. 

Marie  Bastien  and  Frederick  interchanged  exclama- 
tions of  surprise  and  admiration   at  every  step. 

"  Ah,  Frederick,  how  delightful  it  is  to  see  and  touch 
these  banana-trees  and  date-palms,  we  have  read  of  so 
often  in  books  of  travel,"  cried  Marie. 

"  Mother,  mother,  here  is  the  coffee-tree,"  exclaimed 
Frederick,  in  his  turn,  "  and  there,  that  plant  with  such 
thick  leaves,  climbing  up  that  column,  is  the  vanilla." 

"  Frederick,  look  at  those  immense  latania  leaves.  It 
is  easy  to  understand  now  that  in  India  five  or  six  leaves 
are  enough  to  cover  a  cabin." 

"  And  mother,  look,  there  is  the  beautiful  passion-vine 
Captain  Cook  speaks  of.  I  recognised  it  at  once  by  the 
flowers ;  they  look  like  little  openwork  china  baskets, 
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and  yet  you  and  1  used  to  accuse  the  poor  captain  of 
inventing  impossible  flowers." 

"  M.  de  Pont  Brillant  must  spend  most  of  his  time 
in  this  enchanted  garden  when  he  is  at  home,"  Marie 
Bastien  remarked  to  the  superintendent. 

"  M.  le  marquis  is  like  the  late  marquis,  his  father," 
replied  the  gardener.  "  He  doesn't  care  much  for 
flowers.     He  prefers  the  stable  and  kennels." 

Madame  Bastien  and  her  son  gazed  at  each  other  in 
amazement. 

"  Then,  why  does  he  have  these  magnificent  conserva- 
tories, monsieur  ? "  inquired  the  young  woman,  ingenu- 
ously. 

"  Because  every  castle  must  have  its  conservatories, 
madame,"  replied  the  functionary,  proudly.  "  It  is  a 
luxury  every  self-respecting  nobleman  owes  to  himself." 

"  So  it  is  purely  a  matter  of  self-respect,"  Marie  re- 
marked to  her  son  in  a  whispered  aside.  "  But  all  jest- 
ing aside,  in  winter,  when  the  days  are  so  short,  and  the 
snow  is  flying,  what  delightful  hours  one  could  spend 
here,  safe  from  the  frost." 

At  last  the  doctor  was  obliged  to  interfere. 

"•  My  dear  madame,  we  shall  have  to  spend  at  least 
a  couple  of  days  in  the  conservatory,  at  this  rate,"  he 
exclaimed,  laughing. 

"  That  is  true,  doctor,"  replied  Madame  Bastien,  smil- 
ing ;  then,  with  a  sigh  of  regret,  she  added :  "  Come,  let 
us  leave  the  tropics,  —  for  some  other  part  of  the  world, 
I  suppose,  as  you  told  me  this  was  a  land  of  wonders, 
M.  Dufour." 

"You  thought  I  was  jesting.  Well,  you  shall  see. 
If  you  are  very  good,  I  will  now  take  you  to  China." 

"To  China?" 

"  Certainly,  and  after  remaining  there  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  we  will  make  a  little  excursion  to  Switzerland." 

"  And  what  then,  doctor  ? " 

"  Well,  when  there  are  no  more  foreign  lands  to  visit, 
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we  will  inspect  all  the  differeut  eras  from  the  Gothic 
age  down  to  the  days  of  Louis  the  Fifteenth,  and  all  in 
an  hour's  time." 

"  Nothing  can  surprise  me  now,  doctor,"  replied  Ma- 
dame Bastien,  "  for  I  know  for  a  certainty,  now,  that  we 
are  in  fairy -land.     Come,  Frederick." 

And  the  visitors  followed  M,  le  chef  of  the  gar- 
dens and  conservatories,  who  smiled  rather  superciliously 
at  the  plebeian  amazement  of  M.  Dufour's  friends. 
Though  the  wonders  of  the  conservatory  had  made  Fred- 
erick forget  his  bitter  feelings  for  a  time,  the  lad  fol- 
lowed his  mother  with  a  less  buoyant  step  than  usual, 
for  the  bitterness  returned  as  he  thought  of  the  young 
Marquis  de  Pont  Brillant's  indifference  to  the  beauties 
that  would  have  given  such  joy  and  delight  and  congenial 
occupation  to  the  many  persons  capable  of  appreciating 
the  treasures  collected  here  at  such  prodigious  expense. 
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On  leaving  the  immense  rotunda  which  formed  the 
principal  conservatory,  the  head  gardener  conducted  the 
visitors  into  other  hothouses  built  on  either  side  of 
the  main  structure.  One  of  these,  used  as  a  pinery, 
led  to  another  conservatory  devoted  entirely  to  orchids, 
and,  in  spite  of  the  humidity  and  stifling  heat,  the  doctor ' 
had  considerable  difficulty  in  tearing  Marie  Bastien  and 
her  son  away  from  the  spot,  so  great  was  their  wonder 
and  astonishment  at  the  sight  of  these  beautiful  but 
almost  fantastic  flowers,  some  strongly  resembling  huge 
butterflies  in  shape  and  colouring,  others,  winged  insects 
of  the  most  fantastic  appearance.  Here  M.  Dutilleul's 
domain  ended,  but  he  was  kind  enough  to  express  a 
a  willingness  to  conduct  our  friends  through  the 
orangery  and  grapery. 

"  I  promised  you  China,"  the  doctor  said  to  his 
friends,  "  and  here  we  are  in  China." 

In  fact,  as  they  left  the  orchid  house,  they  found 
themselves  in  a  gallery,  with  columns  painted  a  bright 
green  and  scarlet,  and  paved  with  porcelain  blocks 
which  were  continued  up  the  low  wall  that  served  as  a 
support  for  the  base  of  the  columns.  Between  these 
columns  stood  immense  blue,  white,  and  gold  vases, 
containing  camellias,  peonies,  azaleas,  and  lemon-trees. 
This  gallery,  which  was  enclosed  with  glass  in  winter, 
led  to  a  small  Chinese  house  which  formed  the  centre  of 
a  large  winter-garden. 

The  construction  of  this  house,  which  had  cost  infinite 
care  and  an  immense  outlay  of  money,  dated  back  to  the 
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middle  of  the  eighteenth  century,  when  the  rage  for 
everything  Chinese  was  at  its  height,  as  the  famous 
Chanteloup  pagoda,  a  very  tall  building,  constructed 
entirely  of  china,  testifies. 

The  Chinese  house  at  Pont  Brillant  was  no  whit 
inferior  to  M.  de  Choiseul's  famous  "  folly."  The 
arrangement  of  this  dwelling,  which  consisted  of  several 
rooms,  the  hangings,  furniture,  ornaments,  and  house- 
hold utensils,  were  all  strictly  authentic,  and  to  complete 
the  illusion,  two  wonderful  wax  figures,  life-size,  stood  on 
either  side  of  the  drawing-room  door,  as  if  to  welcome 
their  visitors,  to  whom  they  ever  and  anon  bowed, 
thanks  to  some  internal  mechanism  that  made  them 
move  their  eyes  from  side  to  side,  and  alternately  raise 
and  incline  their  head^.  The  choicest  and  most  curious 
specimens  of  lacquer  work,  richly  embroidered  stuffs, 
furniture,  china,  gold  and  silver  articles,  and  ivory 
carvings  had  been  collected  in  this  sort  of  museum. 

"  How  wonderful !  "  exclaimed  Madame  Bastien,  ex- 
amining all  these  treasures  with  great  curiosity  and 
interest.  "  See,  Predei'ick,  here  is  a  living  book  in  which 
one  can  study  the  customs,  habits,  and  history  of  this 
singular  country,  for  here  is  also  a  collection  of  medals, 
coins,  drawings,  and  manuscripts." 

"  Say,  mother !  "  exclaimed  Frederick,  "  how  pleas- 
antly and  profitably  one  could  spend  the  long  winter 
evenings  here  in  reading  about  China,  and  comparing, 
or  rather  verifying  tlie  descriptions  in  the  book  with 
nature,  so  to  speak." 

"  M.  de  Pont  Brillant  must  often  visit  this  curious  and 
interesting  pavilion,  I  am  sure,"  said  Marie,  turning  to 
M.  Dutilleul. 

"  M.  le  marquis  has  never  been  a  victim  to  the 
Chinese  craze,  madame,"  was  the  reply.  "  He  likes 
hunting  much  better.  It  was  his  great-grandfather  who 
had  this  house  built,  because  it  was  the  fashion  at  that 
time,  that  is  all." 
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Marie  could  not  help  shrugging  her  shoulders  the 
least  bit  in  the  world,  and  exchanging  a  half-smile  with 
her  son,  who  seemed  to  become  more  and  more  thought- 
ful as  he  followed  his  mothei-,  to  whom  the  doctor  had 
offered  his  arm  to  conduct  her  along  a  winding  path 
leading  from  the  winter-garden  to  a  rocky  grotto,  lighted 
by  large,  lens-shaped  pieces  of  blue  glass  inserted  in  the 
rocks,  which  imparted  to  this  subterranean  chamber, 
ornamented  with  l^eautiful  sea-shells  and  coral,  a  pale 
light  similar  to  that  which  pervades  the  depths  of  the 
ocean. 

"  We  are  going  to  the  home  of  the  water-nymphs 
now,  are  we  not?  "'asked  Madame  Bastien,  gaily,  as 
she  began  the  descent.  "  Isn't  some  mermaid  coming 
to  welcome  us  upon  the  threshold  of  her  watery  empire  ?  " 

"  Nothing  of  the  kind,"  replied  the  doctor.  "  This 
subterranean  passage,  carpeted,  as  you  see,  and  always 
kept  warm  during  the  winter,  leads  to  the  chateau ;  for 
you  must  have  noticed  that  all  the  different  buildings 
we  have  seen  are  connected  by  covered  passages,  so 
in  winter  one  can  go  from  one  to  the  other  without 
fearing  rain  or  cold." 

In  fact,  this  grotto  was  connected,  by  a  spiral  stair- 
case, with  the  end  of  a  long  gallery  called  the  Guards' 
Hall,  and  which  in  years  gone  by  had  probably  served 
for  that  purpose.  Ten  windows  of  stained  glass, 
with  the  Pont  Brillant  coat-of-arms  emblazoned  upon 
them,  lighted  this  immense  room  finished  in  richly 
carved  oak,  with  a  sky  ceiling  divided  by  heavy  groins 
of  carved  oak. 

Ten  figures  in  complete  suits  of  armour,  helmet  on 
head,  visor  down,  halberd  in  hand,  sword  at  side,  were 
ranged  in  line  on  the  other  side  of  the  gallery,  facing, 
and  directly  opposite  the  ten  windows,  where  the  reflec- 
tion from  the  stained  glass  cast  prismatic  lights  upon 
the  steel  armour,  making  it  stand  out  in  vivid  relief 
against  the  dark  woodwork. 
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In  the  middle  of  this  hall,  upon  a  pedestal,  was  a 
knight,  also  in  a  complete  suit  of  armour,  mounted  upon 
a  battle-steed  hewn  out  of  wood,  which  was  entirely 
hidden  by  its  steel  bards  and  long,  richly  emblazoned 
trappings.  The  knight's  armour,  which  was  heavily 
embossed  with  gold,  was  a  marvel  of  the  goldsmith's  art 
and  of  elaborate  ornamentation,  and  M.  le  chef  of  the 
conservatories,  pausing  in  front  of  the  figure,  said  with 
a  certain  amount  of  family  pride : 

"  This  suit  of  armour  was  worn  by  Raoul  IV.,  Sire  de 
Pont  Brillant,  during  the  First  Crusade,  which  proves 
beyond  a  doubt  that  the  nobility  of  M.  le  marquis  is  of 
no  recent  date." 

Just  then  an  elderly  man,  dressed  in  black,  having 
opened  one  of  the  massive  doors  of  the  hall,  M,  Dutil- 
leul  remarked  to  Doctor  Dufour : 

"  Ah,  doctor,  here  is  M.  Legris,  the  keeper  of  the 
silver.  He  is  a  friend  of  mine.  I  will  ask  him  to 
show  you  about.  He  will  prove  a  much  better  guide 
than  I  should  be." 

And  advancing  toward  the  old  man,  M.  Dutilleul 
said  : 

"  My  dear  Legris,  here  are  some  friends  of  mine  who 
would  like  to  see  the  castle.  I  am  going  to  hand 
them  over  to  you,  and  in  return,  whenever  any  of  your 
acquaintances  wish  to  inspect  the  hothouses  —  " 

"  Our  friends'  friends  are  our  friends,  Dutilleul," 
replied  the  keeper  of  the  silver,  rather  peremptorily ; 
then,  with  a  rather  familiar  gesture,  he  motioned  the 
visitors  to  follow  him  into  the  apartments  which  a 
large  corps  of  servants  had  just  finished  putting  in 
order. 

It  would  take  entirely  too  long  to  enumerate  all  the 
splendid  adornments  of  this  castle,  or  rather,  palace, 
from  the  library,  which  many  a  large  town  might  have 
envied,  to  a  superb  picture  gallery,  containing  many 
of  the  finest  specimens  of  both  the  old  and  the  modern 
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school  of  art,  u}3on  which  the  visitors  could  only  cast 
a  hasty  glance,  for,  in  spite  of  the  obliging  promise 
made  to  M.  Dntilleul,  the  keeper  of  the  castle  silver 
seemed  rather  impatient  to  get  rid  of  his  charges. 

The  first  floor,  as  M.  Dufour  had  said,  consisted  of 
an  extensive  suite  of  apartments,  each  of  which  might 
have  served  as  an  illustration  of  some  particular  epoch 
in  interior  decoration  between  the  fourteenth  and  eight- 
eenth centuries  ;  in  short,  it  was  a  veritable  museum, 
though  of  an  essentially  private  character,  by  reason 
of  the  many  family  portraits  and  the  valualile  relics  of 
every  sort  and  kind  which  had  belonged  to  different 
members  of  this  great  and  ancient  house. 

In  one  of  the  wings  on  the  second  floor  were  the 
apartments  of  the  dowager  Marquise  de  Pont  Brillant. 
In  spite  of  that  lady's  advanced  age,  these  rooms  had 
been  newly  fitted  up  in  the  daintiest,  most  coquettish 
style  imaginable.  There  was  a  profusion  of  lace  and 
gilding  and  costly  brocades,  as  well  as  of  elaborately 
carved  rosewood  furniture,  and  superb  ornaments  of 
Sevres  and  Dresden  china.  The  bedchamber,  hung 
with  pink  and  white  brocade,  with  a  canopied  bedstead 
decorated  with  big  bunches  of  white  ostrich  feathers, 
was  especially  charming.  The  dressing-room  was 
really  a  ravishing  boudoir  hung  with  pale  blue  satin, 
studded  with  marguerites.  In  the  middle  of  this  room, 
furnished  in  gilded  rosewood,  like  the  adjoining  bed- 
chamber, was  a  magnificent  dressing-table,  draped  with 
costly  lace  caught  back  with  knots  of  ribbon,  and  cov- 
ered with  toilet  articles,  some  of  wrought  gold,  others 
of  sky-blue  Sevres. 

Our  three  friends  had  just  entered  this  apartment 
when  a  haughty,  arrogant-looking  man  appeared  in  the 
doorway.  This  personage,  who  wore  a  bit  of  red  rib- 
bon in  the  buttonhole  of  his  long  frock  coat,  was  noth- 
ing more  or  less  than  my  lord  steward  of  the  castle 
and  surrounding  domain. 
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On  seeing  the  three  strangers,  this  high  and  mighty 
personage  frowned  with  an  intensely  surprised  and  dis- 
pleased air. 

"  What  are  you  doing  here  ?  "  he  demanded,  impe- 
riously, of  his  subordinate,  M.  Legris.  "  Why  are  you 
not  attending  to  your  silver  ?     Who  are  these  people  ?  " 

On  hearing  these  discourteous  words,  Madame  Bas- 
tien  turned  scarlet  with  confusion,  the  little  doctor 
straightened  himself  up  to  his  full  height,  and  Fred- 
erick rashly  nmttered,  under  his  breath,  "•  Insolent 
creature  ! "  as  he  stepped  a  little   closer  to  his  mother. 

Madame  Bastien  gave  her  son's  hand  a  warning 
pressure,  as  she  slightly  shrugged  her  shoulder  as  if 
to  show  her  disdain. 

"  They  are  some  friends  of  Dutilleul's,  M.  Desma- 
zures,"  replied  M.  Legris,  humbly.  "  He  asked  me  to 
take  them  through  the  chateau,  and  —  and  I  thought  —  " 

"  Why,  this  is  outrageous  !  "  exclaimed  the  steward, 
interrupting  him.  ''  I  never  heard  of  such  assurance. 
Such  a  thing  wouldn't  be  allowed  in  the  house  of  a 
tradesman  on  the  Rue  St.  Denis !  The  idea  of  taking 
the  first  person  that  comes  along  into  the  apartments 
of  madame  la  marquise,  in  this  fashion." 

"  Monsieur,"  said  Doctor  Dufour,  firmly,  walking 
toward  the  steward,  "  Madame  Bastien,  her  son,  and 
myself,  who  am  M.  Dutilleul's  physician,  thought  we 
were  committing  no  indiscretion  —  nor  were  we  —  in 
accepting  an  offer  to  show  us  the  chateau.  I  have 
visited  several  royal  residences,  monsieur,  and  think 
it  well  to  inform  you  that  I  have  always  been  politely 
treated  by  the  person  in  charge  of  them." 

"  That  is  very  possible,  monsieur,"  answered  the 
steward,  dryly,  "  but  you  doubtless  applied  to  some 
person  who  was  authorised  to  give  it,  for  permission 
to  visit  these  royal  residences.  You  should  have  ad- 
dressed a  written  application  to  me,  the  steward,  and 
the  sole  master  here  in  M.  Ic  marquis's  absence." 
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"  We  must  beg  monsieur  to  kindly  pardon  our  igno- 
rance of  these  formalities,"  said  Madame  Bastien,  with 
a  mocking  smile,  as  if  to  show  her  son  how  little  she 
minded  this  pompous  functionary's  discourtesy. 

She  took  Frederick's  arm  as  she  spoke. 

"  If  I  had  been  more  familiar  with  the  usages  of 
monsieur's  administration,"  added  the  doctor,  with  a  sar- 
castic smile,  "  monsieur  would  have  received  a  respect- 
ful request  that  in  his  omnipotent  goodness  he  would 
kindly  grant  us  permission  to  inspect  the  chateau." 

"  Is  that  intended  as  a  jest,  monsieur  ? "  demanded 
the  steward,  angrily. 

"  Somewhat,  monsieur,"  replied  the  little  doctor. 

The  irascible  functionary  took  a  step  forward. 

"  In  order  not  to  close  this  conversation  with  a  jest, 
monsieur,"  interposed  Madame  Bastien,  turning  to  the 
steward,  "  permit  me  to  say  in  all  seriousness,  monsieur, 
that  I  have  often  read  that  the  house  of  any  great  noble- 
man could  always  be  recognised  by  the  urbanity  of  his 
hirelings." 

"  Well,  madame  ?  " 

"  Well,  monsieur,  it  seems  to  me  that  you  must 
desire  to  prove  this  rule  —  by  the  exception." 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  perfect  dignity  with 
which  Marie  Bastien  gave  this  well-deserved  lesson  to 
the  arrogant  hireling,  who  bit  his  lip  with  rage,  unable 
to  utter  a  word,  whereupon  Marie,  taking  the  doctor's 
arm,  gaily  remarked  to  her  companions : 

"  You  should  not  manifest  so  much  surprise.  Don't 
you  know  that  one  often  meets  with  evil  spirits  in 
enchanted  countries  ?  It  is  a  satisfaction  to  know  that 
they  are  nearly  always  of  an  inferior  order.  Let  us 
hasten  away  with  recollections  of  these  wonders  which 
the  evil  genius  cannot  spoil." 

A  few  minutes  afterward  Madame  Bastien,  Fred- 
erick, and   the    doctor   left  the   castle.     Marie,  out  of 
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consideration  for  the  doctor,  who  seemed  greatly  pained 
at  this  contretemps,  as  well  as  by  reason  of  her  natural 
good  nature,  bore  her  share  of  their  mutual  discomfiture 
cheerfully,  even  gaily,  and  laughed  not  a  little  at  the 
absurdly  important  airs  the  steward  had  given  himself. 
M.  Dufour,  who  cared  nothing  about  the  man's  rudeness 
except  so  far  as  it  might  affect  Madame  Bastien,  soon 
recovered  his  natural  good  spirits  when  he  saw  how  little 
importance  his  fair  companion  seemed  to  attach  to  the 
affair. 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  afterward  the  three  friends  were 
sitting  in  the  shade  of  a  clump  of  gigantic  oaks,  enjoying 
their  lunch.  Frederick,  though  he  manifested  some  little 
constraint  of  manner,  seemed  to  share  his  companions' 
high  spirits,  but  Marie,  too  clear-sighted  not  to  notice 
that  her  son  was  not  exactly  himself,  fancied  she  could 
divine  the  cause  of  his  preoccupation,  and  teased  him  a 
little  about  the  importance  he  seemed  to  attach  to  the 
steward's  impertinence. 

"  Come,  come,  my  handsome  Cid,  my  valiant  cavalier," 
she  said,  gaily,  "  keep  your  anger  and  your  trusty  blade 
for  an  adversary  worthy  of  you.  The  doctor  and  I  both 
gave  the  ill-bred  fellow  a  good  lesson.  Now  let  us  think 
only  of  ending  the  day  as  pleasantly  as  possible,  and  of 
the  pleasure  it  will  give  us  for  weeks  to  come  to  talk 
of  the  treasures  of  every  kind  that  we  have  seen." 

Then,  with  a  laugh,  the  young  mother  added  : 

"  Say,  Frederick,  don't  forget  to-morrow  morning  to 
tell  old  Andre,  M.  le  chef  of  our  open-air  garden,  not 
to  forget  to  bring  us  a  bouquet  of  lilies  of  the  valley  and 
violets." 

"  Yes,  mother,"  answered  Frederick,  smiling. 

"  And  I  wish  you  would  also  have  the  goodness  to  tell 
M.  le  chef  of  our  stables  to  harness  our  venerable  white 
horse  in  the  afternoon,  as  we  must  go  to  the  village  to 
do  some  shopping." 

"  And  I,  madame,"  exclaimed   the  doctor,  with  his 
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mouth  full  of  cake,  "  take  great  pleasure  in  assuring 
you,  or,  rather,  I  should  say,  in  proving  to  you  that 
your  old  Marguerite,  the  chef  of  your  culinary  depart- 
ment, is  a  none-such,  so  far  as  cake-making  is  concerned, 
—  for  this  cake  is  certainly  —  " 

But  the  good  doctor  did  not  finish  the  sentence,  as  he 
choked  badly  in  his  effort  to  talk  and  eat  at  the  same 
time. 

So  with  gay  jests  and  laughter  the  meal  went  on,  and 
Frederick  tried  his  best  to  share  his  companions'  hilarity  ; 
but  the  lad's  mirth  was  constrained,  he  was  conscious 
of  a  strange  and  increasing  feeling  of  annoyance.  As 
certain  vague  and  inexplicable  symptoms  presage  the  in- 
vasion of  a  still  latent  malady,  so  certain  vague  and 
inexplicable  sentiments  seemed  to  be  germinating  in 
Frederick's  heart.  The  nature  of  these  sentiments, 
though  as  yet  not  very  clearly  defined,  caused  him  a 
feeling  of  instinctive  shame,  so  much  so,  in  fact,  that 
he,  who  had  always  been  so  confiding  with  his  mother, 
now  dreaded  her  penetration  for  the  first  time  in  his 
life,  and  deliberately  set  to  work  to  deceive  her  by  feign- 
ing all  the  rest  of  the  day  a  gaiety  that  he  was  far  from 
feeling. 
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Several  days  had  passed  since  the  visit  to  the  Chateau 
de  Pont  Brillant.  Frederick  had  never  left  his  mother's 
house  to  visit  the  homes  of  persons  of  an  even  humbler 
station  than  his  own,  so  the  impression  which  the  sight 
of  the  splendours  and  the  almost  royal  luxury  that  per- 
vaded it  had  made  upon  him  had  suffered  no  diminution. 
When, "on  the  following  morning,  the  lad  awoke  in  his 
own  little  room,  it  seemed  bare  and  comfortless  to  him, 
and  when  he  afterward  went  as  usual  to  bid  his  mother 
good  morning,  he  involuntarily  compared  the  costly  ele- 
gance of  the  Marquise  de  Pont  Brillant's  apartments 
with  the  poverty  of  his  mother's  surroundings,  and 
experienced  a  strange  sinking  of  heart. 

An  unlucky  chance  deepened  this  impression.  When 
Frederick  entered  his  mother's  room,  the  young  woman, 
in  all  the  freshness  of  her  marvellous  beauty,  was  arrang- 
ing her  beautiful  brown  hair  in  front  of  a  cheap  painted 
toilet-table  covered  with  oilcloth  and  surmounted  by  a 
tiny  glass  with  a  black  frame. 

Frederick,  remembering  the  rich  lace  and  satin  and 
gold  that  adorned  the  dressing-room  of  the  dowager 
marquise,  experienced  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  a 
bitter  pang  of  envy,  as  he  said  to  himself: 

"  Doesn't  that  elegant,  luxurious  boudoir  I  saw  at  the 
castle  seem  much  better  suited  to  a  beautiful  and  charm- 
ing woman  like  my  mother  than  to  a  wrinkled  octogen- 
arian who,  in  her  ridiculous  vanity,  wants  to  admire 
her  withered  face  in  mirrors  wreathed  with  lace  and 
ribbons ! " 
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Already  strangely  depressed  in  spirits,  Frederick  went 
out  into  the  garden.  The  morning  was  perfect,  and  the 
dew  on  the  petals  of  the  flowers  glistened  like  pearls  in 
the  bright  July  sunshine.  Heretofore  the  lad,  like  his 
mother,  had  often  gone  into  ecstasies  over  the  beauty, 
freshness,  and  exquisite  perfume  of  some  specially  fine 
rose ;  the  snowy  petals  of  the  Easter  flowers,  the  velvety 
petals  of  the  pansies,  and  the  exquisite  delicacy  of 
the  acacia  had  always  excited  his  lively  admiration, 
but  now  he  had  only  careless,  almost  disdainful  looks 
for  these  simple  flowers,  as  he  thought  of  the  rare 
and  magnificent  tropical  plants  that  filled  the  spacious 
conservatories  of  the  chateau.  The  grove  of  venerable 
oaks,  enlivened  by  the  gay  warbling  of  birds  that 
seemed  to  be  replying  to  the  soft  murmur  of  the  little 
waterfall,  was  also  viewed  with  disdain.  How  insignifi- 
cant these  things  appeared  in  comparison  with  the  mag- 
nificent grounds  of  the  chateau,  adorned  with  rare 
statues  and  superb  fountains  peopled  with  bronze  naiads 
and  Tritons  sending  great  jets  of  water  as  high  as  the 
tree-tops. 

Absorbed  in  thoughts  like  these,  Frederick  walked 
slowly  on  until  he  reached  the  edge  of  the  grove.  There 
he  paused  and  gazed  mechanically  around  him,  then 
gave  a  sudden  start,  and  turned  abruptly,  as  he  per- 
ceived in  the  distance  the  chateau  standing  out  clearly 
against  the  horizon  in  the  bright  light  of  the  rising  sun. 
At  the  sight  of  it  Frederick  hastily  retreated  into  the 
shadows  of  the  grove,  but,  alas  !  though  he  could  thus 
close  his  bodily  eyes  to  this  resplendent  vision,  the  lad's 
too  faithful  memory  kept  the  wonders  that  had  so  im- 
pressed him  continually  before  his  mental  vision,  inducing 
comparisons  which  poisoned  the  simple  pleasures  of  the 
past,  until  now  so  full  of  charm. 

As  he  passed  the  open  door  of  the  stable,  a  superan- 
nuated farm  horse  which  was  sometimes  harnessed  to  a 
sort  of  chaise,  Madame  Bastien's  only  equipage,  whinnied 
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in  his  stall  for  the  crusts  of  bread  that  he  had  been  in 
the  habit  of  receiving  every  morning  from  his  young 
master. 

Frederick  had  forgotten  to  bring  the  crusts  that 
morning,  and  to  atone  for  his  forgetfulness,  he  tore 
up  a  big  handful  of  fresh  grass  and  offered  it  to  his 
faithful  old  friend,  but  suddenly  remembering  the  mag- 
nificent blooded  horses  he  had  seen  at  the  castle,  he 
smiled  bitterly  and  turned  brusquely  away  from  the  old 
horse,  who,  with  the  grass  still  between  his  teeth,  watched 
his  young  master  for  a  long  time  with  an  expression  of 
almost  human  intelligence. 

Soon  afterward  an  old  and  infirm  woman,  to  whom 
Frederick,  having  no  money,  gave  bread  and  fruit  every 
week,  came  to  the  house  as  usual. 

"  Here,  my  good  mother,"  he  said,  as  he  presented  his 
usual  offering,  "  I  wish  I  could  do  more  for  you,  but  my 
mother  and  I  have  no  money." 

"  You  are  very  kind  all  the  same,  M.  Bastien,"  re- 
plied the  woman,  "  but  I  shall  not  be  obliged  to  ask  any- 
thing of  you  much  longer." 

"Why  not?" 

"  Why,  you  see,  M.  Bastien,  that  M.  le  marquis  is  com- 
ing to  live  at  the  castle,  and  these  great  noblemen  are  very 
generous  with  their  money,  and  1  hope  to  get  my  share. 
Your  servant,  M   Bastien." 

Frederick  blushed  for  the  first  time  at  the  humble  gift 
he  had  made  heretofore  with  such  pleasure  and  content- 
ment, so  shortly  afterward,  when  another  beggar  accosted 
him,  he  said : 

"  You  would  only  sneer  at  what  I  can  give  you. 
Apply  to  M.  le  marquis.  He  should  act  as  a  benefactor 
to  the  entire  neighbourhood.     He  is  so  rich  !  " 

That  such  bitter  envy  should  have  taken  such  sudden 
but  absolute  possession  of  Frederick's  heart  seems  strange 
indeed  to  those  who  know  his  past,  yet  this  apparent 
anomaly  can  be  easily  explained. 
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Madame  Bastien's  son  had  been  reared  in  an  exceed- 
ingly modest  home,  but  his  mother's  taste  and  refine- 
ment had  imbued  even  these  plain  surroundings  with  an 
air  of  elegance  and  distinction,  and,  thanks  to  a  thousand 
nothings,  the  ensemble  had  been  charming. 

The  love  of  beauty  and  elegance  thus  developed  ren- 
dered Frederick  peculiarly  susceptible  to  the  charm  of 
the  wonders  he  had  seen  at  the  castle,  and  the  longing  to 
possess  them  naturally  corresponded  with  his  appreciation 
and  admiration. 

If,  on  the  contrary,  Frederick's  life  had  been  spent 
amid  rough  and  coarse  surroundings,  he  would  have 
been  more  amazed  than  surprised  at  the  treasures  which 
the  chateau  contained,  and,  ignorant  of  the  refined  enjoy- 
ment that  could  be  derived  from  them,  he  would  have 
been  much  less  likely  to  envy  the  fortunate  possessor  of 
them. 

Madame  Bastien  soon  perceived  the  change  that  was 
gradually  taking  place  in  her  son,  and  that  manifested 
itself  in  frequent  fits  of  melancholy.  The  humble  home 
no  longer  resounded  with  peals  of  laughter  as  in  days 
gone  by.  When  his  studies  were  over,  Frederick  picked 
up  a  book  and  read  during  the  entire  recreation  hour,  but 
more  than  once  Madame  Bastien  noticed  that  her  son's 
eyes  remained  fixed  upon  the  same  page  for  a  quarter  of 
an  hour. 

Her  anxiety  increasing,  Madame  Bastien  remarked  to 
her  son :  "  My  son,  you  seem  so  grave  and  taciturn  and 
preoccupied,  you  are  not  nearly  as  lively  as  formerly." 

"  True,  mother,"  replied  Frederick,  forcing  a  smile, 
"  I  am  sometimes  surprised  myself  at  the  more  serious 
turn  my  mind  is  taking.  Still,  it  is  not  at  all  astonish- 
ing. I  am  no  longer  a  child.  It  is  quite  time  for  me  to 
be  getting  sensible." 

Frederick  had  never  lied  before,  but  he  was  lying  now. 
Up  to  this  time  he  had  always  confessed  his  faults  to 
his  mother.     She  had  been  the  confidant  of  his  every 
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thought,  but  the  mere  idea  of  confessing  or  of  allowing 
her  to  discover  the  bitter  feelings  which  his  visit  to  the 
Chateau  de  Pont  Brillant  had  excited  in  his  breast  filled 
him  with  shame  and  dismay.  In  fact,  he  would  rather 
have  died  than  confess  that  he  was  enduring  the  torments 
of  envy ;  so,  placed  upon  his  guard  by  Madame  Bastien's 
lively  solicitude,  he  devoted  all  his  powers  of  mind  and 
strength  of  will  to  conceal  the  wound  that  was  beginning 
to  rankle  in  his  soul,  but  it  is  almost  certain  that  his 
attempts  to  deceive  his  mother's  tender  sagacity  would 
have  proved  futile  had  that  mother  not  been  at  the  same 
time  reassured  and  deceived  by  Doctor  Dufour. 

"  Don't  be  alarmed,"  the  physician  said  to  her  when 
she,  in  all  sincerity,  consulted  him  on  the  subject  of  her 
fears.  "  At  the  time  of  puberty,  an  entire  change  often 
takes  place  in  a  youth's  character.  The  gayest  and  most 
demonstrative  often  become  the  most  gloomy  and  taci- 
turn. They  experience  the  most  unreasonable  melan- 
choly, the  most  acute  anxiety.  They  give  way  to  fits  of 
profound  depression,  and  feel  an  intense  longing  for  soli- 
tude. So  do  not  be  alarmed,  and  above  all  give  no  sign 
of  having  noticed  this  change  in  your  son.  This  almost 
inevitable  crisis  will  be  over  in  a  few  months,  and  you 
will  then  see  Frederick  himself  again.  He  will  have  a 
different  voice,  that  is  all." 

Doctor  Dufour's  mistake  was  the  more  excusable  as 
the  symptoms  which  so  alarmed  Madame  Bastien  strongly 
resembled  those  which  are  often  noticed  in  youths  at  that 
age ;  so  Madame  Bastien  accepted  this  explanation,  as 
she  could  not  divine  the  real  cause  of  this  change  in 
Frederick. 

This  change  had  not  manifested  itself  immediately 
after  the  visit  to  the  chateau.  It  had,  on  the  contrary, 
taken  place  gradually,  almost  imperceptibly,  in  fact,  so 
that  more  than  a  month  had  elapsed  before  Madame 
Bastien  really  began  to  feel  uneasy,  hence  it  did  not 
seem  at  all  probable  that  there  could  be  any  connection 
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between  the  visit  to  the  cli§,teau  and  Frederick's  melan- 
choly. 

Besides,  how  could  Madame  Bastien  suppose  that  this 
youth  reared  by  her  —  a  youth  who  had  always  seemed 
of  80  noble  and  generous  a  character  —  could  know 
envy  ? 

So,  reassured  by  Doctor  Dufour,  Madame  Bastien, 
though  she  watched  the  different  phases  of  her  son's 
condition,  forced  herself  to  conceal  the  sadness  she  often 
felt  on  seeing  him  so  changed,  and  awaited  his  recovery 
with  resignation. 

At  first  Frederick  had  tried  to  find  some  diversion  in 
study,  but  soon  study  became  impossible;  his  mind  was 
elsewhere.     Then  he  said  to  himself : 

"  Whatever  I  may  learn,  whatever  I  may  know,  I  shall 
never  be  anything  but  Frederick  Bastien,  a  sort  of  half 
peasant,  doomed  to  a  life  of  obscurity,  while  that  young 
marquis,  without  ever  having  done  anything  to  deserve  it, 
enjoys  all  the  glory  of  a  name  which  has  been  illustrious 
for  ages." 

Then,  as  all  the  feudal  relics  at  Font  Brillant,  those 
galleries  f  paintings,  those  family  portraits,  those  gor- 
geous escutcheons,  recurred  to  Frederick's  mind,  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life  the  poor  boy  felt  deeply  humiliated 
by  the  obscurity  of  his  birth,  and  overcome  with  dis- 
couragement, said  to  himself : 

"  This  young  marquis,  already  weary  of  the  magnifi- 
cence by  which  he  is  surrounded,  indifferent  to  the  treas- 
ures of  which  even  a  thousandth  part  would  make  my 
mother  and  me  and  a  host  of  others  so  happy.  Why,  and 
by  what  right  does  he  possess  all  this  magnificence  ?  Has 
he  acquired  these  blessings  by  his  toil  ?  No.  To  enjoy 
all  this,  he  has  only  taken  the  trouble  to  be  born.  Why 
should  he  have  everything  and  others  nothing  ? " 
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The  first  period  of  envy  that  Frederick  experienced 
was  of  a  passive,  the  second  of  an  active  character. 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  what  he  suffered  then, 
especially  as  this  feeling,  concealed,  concentrated  as  it 
were  in  the  lowest  depths  of  his  soul,  had  no  outlet,  and 
was  constantly  stimulated  by  the  sight  of  the  castle,  which 
seemed  to  meet  his  gaze  at  every  turn,  dominating  as  it 
did  the  whole  country  roundabout.  The  more  Frederick 
realised  the  alarming  progress  of  his  malady,  the  more 
strenuously  he  endeavoured  to  hide  it  from  his  mother, 
telling  himself  in  his  gloom  and  despair  that  such  weak- 
ness deserved  scorn  and  contempt,  and  that  not  even  a 
mother  could  condone  it. 

All  mental  maladies  react  upon  the  physical  sys- 
tem. Frederick's  health  gradually  gave  way.  He  could 
not  sleep,  and  he,  who  had  formerly  been  so  energetic 
and  active,  seemed  to  dread  the  slightest  exertion.  In 
fact,  the  pressing  and  tender  solicitations  of  his  mother 
could  alone  arouse  him  from  his  apathy  or  his  gloomy 
reveries. 

Poor  Marie !  How  intensely  she,  too,  suffered,  but  in 
silence,  endeavouring  to  maintain  a  cheerful  manner  all 
the  while  for  fear  of  alarming  her  son  about  himself,  and 
waiting  with  mingled  anxiety  and  hope  the  end  of  this 
crisis  in  her  son's  life. 

But  alas  I  how  long  and  painful  this  waiting  seemed. 
What  a  change !  What  a  contrast  between  this  gloomy, 
listless,  taciturn  life,  and  the  bright,  busy,  happy  existence 
she  and  her  son  had  previously  led ! 
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One  day  early  in  October  Madame  Bastien  and  her 
son  were  together  in  the  room  that  served  both  as 
parlour  and  study.  Frederick,  seated  at  the  table,  with 
his  head  supported  on  his  left  hand,  was  writing  slowly 
and  listlessly  in  a  large  exercise  book. 

Madame  Bastien,  seated  only  a  little  distance  from 
him,  was  apparently  occupied  with  some  embroidery,  but 
in  reality  she  was  holding  her  needle  suspended  in  the 
air,  ready  to  resume  her  work  at  her  son's  slightest 
movement,  while  she  furtively  watched  him. 

Tears  she  could  hardly  restrain  filled  her  eyes  as  she 
noted  the  terrible  change  in  her  son's  appearance,  and 
remembered  that  only  a  comparatively  short  while  ago 
the  hours  spent  in  study  at  this  same  table  had  been 
such  pleasant,  happy  hours  both  for  Frederick  and  her- 
self, and  compared  the  zeal  and  enthusiasm  which  her 
son  had  then  displayed  in  his  work  with  the  listlessness 
and  indifference  she  now  remarked  in  him,  for  she  soon 
saw  his  pen  slip  from  his  fingers,  while  his  countenance 
displayed  an  intense  ennui  and  lassitude. 

At  last  the  lad,  only  half  smothering  a  heavy  sigh, 
buried  his  face  in  his  hands  and  remained  in  this  attitude 
several  moments.  His  mother  did  not  lose  sight  of  him 
for  an  instant,  but  what  was  her  surprise  on  seeing  her 
son  suddenly  lift  his  head,  and  with  eyes  flashing  and 
a  faint  colour  tinging  his  cheeks,  while  a  sardonic  smile 
curved  his  lips,  suddenly  seize  his  pen  again,  and  begin 
writing  with  feverish  rapidity. 

The  youth  was  transfigured.  So  inert,  despondent, 
and  lethargic  a  moment  before,  he  now  seemed  full  to 
overflowing  of  life  and  animation.  One  could  see  that 
his  thoughts,  too,  flowed  much  more  rapidly  than  his  pen 
could  trace  them  on  the  paper,  by  an  occasional  impa- 
tient movement  of  the  body  or  the  quick  tapping  of  his 
foot  upon  the  floor. 

A  few  words  of  explanation  are  necessary  here. 

For   some    time    Frederick    had    complained    to    his 
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mother  of  his  distaste,  or  rather  his  incapacity,  for  any 
regular  work,  though  occasionally,  in  compliance  with 
Madame  Bastien's  wishes  as  well  as  in  the  hope  of  divert- 
ing his  mind,  he  had  attempted  something  in  the  way 
either  of  study  or  an  essay  on  some  given  subject,  but 
almost  invariably  he  had  appealed  to  his  formerly  fertile 
imagination  in  vain. 

"  1  can't  imagine  what  is  the  matter  with  me,"  he 
would  murmur,  despondently.  "  My  mind  seems  to  be 
enveloped  in  a  sort  of  haze.  Forgive  me,  mother,  it  is 
not  my  fault." 

And  Madame  Bastion  found  a  thousand  reasons  to 
excuse  and  console  him. 

So  on  this  occasion  the  young  mother  fully  expected 
to  see  Frederick  soon  abandon  his  work.  What  was 
her  astonishment,  consequently,  to  see  him  for  the 
first  time  write  on  and  on  with  increasing  interest  and 
eagerness. 

In  this  return  to  former  habits  Madame  Bastien 
fancied  she  could  detect  the  first  sign  of  the  end  of 
this  critical  period  in  the  life  of  her  son.  Doubtless  his 
mind  was  beginning  to  emerge  from  the  sort  of  haze 
which  had  so  long  obscured  it,  and,  eager  to  satisfy 
herself  of  the  fact,  Madame  Bastien  rose,  and  noiselessly 
approaching  her  son  on  tiptoe,  she  placed  her  hands  on 
his  shoulders  and  leaned  over  to  read  what  he  had 
written. 

In  his  surprise  the  youth  gave  a  violent  start,  then, 
hastily  closing  his  exercise  book,  turned  an  impatient, 
almost  angry  face,  toward  his  mother  and  exclaimed : 

"  You  had  no  right  to  do  that,  mother." 

Then  reopening  his  book,  he  tore  out  the  pages  he 
had  just  written,  crumpled  them  up  in  his  hands,  and 
threw  them  into  the  fire  that  w^as  blazing  on  the  hearth, 
where  they  were  soon  burnt  to  ashes. 

Madame  Bastien,  overwhelmed  with  astonishment, 
stood  for  a  moment  speechless  and  motionless ;    then, 
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comparing  this  rudeness  on  the  part  of  her  son  with  the 
delightful  camaraderie  which  had  formerly  existed  be- 
tween them,  she  burst  into  tears. 

It  was  the  first  time  her  son  had  ever  wounded  her 
feelings.  Seeing  his  mother's  tears,  Frederick,  in  an 
agony  of  remorse,  threw  his  arms  around  his  mother's 
neck  and  covered  her  face  with  tears  and  kisses,  ex- 
claiming in  a  voice  broken  by  sobs : 

"  Oh,  forgive  me,  mother,  forgive  me  !  " 

On  hearing  this  repentant  cry,  Madame  Bastien  re- 
proached herself  for  her  tears.  She  even  reproached 
herself  for  the  painful  im  pression  the  incident  had  made 
upon  her,  for  was  it  not  due  to  Frederick's  unfortunate 
condition  ?  so,  covering  her  son's  face  with  passionate 
kisses,  she,  in  her  turn,  implored  his  forgiveness. 

"  My  poor  child,  you  are  not  well,"  she  exclaimed, 
tenderly,  "  and  your  suffering  renders  you  nervous  and 
irritable.  I  was  very  foolish  to  attach  any  importance 
to  a  slight  show  of  impatience  for  which  you  were 
hardly  accountable." 

"  No,  oh,  no,  mother,  I  swear  it." 

"  Nonsense !  my  child,  I  believe  you.  As  if  I  could 
doubt  you,  my  dear  Frederick." 

"  I  tore  out  the  pages,  mother,"  continued  the  lad 
with  no  little  embarrassment,  for  he  was  telling  a  false- 
hood, "  I  tore  out  the  pages  because  I  was  not  satisfied 
with  what  I  had  written.  It  was  the  worst  thing  I  have 
written  since  this  —  this  sort  of  —  of  despondency  seized 
me." 

"  And  I,  seeing  you  write  with  so  much  apparent 
animation  for  the  first  time  in  weeks,  felt  so  pleased 
that  I  could  not  resist  the  temptation  to  see  what  you 
had  written.  But  let  us  say  no  more  about  that,  my 
dear  Frederick,  though  T  feel  almost  sure  that  you  have 
been  too  severe  a  critic." 

"  No,  mother,  I  assure  you  —  " 

"  Oh,  well,  I  will  take  your  word  for  it,  and  now  as 
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you  are  not  in  the  mood  for  work,  suppose  we  go  out 
for  a  little  walk." 

"  It  is  so  cloudy,  mother,  besides,  I  don't  feel  as  if 
1  had  energy  enough  to  take  a  single  step." 

"  It  is  this  dangerous  languor  that  I  am  so  anxious 
to  have  you  fight  against  and  overcome  if  possible. 
Come,  my  dear  lazybones,  come  out  and  row  me  about 
the  lake  in  your  boat.     The  exercise  will  do  you  good." 

"  I  don't  feel  equal  to  it,  really,  mother." 

"  Well,  you  haven't  heard,  1  think,  that  Andr6  said 
he  saw  a  big  flock  of  plover  this  morning.  Take  your 
gun,  and  we  will  go  over  to  Sablonniere  heath.  You 
will  enjoy  it  and  so  shall  I.  You  are  such  a  good  shot, 
it  is  a  pleasure  to  see  you  handle  a  gun." 

"  I  don't  take  any  pleasure  in  hunting  now." 

"  Yet  you  used  to  be  so  fond  of  it." 

"  I  don't  care  for  anything  now,"  replied  Frederick, 
almost  involuntarily,  in  a  tone  of  intense  bitterness. 

Again  the  young  mother  felt  the  tears  spring  to  her 
eyes,  and  Frederick,  seeing  his  mother's  distress,  ex- 
claimed : 

"  I  love  you  always,  mother,  you  know  that." 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  know  that,  but  you  have  no  idea  how 
despondently  you  said, '  I  don't  care  for  anything  now.' " 

Then  trying  to  smile  in  order  to  cheer  her  son,  Marie 
added : 

"  Really,  I  can't  imagine  what  is  the  matter  with  me 
to-day.  I  seem  to  be  continually  saying  and  doing  the 
wrong  thing,  and  here  you  are  crying  again,  my  dear 
child." 

"  Never  mind,  mother,  never  mind.  It  is  a  long  time 
since  I  have  cried,  and  I  really  believe  it  will  do  me 
good." 

He  spoke  the  truth.  These  tears  did  indeed  seem  to 
relieve  his  overburdened  heart,  and  when  he  at  last 
looked  up  in  the  face  of  the  mother  who  was  tenderly 
bending  over  him,  and  saw  her  beautiful  features  wearing 
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such  an  expression  of  infinite  tenderness,  he  thought  for 
an  instant  of  confessing  the  feelings  that  tortured  him. 

'•  Yes,  yes,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  I  was  wrong  to  fear 
either  scorn  or  anger  from  her.  In  her  angelic  goodness 
of  heart  I  shall  find  only  pity,  compassion,  consolation, 
and  aid." 

The  mere  thought  of  confessing  all  to  his  mother 
comforted  him,  and  seemed  even  to  restore  a  little  of 
his  former  courage,  for  after  a  moment  he  said  to  Ma- 
dame Bastien : 

'•  You  proposed  a  walk  a  few  minutes  ago,  mother. 
I  believe  you  are  right  in  thinking  that  the  open  air 
would  do  me  good." 

This  admission  on  her  son's  part  seemed  to  Madame 
Bastien  a  good  omen,  and  hastily  donning  her  hat  and 
a  silk  mantle,  she  left  the  house  in  company  with  her 
son. 

But  now  the  time  for  the  confession  had  come,  the 
youth  shrank  from  it.  He  could  think  of  no  way  to 
broach  the  subject,  or  to  excuse  himself  to  his  mother 
for  having  concealed  the  truth  from  her  so  long. 

As  they  were  walking  along,  the  sky,  which  had  been 
so  lowering  all  the  morning,  suddenly  cleared,  and  the 
sun  shone  out  brightly. 

"  What  a  delightful  change ! "  exclaimed  Madame 
Bastien,  in  the  hope  of  cheering  her  son.  "  One  might 
almost  think  that  the  radiant  sun  had  emerged  from 
the  clouds  to  give  you  a  friendly  greeting.  And  how 
pretty  that  old  juniper  looks  in  this  flood  of  sunlight. 
That  old  juniper  over  there  at  the  end  of  the  field,  you 
remember  it,  of  course  ?" 

Frederick  shook  his  head. 

"  What !  you  have  forgotten  those  two  long  summer 
days  when  I  sat  in  the  shade  of  that  old  tree  while  you 
finished  that  poor  labourer's  work  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  that  is  true,"  replied  Frederick,  quickly. 

The  recollection  of  that  generous  act  seemed  to  make 
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the  thought  of  the  painful  confession  he  must  make  to 
his  mother  less  painful,  and  his  growing  cheerfulness 
showed  itself  so  plainly  in  his  face  that  Madame  Bastien 
said  to  him : 

"  I  was  right  to  insist  upon  jour  coming  out,  my 
child.  You  look  so  much  brighter  that  I  am  sure  you 
must  be  feeling  better." 

"  I  am,  mother." 

"  How  glad  I  am,  my  son,"  exclaimed  Madame  Bas- 
tien, clasping  her  hands,  thankfully.  ''  What  if  this 
should  be  the  end  of  your  malady,  Frederick  !  " 

As  the  young  mother  made  this  gesture  of  thankful- 
ness, the  light  silk  mantle  she  was  wearing  slipped  from 
her  shoulders  unnoticed  either  by  her  or  by  Frederick, 
who  replied : 

"  I  don't  know  why  it  is,  but  I  too  hope  like  you, 
mother,  that  I  shall  soon  be  myself  again." 

"  Ah,  if  you  too  hope  so,  we  are  saved,"  exclaimed 
his  mother,  joyfully.  "  M.  Dufour  told  me  that  this 
strange  and  distressing  malady  which  has  been  troubling 
you  often  disappears  as  suddenly  as  it  came,  like  a  bad 
dream,  and  health  returns  as  if  liy  enchantment." 

"A  dream!"  exclaimed  Frederick,  looking  at  his" 
mother  with  a  strange  expression  on  his  face ;  "  yes, 
mother,  you  are  right.      It  was  a  bad  dream." 

"  What  is  the  matter,  my  child  ?  You  seem  greatly 
excited,  but  it  is  with  pleasurable  emotion.  1  know  that 
by  your  face." 

*'  Yes,  mother,  yes  !     If  you  knew  —  " 

But  Frederick  did  not  have  time  to  finish  the  sen- 
tence. A  sound  that  was  coming  nearer  and  nearer, 
but  that  Marie  and  her  son  had  not  noticed  before,  made 
them  both  turn. 

A  few  yards  behind  them  was  a  man  on  horseback, 
holding  Madame  Bastien's  mantle  in  his  hand. 

Checking  his  horse,  which  a  servant  who  was  in  at- 
tendance upon  him  hastened,  forward  to  hold,  the  rider 
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sprang  lightly  to  the  ground,  and  with  his  hat  in  one  hand 
and  the  mantle  in  the  other  he  advanced  toward  Madame 
Bastien,  and  bowing  low,  said,  with  perfect  grace  and 
courtesy  of  manner : 

"  I  saw  this  mantle  slip  from  your  shoulders,  madame, 
and  deem  myself  fortunate  in  being  able  to  return  it  to 
you." 

Then  with  another  low  bow,  having  the  good  taste  to 
thus  evade  Madame  Bastion's  thanks,  the  rider  returned 
to  his  horse  and  vaulted  into  the  saddle.  As  he  passed 
Madame  Bastien  he  deviated  considerably  from  his 
course,  keeping  near  a  hedge  that  bordered  the  field,  as 
if  fearing  the  close  proximity  of  his  horse  might  alarm 
the  lady,  then  bowed  again,  and  continued  on  his  way 
at  a  brisk  trot. 

This  young  man,  who  was  about  Frederick's  age,  and 
who  had  a  remarkably  handsome  face  and  distinguished 
bearing,  had  evinced  so  much  grace  of  manner  and  polite- 
ness, that  Madame  Bastien  innocently  remarked  to  her 
son : 

"  It  is  impossible  to  conceive  of  any  one  more  polite 
or  better  bred,  is  it  not,  Frederick  ? " 

Just  as  Madame  Bastien  asked  her  son  this  question, 
a  small  groom  in  livery,  who  was  following  the  horse- 
man, and  who,  like  his  master,  was  mounted  upon  a 
superb  blooded  horse,  passed,  the  lad,  who  was  evidently 
a  strict  observer  of  etiquette,  having  waited  until  his 
master  was  the  prescribed  twenty-five  yards  in  advance 
of  him  before  he  moved  from  his  place. 

Madame  Bastien  motioned  him  to  stop.     He  did  so. 

"  Will  you  be  kind  enough  to  tell  me  your  master's 
name  ? "  asked  the  young  woman. 

"  M.  le  Marquis  de  Pont  Brillant,  madame,"  replied 
the  groom,   with   a  strong  English  accent. 

Then  seeing  that  his  master  had  started  on  a  brisk 
trot,  the  lad  did  the  same. 

"  Did  your  hear  that,  Frederick  ? "  asked  Marie,  turning 
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to  her  son.  "  That  was  the  young  Marquis  de  Pont  Bril- 
lant.  Is  he  not  charming  ?  It  is  pleasant  to  see  such  a 
worthy  representative  of  rank  and  fortune,  is  it  not,  my 
son  ?  To  be  such  a  high  and  mighty  personage,  and  so 
perfectly  polite  and  well-bred,  is  certainly  a  charming 
combination.  But  why  do  you  not  answer  me,  Fred- 
erick ?  What  is  the  matter,  Frederick  ?  "  added  Madame 
Bastien,  suddenly  becoming  uneasy. 

'^  There  is  nothing  the  matter  with  me,  mother,"  was 
the  cold  reply. 

"  But  there  must  be.  Your  face  looks  so  different 
from  what  it  did  a  moment  ago.  You  must  be  suffering, 
and,  great  Heavens,  how  pale  you  are  I  " 

"  The  sun  has  disappeared  behind  the  clouds  again,  and 
I  am  cold  !  " 

"  Then  let  us  hasten  back,  —  let  us  hasten  back  at 
once  !  Heaven  grant  the  improvement  you  spoke  of  just 
now  may  continue." 

"  I  doubt  it  very  much,  mother." 

"  How  despondently  you  speak." 

"  I  speak  as  I  feel." 

"  You  are  not  feeling  as  well,  then,  my  dear  child  ?" 

"  Not  nearly  as  well,"  the  lad  replied.  Then  added, 
with  a  sort  of  ferocious  bitterness,  "  I  have  suffered  a 
relapse,  a  complete  relapse,  but  it  is  the  cold  that  has 
caused  it,  probably." 

And  the  unfortunate  youth,  who  had  always  adored 
his  mother,  now  experienced  an  almost  savage  delight  in 
increasing  his  youthful  parent's  anxiety,  thus  avenging 
the  poignant  suffering  which  his  mother's  praises  of  Raoul 
de  Pont  Brillant  had  caused  him. 

Yes,  for  jealousy,  a  feeling  as  entirely  unknown  to 
Frederick  as  envy  had  been  heretofore,  now  increased  the 
resentment  he  already  felt  against  the  young  marquis. 

The  mother  and   son  wended  their  way  homeward, 
Madame  Bastien  in  inexpressible  grief  and  disappoint- 
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ment,  Frederick  in  gloomy  silence,  thinking  with  sullen 
rage  that  he  had  been  on  the  point  of  confessing  to  his 
mother  the  shameful  secret  for  which  he  blushed,  and 
that  at  almost  the  very  same  moment  that  she  was 
lavishing  enthusiasm  upon  the  object  of  his  envy,  the 
Marquis  de  Pont  Brillant. 

The  unconscious  comparison  which  his  mother  had 
made  between  the  young  marquis  and  himself,  a  com- 
parison, alas !  so  unflattering  to  himself,  changed  the 
almost  passive  dislike  he  had  heretofore  felt  for  Raoul 
de  Pont  Brillant  into  an  intense  and  implacable  hatred. 
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The  little  town  of  Pont  Brillant  is  situated  a  few 
leagues  from  Blois,  and  not  far  from  the  Loire. 

A  promenade  called  the  mall,  shaded  by  lofty  trees, 
bounds  Pont  Brillant  on  the  south.  A  few  houses  stand 
on  the  left  side  of  the  boulevard,  which  also  serves  as 
a  fair  ground. 

Doctor  Dufour  lived  in  one  of  these  houses. 

About  a  month  had  elapsed  since  the  events  we  have 
just  related. 

Early  in  the  month  of  November,  on  St.  Hubert's 
Day,  —  St.  Hubert,  the  reader  may  or  may  not  recollect, 
is  the  hunter's  patron  saint,  —  the  idlers  of  the  little  town 
had  assembled  on  the  mall  about  four  o'clock  in  the 
afternoon  to  await  the  return  of  the  young  Marquis  de 
Pont  Brillant's  hunting  party  from  the  neighbouring 
forest. 

The  aforesaid  idlers  were  beginning  to  become  impa- 
tient at  the  long  delay,  when  a  clumsy  cabriolet,  di-awn 
by  an  old  work-horse  in  a  dilapidated  harness,  tied  up 
here  and  there  with  strings,  drove  up  to  the  doctor's 
door,  and  Frederick  Bastion,  stepping  out  of  this  ex- 
tremely modest  equipage,  assisted  his  mother  to  alight. 

The  old  horse,  whose  discretion  and  docility  were 
established  beyond  all  question,  was  left  standing,  with 
the  lines  upon  his  neck,  close  to  the  pavement  in  front 
of  the  doctor's  house,  which  Madame  Bastien  and  her 
son  immediately  entered. 

An  old  servant  woman  ushered  them  into  the  parlour, 
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which  was  on  the  second  floor,  with  windows  overlooking 
the  mall. 

"•  Can  the  doctor  see  me  ?  "  inquired  Madame  Bastien. 

"  1  think  so, though  he  is  with  one  of  his  friends  who  has 
been  here  for  a  few  days  but  who  leaves  for  Nantes  this 
evening.  I  will  go  and  tell  him  that  you  are  here, 
though,  madame." 

Envy,  aided  by  jealousy,  - —  the  reader  probably  has 
not  forgotten  the  praises  so  innocently  lavished  upon  the 
young  marquis  by  Madame  Bastien,  —  had  made  fright- 
ful ravages  m  Frederick's  heart  during  the  past  month, 
and  the  deterioration  in  his  physical  condition  having 
been  correspondingly  great,  one  would  scarcely  have 
known  him.  His  complexion  M^as  not  only  pale,  but 
jaundiced  and  bilious,  while  his  hollow  cheeks,  sunken 
eyes,  which  burned  with  a  feverish  light,  and  the  bitter 
smile  which  was  ever  upon  his  lips,  imparted  an  almost 
ferocious  as  well  as  unnatural  expression  to  his  face. 
His  abrupt,  nervous  movements,  and  his  curt,  often 
impatient,  voice,  also  made  the  contrast  between  the 
youth's  past  and  present  condition  all  the  more 
striking. 

Marie  Bastien  seemed  utterly  disheartened  and  dis- 
couraged, but  the  gentle  melancholy  of  her  face  only 
made  her  remarkable  beauty  still  more  toucliing  in  ite 
character. 

A  cold  reserve  on  Frederick's  part  had  succeeded  the 
demonstrative  affection  that  had  formerly  existed  between 
mother  and  son.  Marie,  in  despair,  had  nearly  worn 
herself  out  in  her  efforts  to  discover  the  cause  of  this 
change  in  her  child,  and  she  was  now  beginning  to  fear 
that  M.  Dufour  had  been  mistaken  in  his  diagnosis  of  her 
son's  case.  She  had  accordingly  come  to  consult  him 
again  on  the  subject,  not  having  seen  him  for  some  time, 
as  the  worthy  doctor  had  been  detained  at  home  by  the 
duties  and  pleasures  of  a  friendly  hospitality. 

After  having  gazed  sadly  at  her  son  for  a  moment, 
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Marie  said  to  him,  almost  timidly,  as  if  afraid  of  irri- 
tating him  : 

"  Frederick,  as  you  have  accompanied  me  to  the 
house  of  our  friend,  Doctor  Dufour,  whom  I  wish  to 
consult  in  regard  to  myself,  we  had  better  take  advantage 
of  the  opportunity  to  speak  to  him  about  you." 

"  It  is  not  at  all  necessary,  mother,  1  am  n(3t 
ill." 

"  Great  Heavens !  how  can  you  say  that  ?  All  last 
night  you  scarcely  closed  your  eyes,  my  poor  child.  I 
went  into  your  room  several  times  to  see  if  you  were 
asleep  and  always  found  you  wide  awake." 

"  It  is  so  almost  every  night." 

"Alas  I  I  know  it,  and  that  is  one  of  the  things  that 
worry  me  so." 

"•  You  do  very  wrong  to  trouliie  yourself  about  it, 
mother.     I  shall  get  over  it  by  and  by." 

"  But  consult  M.  Dufour,  I  I)eg  of  you.  Is  he  not  the 
best  friend  we  have  in  the  world  ?  Tell  him  your  feel- 
ing, and  listen  to  his  counsels." 

"  I  tell  you  again  there  is  no  need  for  me  to  consult 
M.  Dufour,"  replied  the  lad,  impatiently.  "  I  warn  you, 
too,  that  I  shall  not  answer  one  of  his  questions." 

"  But,  my  son,  listen  to  me  !  " 

"  Good  Heavens !  mother,  what  pleasure  do  you  find 
in  tormenting  me  like  this  ? "  Frederick  exclaimed, 
stamping  his  foot  angrily.  "  I  have  nothing  to  tell  M. 
Dufour,  and  I  shall  tell  him  nothing.  You  will  find  out 
whether  I  have  any  will  of  my  own  or  not." 

Just  then  the  doctor's  servant  came  in  and  said  to 
Madame  Bastien  that  the  doctor  was  waiting  for  her  in 
his  office. 

Casting  an  imploring  look  at  her  son,  the  young 
mother  furtively  wiped  away  her  tears  and  followed  the 
servant  to  the  doctor's  office.  Frederick,  thus  left  alone 
in  the  room,  leaned  his  elbow  upon  the  sill  of  the  open 
window,   which  overlooked   the  mall  as  we  have  said 
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before.  Between  the  mall  and  the  Loire  stretched  a 
low  range  of  hills,  while  in  the  horizon  and  dominating 
the  forest  that  surrounded  it  was  the  Chateau  de  Pont 
Brillant,  half  veiled  in  the  autumnal  haze. 

Frederick's  eyes,  after  wandering  aimlessly  here  and 
there  for  a  moment,  finally  fixed  themselves  upon  the 
chateau.  On  beholding  it,  the  unfortunate  lad  started 
violently,  his  features  contracted,  then  became  even 
more  gloomy,  and  with  his  elbows  still  resting  on  the 
window-sill  he  lapsed  into  a  gloomy  reverie. 

So  great  was  his  preoccupation  that  he  did  not  see  or 
hear  another  person  enter  the  room,  a  stranger,  who, 
with  a  book  in  his  hand,  seated  himself  in  a  corner  of 
the  room  without  taking  any  notice  of  the  youth. 

Henri  David,  for  that  was  the  name  of  the  newcomer, 
was  a  tall,  slender  man  about  thirty-five  years  of  age. 
His  strong  features,  embrowned  by  long  exposure  to  the 
heat  of  the  tropical  sun,  had  a  peculiar  charm,  due,  per- 
haps, to  an  expression  of  habitual  melancholy.  His 
broad,  rather  high  forehead,  framed  with  wavy  brown 
hair,  seemed  to  indicate  reflective  habits,  and  his  bright, 
dark  eyes,  surmounted  by  fine  arched  eyebrows,  had  a 
penetrating,  though  thoughtful  expression. 

This  gentleman,  who  had  just  returned  from  a  long 
journey,  had  been  spending  several  days  at  the  house  of 
Doctor  Dufour,  his  most  intimate  friend,  but  was  to  leave 
that  same  evening  for  Nantes  to  make  preparation  for 
another  and  even  more  extended  journey. 

Frederick,  still  leaning  on  the  window-sill,  never  once 
took  his  eyes  off  the  castle ;  and  after  a  few  moments 
Henri  David,  having  laid  his  book  on  his  knee,  doubtless 
to  reflect  upon  what  he  had  just  been  reading,  raised  his 
head  and  for  the  first  time  really  noticed  the  lad  whose 
side-face  was  distinctly  visible  from  where  he  sat.  He 
gave  a  sudden  start,  and  it  was  evident  that  the  sight  of 
the  youth  evoked  some  sad  and  at  the  same  time  pre- 
cious memory  in  his  heart,  for  two  tears  glittered  in  the 
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eyes  that  were  fixed  upon  Frederick ;  then,  passing  his 
hand  across  his  brow  as  if  to  drive  away  these  painful 
recollections,  he  began  to  watch  the  boy  rt^ith  profound 
interest  as  he  noted,  not  without  surprise,  the  gloomy, 
almost  heart-broken  expression  of  his  face. 

The  youth's  eyes  remained  so  persistently  fixed  upon 
the  chateau  that  David  said  to  himself : 

"  What  bitter  thoughts  does  the  sight  of  the  Chateau 
de  Pont  Brillant  evoke  in  the  mind  of  this  pale,  handsome 
youth  that  he  cannot  take  his  eyes  off  it  ?  " 

David's  attention  was  suddenly  diverted  by  the  blare 
of  trumpets  still  a  long  way  off  but  evidently  approach- 
ing the  mall,  and  a  few  minutes  afterward  this  prome- 
nade was  thronged  with  a  crowd,  eager  to  see  the  cortege 
of  himters  organised  in  honour  of  St.  Hubert  by  the 
young  marquis. 

The  expectations  of  the  crowd  were  not  disappointed. 
The  shrill  notes  of  the  trumpets  sounded  louder  and 
louder,  and  a  brilliant  cavalcade  appeared  at  the  end  of 
the  mall. 

The  procession  began  with  four  whippers-in  on  horse- 
back, in  buckskin  jackets  and  breeches,  with  scarlet 
collars  and  facings  richly  trimmed  with  silver  braid, 
with  cocked  hats  on  their  heads  and  hunting  knives  in 
their  belts.  They  also  carried  bugles,  upon  which  they 
alternately  sounded  the  calls  for  the  advance  and  retreat 
of  the  hounds. 

Then  came  fully  one  hundred  magnificent  hunting 
dogs  of  English  breed,  wearing  upon  their  collars,  still  in 
honour  of  St.  Hubert,  big  knots  of  fawn-coloured  and 
scarlet  ribbon. 

Six  keepers  on  foot,  also  in  livery,  with  knee-breeches, 
silk  stockings,  and  shoes  with  big  silver  buckles,  also 
with  hunting  knives,  followed  the  pack,  responding  with 
their  horns  to  the  bugles  of  the  huntsmen. 

A  hunting  fourgon,  drawn  by  two  horses  driven  tan- 
dem, served  as   a    funeral-car  for   a   magnificent  stag 
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reposing  upon  a  bed  of  green  branchee,  with  his  enor- 
mous antlers  adorned  with  long  floating  ribbons. 

Behind  this  fourgon  came  the  huntsmen,  all  on  horse- 
back, some  in  long  scarlet  redingotes,  others  clad  out  of 
courtesy  in  uniform  like  that  worn  by  the  young  Marquis 
de  Pont  Brillant. 

Two  barouches,  each  drawn  by  four  magnificent  horses 
driven  by  postilions  in  fawn-coloured  satin  jackets,  fol- 
lowed the  hunters.  In  one  of  these  carriages  was  the 
dowager  marquise  as  well  as  two  young  and  beautiful 
women  in  riding-habits,  with  a  rosette  of  the  Pont  Bril- 
lant colours  on  the  left  shoulder,  for  they  had  followed 
the  chase  from  start  to  finish. 

The  other  barouche,  as  well  as  a  mail  phaeton  and  an 
elegant  char-d-banc,  was  filled  with  ladies  and  several 
elderly  men,  who  by  reason  of  age  had  merely  played 
the  part  of  onlookers. 

A  large  number  of  sujjerl)  hunters,  intended  to  serve 
as  relays  in  case  of  need,  in  richly  emblazoned  blankets 
and  led  by  grooms  on  horseback,  ended  the  cortege. 

The  perfect  taste  that  characterised  the  whole  display, 
the  perfection  of  tlie  dogs  and  horses,  the  richness  of  the 
fiveries,  the  distinguished  bearing  of  the  gentlemen,  and 
the  beauty  and  elegance  of  the  ladies  that  accompanied 
them  would  have  excited  admiration  anywhere ;  but  for 
the  denizens  of  the  little  town  of  Pont  Brillant  this  cor- 
tege was  a  superb  spectacle,  a  sort  of  march  from  an 
opera,  where  neither  music,  gorgeous  costumes,  nor  im- 
posing display  were  lacking ;  so  in  their  artless  admira- 
tion the  most  enthusiastic,  or  perhaps  the  most  polite 
of  these  townspeople,  —  a  goodly  number  of  them  were 
tradespeople,  —  shouted,  "  Bravo,  bravo,  monsieur  le 
marquis  !  "  and  clapped  their  hands  excitedly. 

Unfortunately,  the  triumphal  progress  of  the  cortege 
was  disturbed  momentarily  by  an  accident  that  occurred 
almost  under  the  windows  of  M.  Dufour's  house. 

The  reader  has  not  forgotten  the  venerable  steed  that 

71 


THE   SEVEN   CARDINAL   SINS. 

had  brought  Madame  Bastieu  to  Pout  Brillaiit  and 
that  had  been  left  standing  with  the  reins  upon  his  neck 
in  trout  of  the  doctor's  house.  The  faithful  animal  had 
always  proved  worthy  of  the  confidence  reposed  in  him 
heretofore,  and  would  doubtless  have  justified  it  to  the 
end  had  it  not  been  for  this  unwonted  display. 

At  the  first  blast  of  the  bugle,  the  old  horse  had  con- 
tented himself  with  pricking  up  his  ears,  but  when  the 
procession  began  to  pass  him,  the  shrill  notes  of  the 
hunting-horns,  the  baying  of  the  hounds,  the  applause  of 
the  spectators,  and  the  loud  cries  of  the  children,  all 
combined  to  destroy  the  wonted  composure  of  this  aged 
son  of  toil,  and  neighing  as  loudly  as  in  the  palmy  days 
of  his  youth,  he  evinced  a  most  unfortunate  desire  to 
join  the  brilliant  cortege  that  was  crossing  the  mall. 

With  two  or  three  vigorous  bounds,  the  venerable 
animal,  dragging  the  old  chaise  after  him,  landed  in  the 
midst  of  the  gay  cavalcade,  where  he  distinguished  him- 
self by  standing  on  his  hind  legs  and  pawing  the  air  with 
his  fore  feet,  abandoning  himself  to  the  ebullition  of  joy, 
directly  in  front  of  the  barouche  containing  the  dowager 
marquise,  who  drew  back  in  terror,  waving  her  handker- 
chief and  uttering  shrill  cries  of  alarm. 

Hearing  this  commotion,  the  young  marquis  glanced 
behind  him  to  see  what  was  the  matter,  then,  wheeling 
his  horse  about,  reached  the  side  of  his  grandmother's 
carriage  with  a  single  bound,  after  which,  with  a  few 
heavy  blows  of  his  riding-whip,  he  made  the  venerable 
but  too  vivacious  work-horse  realise  the  impertinence  of 
this  familiarity,  —  a  hard  lesson  which  was  greeted  with 
shouts  of  laughter  and  loud  applause  of  the  spectators. 

As  for  the  poor  old  horse,  regretting  doubtless  the 
breach  of  confidence  of  which  he  had  been  guilty,  he 
humbly  returned  of  his  own  accord  to  the  doctor's  door, 
while  the  hunting  cortege  proceeded  on  its  way. 

Frederick  Bastien,  from  the  window  where  he  was 
standing,  had  witnessed  the  entire  scene. 
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When  the  cortege  entered  the  mall,  Frederick's  coun- 
tenance and  expression  underwent  such  a  strange  trans- 
formation that  David,  who  had  started  toward  the  window 
on  hearing  the  notes  of  the  bugle,  suddenly  paused,  for- 
getting everything  else  in  his  surprise,  for  the  lad's  face, 
in  spite  of  its  beauty,  had  become  almost  frightful  in  its 
expression.  The  bitter  smile  which  had  curved  Freder- 
ick's lips  while  he  was  gazing  at  the  distant  chateau  was 
succeeded  by  an  expression  of  disdain  when  the  cortege 
appeared,  but  when  Raoul  de  Pont  Brillant,  clad  in  his 
costly  hunting-suit  and  mounted  on  a  magnificent  jet 
black  steed,  passed  amid  the  admiring  plaudits  of  the 
crowd,  Frederick's  face  became  livid,  and  he  clutched  the 
window  so  violently  that  the  veins,  blue  in  his  hands, 
stood  out  like  whipcords  under  the  white  skin. 

None  of  these  details  had  escaped  the  notice  of  Henri 
David,  who  had  had  a  wide  experience  with  his  kind,  and 
his  heart  sank  within  him  as  he  said  to  himself : 

"  Poor  boy !  to  feel  the  pangs  of  hatred  so  early,  for  I 
cannot  doubt  that  it  is  hatred  he  feels  for  that  other  lad 
on  the  handsome  black  horse  I  But  what  can  be  the 
cause  of  it?" 

Henri  David  was  asking  himself  this  question  when 
the  little  contretemps  in  which  the  old  work -horse  had 
played  such  a  prominent  part  occurred. 

On  seeing  his  horse  beaten,  Frederick's  face  became 
terrible.  His  eyes  dilated  with  anger,  and,  with  a  cry  of 
rage,  he  would  in  his  blind  fury  have  precipitated  himself 
from  the  window  to  run  after  the  marquis,  if  he  had  not 
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been  prevented  by  David,  who  seized  him  about  the 
waist. 

The  surprise  this  occasioned  recalled  Frederick  to 
himself,  but,  recovering  a  little  from  his  astonishment, 
he  demanded,  in  a  voice  trembling  with  anger : 

"  Who  are  you,  monsieur,  and  why  do  you  touch 
me?" 

"  You  were  leaning  so  far  out  of  the  window,  my  boy, 
that  I  feared  you  would  fall,"  replied  David,  gently.  "  I 
wanted  to  prevent  such  a  calamity." 

"  Who  told  you  it  would  be  a  calamity  ?  "  retorted  the 
youth. 

Then  turning  abruptly  away,  he  threw  himself  in  an 
armchair,  buried  his  face  in  his  hands,  and  began  to 
weep. 

David's  interest  and  curiosity  were  becoming  more  and 
more  excited  as  he  gazed  with  tender  compassion  at  this 
unfortunate  youth  who  seemed  now  as  utterly  crushed  as 
he  had  been  violently  excited  a  short  time  before. 

Suddenly  the  door  opened,  and  Madame  Bastien 
appeared,  accompanied  by  the  doctor. 

"  Where  is  my  son  ? "  asked  Marie,  glancing  around 
the  room,  without  even  seeing  David. 

Madame  Bastien  could  not  see  her  son,  the  armchair 
in  which  he  had  thrown  himself  being  concealed  by  the 
door  that  had  been  thrown  open. 

On  seeing  this  beautiful  young  woman,  who  looked 
scarcely  twenty,  as  we  have  said  before,  and  whose  fea- 
tures bore  such  a  striking  resemblance  to  Frederick's, 
David  remained  for  a  moment  speechless  with  surprise 
and  admiration,  to  which  was  added  a  profound  interest 
when  he  learned  that  this  was  the  mother  of  the  youth 
for  whom  he  already  felt  such  a  sincere  compassion. 

"  Where  is  my  son  ? "  repeated  Madame  Bastien, 
advancing  farther  into  the  room  and  gazing  around  her 
with  evident  anxiety. 

"The  poor  child  is  there,"  said  David,  in  a  low  tone, 
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at  the  same  time  motioning  the  anxious  parent  to  look 
behind  the  door. 

There  was  so  much  sympathy  and  kindness  in  David's 
face  as  well  as  in  the  tone  in  which  he  uttered  the  words, 
that  though  Marie  had  been  astonished  at  first  at  the 
sight  of  the  stranger,  she  said  to  him  now  as  if  she  had 
known  him  always : 

"  Good  Heavens  !  what  is  the  matter  ?  Has  anything 
happened  to  him  ? " 

"  Ah,  mother,"  suddenly  replied  the  youth,  who  had 
taken  advantage  of  the  moment  during  which  he  had 
been  hidden  from  Madame  Bastien's  sight  to  wipe 
away  his  tears.  Then  bowing  with  a  distrait  air  to 
Doctor  Dufour,  whom  he  had  always  treated  with  such 
affectionate  cordiality  before,  Frederick  approached  his 
mother  and  said : 

"  Come,  mother,  let  us  go." 

"  Frederick,"  exclaimed  Marie,  seizing  her  son's  hands 
and  anxiously  scrutinising  his  features,  "  Frederick,  you 
have  been  weeping." 

"  No,"  he  responded,  stamping  his  foot  impatiently, 
and  roughly  disengaging  his  hands  from  his  mother's 
grasp.    "  Come,  let  us  go,  I  say," 

"But  he  has  been  weeping,  has  he  not,  monsieur?" 
again  turning  to  David  with  a  half-questioning,  half- 
frightened  air. 

"  Well,  yes,  I  have  been  weeping,"  replied  Frederick, 
with  a  sarcastic  smile,  "  weeping  for  gratitude,  for  this 
gentleman  here,"  pointing  to  David,  "  prevented  me 
from  falling  out  of  the  window.  Now,  mother,  you 
know  all.     Come,  let  us  go." 

And  Frederick  turned  abruptly  toward  the  door. 

Doctor  Dufour,  no  less  surprised  and  grieved  than 
Madame  Bastien,  turned  to  David, 

"  My  friend,  what  does  this  mean  ? "  he  asked. 

"  Monsieur,"  added  Marie,  also  turning  to  the  doctor's 
friend,  embarrassed  and  distressed  at  the  poor  opinion 
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this  stranger  must  have  formed  of  Frederick,  "  I  have 
no  idea  what  my  son  means.  I  do  not  know  what  has 
happened,  but  I  must  beg  you,  monsieur,  to  excuse 
him." 

"  It  is  I  who  should  ask  to  be  excused,  madame," 
replied  David,  with  a  kindly  smile.  "  Seeing  your  son 
leaning  imprudently  far  out  of  the  window  just  now,  I 
made  the  mistake  of  treating  him  like  a  schoolboy. 
He  is  proud  of  his  sixteen  summers,  as  he  should  be, 
for  at  that  age,"  continued  David,  with  gentle  gravity, 
"  one  is  almost  a  man,  and  must  fully  understand  and 
appreciate  all  the  charm  and  happiness  of  a  mother's 
love." 

"  Monsieur  !  "  exclaimed  Frederick,  impetuously,  his 
nostrils  quivering  with  anger,  and  a  deep  flush  suffusing 
his  pale  face,  "  1  need  no  lesson  from  you." 

And  turning  on  his  heel,  he  left  the  room. 

"  Frederick  !  "  cried  Marie,  reproachfully,  but  her  son 
was  gone ;  so  turning  her  lovely  face,  down  which  tears 
were  now  streaming,  to  David,  she  said,  with  touching 
artlessness : 

"  Ah,  monsieur,  T  must  again  ask  your  pardon.  Your 
kind  words  lead  me  to  hope  that  you  will  understand 
my  regret,  and  that  you  will  not  blame  my  unhappy  son 
too  severely." 

"  He  is  evidently  suffering,  and  should  be  pitied  and 
soothed,"  replied  David,  sympathisingly.  "  When  I  first 
saw  him  I  was  startled  by  his  pallor  and  the  drawn 
appearance  of  his  features.  But  he  has  gone,  madame, 
and  1  would  advise  you  not  to  leave  him  by  himself." 

"  Come,  madame,  come  at  once,"  said  Doctor  Dufour, 
offering  his  arm  to  Madame  Bastien,  and  the  latter, 
divided  between  the  surprise  the  stranger's  kindness 
excited  and  the  intense  anxiety  she  felt  in  regard  to  her 
son,  left  the  room  precipitately  in  company  with  the 
doctor  to  overtake  Frederick. 

On  being  left  alone,  David   walked  to  the   window, 

76 


ENVY. 

A  moment  afterward,  he  saw  Madame  Bastien  come  out 
of  the  house  with  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes  and 
leaning  on  the  doctor,  and  step  into  the  shabby  little 
vehicle  in  which  Frederick  had  already  seated  himself 
amid  the  laughs  and  sneers  of  the  crowd  that  lingered 
on  the  mall,  and  that  had  witnessed  the  old  work-horse's 
misadventure. 

"  That  old  nag  won't  forget  the  lesson  the  young 
marquis  gave  him  for  some  time,  I'll  be  bound,"  re- 
marked one  lounger. 

"  Wasn't  he  a  sight  when  he  planted  himself  with 
that  old  rattletrap  of  a  chaise  right  in  the  midst  of  our 
young  marquis's  tine  carriages  ?  "  remarked  another. 

"  Yes,  the  old  plug  won't  forget  St.  Hubert's  Day  in 
a  hurry,  I  guess,"  added  a  third. 

"  Nor  shall  I  forget  it,"  muttered  Frederick,  trembling 
with  rage. 

At  that  moment  the  doctor  assisted  Madame  Bastien 
into  the  vehicle,  and  Frederick,  exasperated  by  the 
coarse  jests  he  had  just  overheard,  struck  the  innocent 
cause  of  all  this  commotion  a  furious  blow,  and  the  poor 
old  horse,  unused  to  such  treatment,  started  off  almost 
on  a  run. 

In  vain  Madame  Bastien  implored  her  son  to  moderate 
the  animal's  pace.  Several  persons  narrowly  escaped 
being  run  over.  A  child  who  was  slow  in  getting  out 
of  the  way  received  a  cut  of  the  whip  from  Frederick, 
and  whirling  rapidly  around  the  corner  at  the  end  of  the 
mall,  the  chaise  disappeared  from  sight  amid  the  jeers 
and  execrations  of  the  angry  crowd. 
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After  he  had  escorted  Marie  to  her  carriage  Doctor 
Dufour  reentered  the  house  and  found  his  friend  still 
standing  thoughtfully  by  the  window. 

On  hearing  the  door  open  and  close,  David  awoke 
from  his  reverie  and  turned  toward  the  doctor,  who, 
thinking  of  the  painful  scene  which  they  had  just 
witnessed,  exclaimed,  referring  of  course  to  Madame 
Bastien : 

"  Poor  woman  !  poor  woman  !  " 

"  The  young  woman  does  indeed  seem  greatly  to  be 
pitied,"  remarked  David. 

"Far  more  than  you. think,  for  she  lives  only  for  her 
son ;  so  you  can  judge  how  she  must  suffer." 

"  Her  son  ?  Why,  I  thought  he  was  her  brother. 
She  doesn't  look  a  day  over  twenty.  She  must  have 
married  very  young." 

"  At  the  age  of  fifteen." 

"  And  how  beautiful  she  is ! "  remarked  Henri,  after 
a  moment's  silence.  "  Her  loveliness,  too,  is  of  an 
unusual  type,  —  the  at  once  virginal  and  maternal  beauty 
that  gives  Raphael's  virgin  mothers  such  a  divine 
character." 

"  Virgin  mothers !  The  words  are  peculiarly  ap- 
propriate in  this  connection,  1  will  tell  you  Madame 
Bastien's  story.     I  feel  sure  that  it  will  interest  you." 

"  You  are  right,  my  friend.  It  will  give  me  food  for 
thought  during  my  travels." 

"  M.  Fierval,"  began  the  doctor,  "  was  the  only  son 
of  a  well-to-do    banker  of  Angers ;    but  several   unfor- 
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tunate  speculations  involved  him  deeply,  financially. 
Among  his  business  friends  was  a  real  estate  agent 
named  Jacques  Bastien,  who  was  a  native  of  this  town 
and  the  son  of  a  notary.  When  M.  Fierval  became  em- 
barrassed, Bastien,  who  had  considerable  ready  money, 
gave  him  valuable  pecuniary  assistance.  Marie  was 
fifteen  at  the  time,  beautiful,  and,  like  nearly  all  the 
daughters  of  thrifty  provincials,  brought  up  like  a  sort 
of  upper  servant  in  the  house.'* 

''  What  you  say  amazes  me.  Madame  Bastien's  man- 
ners are  so  refined.    She  has  such  an  air  of  distinction  —  " 

"  In  short,  you  see  nothing  to  indicate  any  lack  of 
early  education  in  her." 

''  Quito  the  contrary." 

'•  You  are  right ;  but  you  would  not  be  so  much  sur- 
prised if  you  had  witnessed  the  numerous  metamor- 
phoses in  Madame  Bastien  that  I  have.  Though  she 
was  so  young  she  made  a  sufficiently  deep  impression 
upon  our  real  estate  man  for  him  to  come  to  me  one 
day,  and  say : 

" '  I  want  to  do  a  very  foolish  thing,  that  is  to  marry  a 
young  girl,  but  what  makes  the  thing  a  little  less  idiotic, 
perhaps,  is  that  the  girl  I  have  in  view,  though  extremely 
pretty,  has  very  little  education,  though  she  is  a  capital 
housewife.  She  goes  to  market  with  her  father's  cook, 
makes  delicious  pickles  and  preserves,  and  hasn't  her 
equal  in  mending  and  darning.'  Six  weeks  afterward, 
Marie,  in  spite  of  her  aversion,  and  in  spite  of  her  tears 
and  entreaties,  yielded  to  her  father's  inexorable  will,  and 
became  Madame  Bastien." 

"  Was  Bastien  himself  aware  of  the  repugnance  he 
inspired  ?  " 

"  Perfectly ;  and  this  repugnance,  by  the  way,  was 
only  too  well  justified,  for  Bastien,  who  was  then  forty- 
two  years  old,  was  as  ugly  as  I  am,  to  say  the  least,  but 
had  the  constitution  of  a  bull,  —  a  sort  of  Farnese  Her- 
cules he  was,  in  short,  —  though  much  more  inclined  to 
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embonpoint,  as  he  is  an  immense  eater,  and  not  at  all 
cleanly  in  his  personal  habits.  So  much  for  him  physi- 
cally. Mentally,  he  is  coarse,  ignorant,  arrogant,  and 
bigoted,  insufferably  proud  of  the  money  he  has  amassed. 
Strongly  inclined  to  avarice,  he  thinks  he  is  treating  his 
wife  very  liberally  by  allowing  her  one  servant,  a  gar- 
dener, who  acts  as  a  Jack-of- all-trades  on  the  place,  and 
an  old  work-horse  to  take  her  to  town  now  and  then. 
The  only  good  thing  about  Bastien  is  that  his  business 
keeps  him  away  about  three-quarters  of  the  time,  for 
he  buys  large  tracts  of  land  all  over  the  country,  and, 
after  dividing  them  up,  sells  these  subdivisions  to  small 
farmers.  When  he  does  return  to  his  present  home,  a 
farm  which  proved  a  poor  investment,  and  which  he  has 
been  unable  to  dispose  of,  he  devotes  his  time  to  making 
as  much  money  out  of  it  as  he  can,  getting  up  at  sun- 
rise to  watch  his  crops  put  in,  and  returning  only  at 
night  to  sup  voraciously,  drink  like  a  fish,  and  fall  into 
a  drunken  sleep." 

"  You  are  right,  Pierre,  this  poor  woman  is  much  more 
unfortunate  than  I  supposed.  What  a  husband  for  such 
a  charming  creature  !  But  men  like  this  Bastien,  who 
are  endowed  with  the  appetites  of  the  brute  combined 
with  the  instinct  of  rapacity,  are  at  least  excessively 
fond  of  their  wives  and  their  young.  M.  Bastien  at  least 
loves  his  wife  and  son,  does  he  not?  " 

"  As  for  his  wife,  your  comparison  of  a  virgin  mother 
was  singularly  appropriate,  as  I  remarked  a  few  minutes 
ago.  A  day  or  two  after  his  marriage,  Bastien,  who  has 
always  persecuted  me  with  his  confidences,  said,  sullenly  : 
'  If  I  were  to  yield  to  that  prudish  wife  of  mine  I  should 
remain  a  bachelor  husband  all  the  rest  of  my  life.'  And 
it  would  seem  that  he  has  been  obliged  to,  for,  alluding 
to  his  son,  he  remarked  one  day,  '  It  is  a  good  thing  for 
me  I  had  a  child  when  I  did,  but  for  that  I  should  never 
have  had  one.'  In  his  anger  at  finding  himself  rebuffed, 
he  tried  to  punish  poor  Marie  for  the  repugnance  he  had 
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inspired,  but  which  he  has  been  entirely  unable  to  over- 
come, though  he  has  resorted  to  brutality,  to  violence, 
and  even  to  blows ;  for  when  this  man   is  intoxicated 
he  has  not  the  slightest  control  over  himself." 
.  "  Why,  this  is  infamous  !  " 

"  Yes ;  and  when  I  indignantly  reproached  him,  he 
said :  '  Nonsense.  She  is  my  wife,  and  the  law  is  on 
my  side.  1  didn't  marry  to  remain  a  bachelor,  and  no 
slip  of  a  girl  like  that  is  going  to  get  the  better  of  me.' 
And  yet  he  has  had  to  yield,  for  brute  force  cannot  over- 
come a  woman's  aversion  and  loathing,  particularly  when 
the  woman  is  endowed  with  remarkable  strength  of  will 
like  Marie  Bastien.  At  first  he  intended  to  live  in  Blois, 
but  his  wife's  resistance  changed  his  plans.  '  If  this  is 
the  way  she  is  going  to  act,'  he  said  to  me  one  day,  '  she 
shall  pay  dearly  for  it.  I  have  a  farm  near  Pont  Brillant. 
She  shall  live  there  alone  on  one  hundred  francs  a  month.' 
And  he  was  as  good  as  his  word.  Marie  accepted  the 
pinched  and  lonely  life  Bastien  imposed  upon  her  with 
courage  and  resignation,  though  Bastien  did  his  best  to 
make  her  existence  as  miserable  as  possible,  until  he 
learned  that  she  was  enceinte.  After  that  he  became  a 
little  more  lenient,  for  though  he  still  left  Marie  at  the 
farm,  he  allowed  her  to  make  a  few  inexpensive  changes, 
which,  thanks  to  Madame  Bastien's  good  taste,  have 
quite  transformed  the  abode.  The  amiability  and  many 
virtues  of  his  charming  wife  seem  to  have  wrought  some 
slight  improvement  in  Bastien,  for  though  he  is  still 
coarse,  he  seems  to  be  rather  less  of  a  brute,  and  to  have 
decided  to  make  the  best  of  his  life  of  a  bachelor  hus- 
band. '  Well,  doctor,  I  was  born  lucky  after  all,'  he 
remarked  to  me,  not  very  long  ago.  '  My  wife  is  living, 
and  I  am  not  sorry  for  it  on  the  whole.  She  is  sweet- 
tempered  and  patient  and  economical,  and  I  never  give 
her  a  penny  except  for  household  expenses,  yet  she 
seems  perfectly  contented.  She  never  sets  foot  off  the 
farm,  and  seems  to  think  only  of  her  son.     On  the  other 
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hand,  if  my  wife  should  die  1  should  not  be  inconsolable, 
for,  as  you  must  understand  yourself,  to  be  a  married 
man  and  yet  have  to  lead  a  bachelor  life  has  its  objec- 
tions as  well  as  being  very  expensive ;  so  whether  my 
wife  lives  or  dies  I  have  no  cause  to  complain.  That 
was  what  1  meant  when  1  told  you  just  now  that  I  was 
really  born  lucky,  after  all.'  " 

"  And  his  son,  does  he  seem  to  really  care  anything 
about  him  ?"  inquired  Henri,  more  and  more  interested. 

"  Bastien  is  one  of  those  fathers  who  consider  that  a 
parent  should  always  be  crabbed  and  angry  and  fault- 
finding, so,  during  his  rare  sojourns  at  the  farm,  where 
he  evinces  more  interest  in  his  cattle  than  in  his  son,  he 
always  "finds  a  means  of  incensing  his  child  against  him. 
The  natural  result  of  all  this  is  that  Bastien  has  no 
place  in  the  lives  of  his  wife  and  son.  And,  speaking  of 
Frederick's  education,  I  must  tell  you  another  of  those 
admirable  metamorphoses  that  maternal  love  has  effected 
in  Madame  Bastien." 

"  Pray  do,  Pierre,"  said  Henri,  earnestly.  "  You  have 
no  idea  how  much  this  interests  me." 

"  Reared  as  I  have  described,  and  married  at  the  age 
of  fifteen,"  continued  the  doctor,  "  Marie  Bastien  had 
received  a  very  imperfect  education,  though  she  was 
really  endowed  with  an  unusual  amount  of  intellectual 
ability.  But  when  she  became  a  mother,  realising  the 
importance  of  the  duties  devolving  upon  her,  Marie, 
inconsolable  at  her  ignorance,  resolved  to  acquire  in 
four  or  five  years  all  the  knowledge  necessary  to  enable 
her  to  undertake  her  child's  education,  which  she  was 
determined  to  entrust  to  no  one  else." 

"  And  this  resolve  ?  "  inquired  David. 

"  Was  faithfully  carried  out.  When  she  first  broached 
the  subject  to  Bastien  he  scoffed  at  the  idea,  but  when 
Marie  told  him  that  she  was  determined  not  to  be  sep- 
arated from  her  son,  and  reminded  him  how  expensive 
it  would  be  to  have  teachers  come  out  to  the  farm  from 
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Pont  Brillant  and  later  from  Blois,  Bastien  concluded 
that  his  wife  might  be  right,  after  all,  and  consented  to 
the  arrangement.  Fortunately  Marie  found  in  a  young 
Englishwoman  a  treasure  of  knowledge,  intelligence,  and 
kindheartedness.  Miss  Harriet,  for  that  was  her  name, 
appreciating  and  admiring  this  rare  example  of  mater- 
nal devotion,  devoted  herself  body  and  soul  to  her 
mission,  and,  ably  assisted  by  the  natural  talent  and 
untiring  industry  of  her  pui)il,  in  four  years  she  had 
imparted  to  the  young  mother  a  thorough  acquaintance 
with  history,  geography,  and  literature.  Madame  Bas- 
tien had  also  become  a  sufficiently  good  musician  to 
teach  her  son  music.  She  had  also  acquired  a  fair 
knowledge  of  the  English  language,  a  sufficient  knowl- 
edge of  drawing  to  be  able  to  teach  Frederick  to  draw 
from  nature.  He  profited  wonderfully  well  by  these 
lessons,  for  few  boys  of  his  age  are  equally  far  advanced 
or  so  thoroughly  grounded,  and  his  mother  certainly  had 
good  cause  to  feel  proud  of  the  effects  both  of  her  train- 
ing and  teaching,  when  she  suddenly  perceived  a  strange 
change  in  him." 

The  doctor  was  here  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of 
the  old  servant,  who,  addressing  her  master,  said : 

"  Monsieur,  I  came  to  warn  you  that  the  diligence  for 
Nantes  will  pass  at  six  o'clock,  and  they  have  come  for 
M.  David's  baggage." 

"  Very  well,  they  can  take  it,  and  will  you  ask  them 
to  be  good  enough  to  inform  me  when  the  diligence 
arrives  ? " 

"  Yes,  M.  David."  Then,  with  an  expression  of  artless 
regret,  she  added  ; 

"  Is  it  really  true  that  you  are  going  to  leave  us,  M. 
David  ?  Is  it  possible  that  you  are  going  to  let  your 
friend  go  ?  "  she  added,  turning  to  the  doctor. 

"  Do  you  hear  that  ? "  asked  M.  Dufour,  smiling 
sadly.  "  I  am  not  the  only  person  who  regrets  your 
departure,  you  see." 
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Aftee  the  servant's  departure,  Henri  David,  still  under 
the  painful  impression  which  his  friend's  revelations  on 
the  subject  of  Marie  Bastien  had  produced,  remained 
silent  for  several  minutes. 

Doctor  Dufour,  too,  was  silent  and  thoughtful,  for  the 
servant's  announcement  had  reminded  him  that  he  was 
soon  to  be  separated  from  his  dearest  friend,  perhaps  for 
years. 

Henri  was  the  first  to  speak. 

"  You  were  right,  Pierre,  I  shall  take  away  with  me  a 
delightful  recollection  of  this  charming  Madame  Bastien. 
What  you  have  just  told  me  will  often  be  a  subject  of 
pleasant  thought  to  me,  and  —  " 

"  I  understand  you,  Henri,  and  you  must  forgive  me 
for  not  having  thought  of  it  sooner,"  exclaimed  the  doc- 
tor, noting  his  friend's  emotion,  "  the  sight  of  this  youth 
must  remind  you  —  " 

"  Yes,  the  sight  of  this  youth  does  remind  me  of  one  I 
can  never  forget,  my  poor  Fernand,"  said  Henri,  seeing 
the  doctor  hesitate.  "  He  was  about  Frederick's  age,  so 
it  is  only  natural  that  this  handsome  boy  should  excite 
my  interest,  an  interest  which  is  naturally  increased  by 
the  admiration  I  feel  for  his  brave  and  devoted  mother. 
Heaven  grant  that,  after  all  her  love  and  devotion,  her 
son  is  not  going  to  be  a  disappointment  to  her.  But 
how  is  it  that,  after  he  has  been  reared  with  such  care 
and  solicitude,  he  should  now  give  his  mother  such 
grave  cause  for  anxiety  ?" 

"The  fact  is  that  this  lad,, whom  you  have  just  seen 
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so  pale  and  thin  and  sullen  and  irascible,  was  full  of 
health  and  gaiety  and  good  humour  only  a  few  months 
ago.  Then  the  relations  that  existed  between  his  mother 
and  himself  were  of  the  most  charming  as  well  as  affec- 
tionate character  imaginable,  while  his  generosity  of 
heart  could  not  have  failed  to  excite  your  liveliest 
admiration." 

"  Poor  boy,"  said  Henri  David,  compassionately.  "  I 
believe  you,  Pierre,  for  there  is  such  an  expression  of 
sadness  and  liitterness  on  his  handsome  face.  It  is  evi- 
dent that  he  is  not  bad  at  heart.  It  seems  to  me  more 
as  if  he  were  suffering  from  some  secret  malady,"  added 
Henri,  thoughtfully.  "  How  strange  it  is  that  there 
should  be  such  a  remarkable  change  in  him  in  so  short 
a  time  !  " 

"  I  cannot  understand  it  myself,"  replied  the  doctor, 
"for  heart  and  mind  and  body  all  seem  to  have  been 
attacked  at  the  same  time.  A  short  time  ago  study  was 
a  pleasure  to  Frederick,  his  imagination  was  brilliant,  his 
mental  faculties  almost  precocious  in  their  development. 
All  this  is  changed  now,  and  about  a  month  ago  his 
mother,  distressed  at  the  state  of  apathy  into  which  her 
son  had  so  suddenly  relapsed,  decided  to  employ  a  tutor 
for  him,  hoping  that  a  change  of  instructors  and  new 
branches  of  study,  more  especially  those  of  natural 
science,  would  act  as  a  sort  of  stimulant." 

"  Well  ? " 

"  At  the  end  of  a  week  the  tutor,  disgusted  with  Fred- 
erick's dullness,  rudeness,  and  violence,  left  the  house." 

"  But  to  what  do  you  attribute  this  remarkable 
change  ? " 

"  I  thought  and  still  think  that  it  is  due  to  natural  or 
rather  physical  causes.  There  are  many  instances  of 
similar  crises  in  youths  on  attaining  the  age  of  puberty. 
It  is  a  time  of  life  when  the  salient  traits  of  character 
begin  to  manifest  themselves,  when  the  man  succeeding 
the  youth  begins  to  show  what  he  is  going  to  be  some 
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day.  This  metamorphosis  nearly  always  causes  seri- 
ous disturbance  throughout  the  entire  system,  and  it  is 
quite  probable  that  Frederick  is  now  under  the  influence 
of  this  phenomenon." 

"  Doesn't  this  very  plausible  explanation  reassure 
Madame  Bastion  ?  " 

"  One  can  never  entirely  reassure  a  mother,  at  least  a 
mother  like  that.  The  reasons  I  gave  her  calmed  her 
fears  for  awhile,  but  the  trouble  increased  and  she  took 
fright  again.  In  her  interview  with  me  just  now  she 
made  no  attempt  to  disguise  her  fears,  and  even  accused 
herself  of  being  to  blame  for  the  recent  state  of  things. 
'  I  am  his  mother  and  yet  I  cannot  divine  what  is  the 
matter  with  him,  so  I  certainly  must  be  lacking  in  pene- 
tration and  in  maternal  instinct.  I  am  his  mother,  and 
yet  he  will  not  tell  me  the  cause  of  the  trouble  that  is 
killing  him.  It  is  my  fault.  It  must  be.  I  cannot 
have  been  a  good  mother.  A  mother  has  always  done 
something  wrong  if  she  cannot  succeed  in  gaining  her 
child's  confidence.' " 

"  Poor  woman  !  "  exclaimed  Henri.  "  She  wrongs 
herself,  though,  in  considering  her  maternal  instinct  in 
fault." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ? " 

"  Why,  doesn't  her  instinct  warn  her  that  you  are 
wrong,  plausible  as  your  explanation  of  her  son's  con- 
dition is,  for,  in  spite  of  her  confidence  in  you,  and  in 
spite  of  the  desire  she  feels  to  be  reassured,  your  assur- 
ances have  not  calmed  her  fears." 

Then,  after  sitting  silent  and  thoughtful  for  a  moment, 
Henri  asked  : 

"  Is  that  large  building  we  see  there  in  the  distance 
the  Chateau  de  Pont  Bril'lant  ? " 

"  Yes.  Its  owner,  the  young  marquis,  was  in  the 
party  that  passed  just  now.     But  why  do  you  ask  ?  " 

"  Does  Madame  Bastion's  son  visit  there  ?  " 

"  Oh,   no.      The    Pont    Brillants  are    a    very    proud 
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and    aristocratic    family,  and    associate   only   with   the 
nobility." 

"  So  Frederick  does  not  even  know  the  young 
marquis  ?  " 

"  If  he  does,  it  is  only  by  sight,  for  I  repeat  the  young 
marquis  is  much  too  proud  to  have  anything  to  do  with 
a  youth  of  Frederick's  humble  station." 

''  Is  this  family  popular  ?  "  inquired  Henri  David,  more 
and  more  thoughtfully. 

"■  The  Pont  Brillauts  are  immensely  rich,  nearly  all  the 
land  for  six  or  seven  leagues  around  belongs  to  them. 
They  own,  too,  most  of  the  houses  in  this  little  town. 
The  tradespeople,  too,  are  of  course  largely  dependent 
upon  their  patronage,  so  this  powerful  family  command 
at  least  a  strong  show  of  respect  and  attachment.  There 
is  also  a  certain  amount  of  money  given  to  the  poor 
every  year  by  the  family.  The  mayor  and  the  cure  dis- 
tribute it,  however.  The  young  marquis  has  nothing  more 
to  do  with  that  than  his  grandmother,  whose  skepticism 
and  cynicism  make  Baron  Holbach's  atheism  seem  pale 
by  comparison.  But  why  do  you  ask  all  these  questions 
in  relation  to  the  chateau  and  its  occupants  ?  " 

"  Because  just  now  when  I  was  alone  with  Frederick 
I  thought  I  discovered  that  he  hated  this  young  marquis 
with  a  deadly  hatred." 

"  Frederick  ? "  exclaimed  the  doctor,  with  quite  as 
much  surprise  as  incredulity.  "  That  is  impossible.  I 
am  sure  he  never  spoke  to  M.  de  Font  Brill  ant  in  his 
life.  So  how  could  he  possibly  feel  any  such  animosity 
against  the  young  marquis  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  know,  but  I  am  sure,  from  what  I  have 
seen,  that  he  does." 

"  What  you  have  seen  ?  " 

"  The  horse  that  brought  Frederick  and  his  mother 
here,  not  being  hitched,  evinced  an  intention  of  joining 
the  brillant  cortege  as  it  passed.  The  young  marquis 
struck  it  a  heavy  blow  with  his  whip  and  drove  it  back, 
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and  if  I  had  not  restrained  Frederick,  he  would  have 
jumped  out  of  the  window  and  flown  at  M.  de  Pont 
BrQlant." 

"  So  it  was  in  order  not  to  frighten  Madame  Bastien 
you  told  us  - —  " 

"  That  Frederick  had  imprudently  leaned  too  far  out 
of  the  window.  Yes,  Pierre,  I  repeat  it,  I  did  not 
lose  a  gesture  or  the  slightest  change  of  expression  in 
the  poor  boy's  face.  It  is  hatred,  a  deadly  hatred,  that 
he  feels  for  the  other  youth." 

"  But  I  tell  you  that  Madame  Bastien's  son  has  never 
even  spoken  to  Raoul  de  Pont  Brillant.  They  live  in 
two  entirely  different  worlds.  They  can  never  have 
come  in  the  slightest  contact  with  each  other." 

"  True.  Your  reasoning  seems  perfectly  just,  and  I 
suppose  I  ought  to  acquiesce,"  replied  Henri  David, 
thoughtfully.  "  Nevertheless,  something  tells  me  that  I 
am  right,  and  now  I  almost  begin  to  regret  having  met 
this  charming  woman,  for  the  very  reason  that  she  and 
her  son  have  inspired  me  with  such  a  deep  interest." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Frankly,  my  friend,  what  can  be  more  sad  than 
to  feel  a  commiseration  as  profound  as  it  is  futile  ? 
Who  could  be  more  worthy  of  sympathy  and  respect 
than  this  most  unhappily  married  woman,  who  has 
lived  even  cheerfully  for  years  in  almost  complete  soli- 
tude, uncomplainingly,  with  a  son  as  handsome,  sensible, 
and  intelligent  as  herself  ?  And  suddenly  at  one  fell 
swoop  this  life  is  blighted  ;  the  mother  watches  with 
growing  despair  the  progress  of  the  mysterious  malady 
the  cause  of  which  she  has  striven  in  vain  to  discover. 
Ah,  I  can  understand  only  too  well  the  agony  of  an 
experience  like  hers,  for  I  too  loved  my  poor  Feruand 
almost  to  idolatry,"  continued  Henri,  scarcely  able  to 
restrain  his  tears,  "  and  to  me  this  utter  powerlessness  in 
the  presence  of  an  evil  one  deeply  deplores  has  always 
been  a  source  of  torture,  almost  of  remorse,  to  me." 
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"  Yes,  that  is  true,"  replied  the  doctor.  "  How  often 
you  said  almost  the  very  same  thing  in  the  letters  you 
wrote  me  during  your  long  and  dangerous  journeys, 
undertaken  with  such  a  noble  object,  but  at  the  same 
time  with  the  necessity  of  authenticating  the  most 
frightful  facts,  the  most  barbarous  customs,  the  most 
atrocious  laws,  though  realising  all  the  while  that  this 
state  of  things  must  go  on  for  years,  and  perhaps  even 
for  centuries,  unhindered.  Yes,  yes,  I  can  understand 
how  it  must  try  a  soul  like  yours  to  see  evils  which  it 
is  impossible  to  assuage." 

The  clock  in  a  neighbouring  churcb-  struck  three 
quarters  past  five. 

"  My  dear  friend,  we  have  but  a  few  minutes  left," 
remarked  Henri,  holding  out  his  hand  to  the  doctor, 
who  was  unable  to  speak  for  awhile,  so  great  was  his 
emotion. 

"  Alas !  my  dear  Henri,"  he  said  at  last,  "  I  ought  to 
have  accustomed  myself  to  the  idea  of  your  departure, 
but  you  see  my  courage  fails  me  after  all." 

"  Nonsense,  Pierre,  I  shall  see  you  again  in  less  than 
two  years.  This  voyage  will  probably  be  the  last  I 
shall  undertake,  and  then  I  am  coming  to  take  up  my 
abode  near  you." 

"  Monsieur,  monsieur,  the  Nantes  diligence  is  coming 
in,"  cried  the.  old  servant,  rushing  into  the  room.  "  You 
haven't  a  minute  to  lose." 

"  Farewell,  Pierre,"  said  Henri,  clasping  his  friend  in 
a  last  embrace. 

"  Farewell.  God  grant  we  may  meet  again,  my  dear 
Henri." 

A  few  minutes  afterward,  Henri  David  was  on  his 
way  to  Nantes,  from  which  port  he  was  to  start  on  an 
expedition  to  Central  Africa. 
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One  more  drop  makes  the  cup  run  over,  says  the 
proverb.  In  like  manner,  the  scene  that  had  occurred 
on  the  mall  at  Pont  Brillant  on  St.  Hubert's  Day 
had  caused  the  rancour  that  filled  Frederick  Bastien's 
heart  to  overflow. 

In  the  chastisement  which  the  young  marquis  had 
inflicted  upon  his  horse,  Frederick  saw  an  insult,  or 
rather  a  pretext,  that  would  enable  him  to  manifest  his 
hatred  toward  Raoul  de  Pont  Brillant. 

After  a  night  spent  in  gloomy  reflections,  Madame 
Bastien's  son  wrote  the  following  note : 

"  If  you  are  not  a  coward,  you  will  come  to  Grand 
Sire's  Rock  to-morrow  morning  with  your  gun  loaded. 
I  shall  have  mine.     Come  alone,  I  shall  be  alone. 

"  I  hate  you.  You  shall  know  my  name  when  I  have 
told  you  to  your  face  the  reason  of  my  hatred. 

"  Grand  Sire's  Rock  stands  in  a  lonely  part  of  your 
forest.  I  shall  be  there  all  the -morning,  and  all  day  if 
necessary,  waiting  for  you :  so  you  will  have  no  excuse 
for  failing  to  come."  ' 

This  absurd  effusion  can  be  explained  only  by  Fred- 
erick's youth  and  intense  animosity,  as  well  as  his  utter 
lack  of  experience  and  the  isolation  in  which  he  had 
lived. 

This  efifusion  written  and  posted,  the  youth  feigned 
unusual  calmness  all  day,  so  no  one  would  suspect  his 
designs. 
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When  night  came,  he  told  Madame  Bastien  that  he 
felt  very  tired  and  intended  to  stay  in  bed  all  the  next 
forenoon,  and  that  he  did  not  want  any  one  to  come  to 
his  room  until  after  he  got  up ;  so  the  mother,  hoping 
rest  would  prove  beneficial  to  her  son,  promised  his 
request  should  be  complied  with. 

At  daybreak  Frederick  cautiously  made  his  escape 
through  his  bedroom  window  and  hastened  to  the  place 
of  rendezvous.  As  he  approached  it  his  heart  throbbed 
with  ferocious  ardour,  feeling  confident  that  Raoul  de 
Pont  Brillant  would  hasten  to  avenge  the  insult  con- 
tained in  this  insulting  note  he  had  received. 

"  He  shall  kill  me,  or  I  will  kill  him,"  Frederick  said 
to  himself.  "  If  he  kills  me,  so  much  the  better. 
What  is  the  use  of  dragging  out  a  life  poisoned  with 
envy  ?     If  I  kill  him  —  " 

He  shuddered  at  the  thought,  then,  ashamed  of  his 
weakness,  he  continued : 

"  If  I  kill  him,  it  will  be  better  yet.  He  will  cease  to 
enjoy  the  pleasures  and  luxuries  that  arouse  my  envy. 
If  I  kill  him,"  added  the  unfortunate  youth,  trying  to 
justify  this  bloodthirsty  resolve  on  his  part,  "  his  luxury 
will  no  longer  flaunt  itself  before  my  poverty  and  the 
poverty  of  many  others  who  are  even  more  to  be  pitied 
than  I  am." 

The  name  of  Grand  Sire's  Rock  had  been  bestowed 
centuries  before  on  a  pile  of  big  granite  boulders  only  a 
short  distance  from  one  of  the  least  frequented  paths  in 
the  forest,  and,  as  a  number  of  large  chestnut  and  pine 
trees  had  sprung  up  between  the  moss-covered  rocks,  it 
was  a  wild  and  lonely  spot,  well  suited  for  a  hostile 
meeting. 

Frederick  deposited  his  gun  in  a  sort  of  natural  grotto 
formed  by  a  deep  opening  half  concealed  by  a  thick  cur- 
tain of  ivy.  This  spot  was  only  about  forty  yards  from 
the  road  by  which  the  marquis  must  come  if  he  came  at 
all,  so  Frederick  stationed  himself  in  a  place  where  he 
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could  see  quite  a  distance  down  the  road  without  being 
seen. 

One  hour,  two  hours,  three  hours  passed  and  Raoul 
de  Pont  Brillant  did  not  come. 

Unable  to  believe  that  the  young  marquis  could  have 
scorned  his  challenge,  Frederick,  in  his  feverish  impa- 
tience, devised  all  sorts  of  excuses  for  his  adversary's 
delay.  He  had  not  received  the  letter  until  that  morn- 
ing ;  he  had  doubtless  been  obliged  to  do  some  manoeu- 
vring to  be  able  to  go  out  alone ;  possibly  he  had 
preferred  to  wait  until  nearer  evening. 

Once  Frederick,  thinking  of  his  mother  and  of  her 
despair,  said  to  himself  that  perhaps  in  less  than  an 
hour  he  would  have  ceased  to  live. 

This  gloomy  reflection  rather  weakened  his  resolution 
for  a  moment,  but  he  soon  said  to  himself : 

"  It  will  be  better  for  me  to  die.  My  death  will  cost 
my  mother  fewer  tears  than  my  life,  judging  from  those 
I  have  already  compelled  her  to  shed." 

While  he  was  thus  awaiting  the  arrival  of  the  mar- 
quis, a  carriage  that  had  left  the  chateau  about  three 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon  paused  at  the  intersection  of 
the  footpath  not  far  from  the  so-called  Grand  Sire's 
Rock. 

When  this  low,  roomy  equipage  drawn  by  two  mag- 
nificent horses  stopped  at  the  cross-roads,  two  tall, 
powdered  footmen  descended  from  their  perch,  and  one 
of  them  opened  the  carriage  door,  through  which  the 
Dowager-Marquise  de  Pont  Brillant  alighted  quite  nim- 
bly in  spite  of  her  eighty-eight  years ;  after  which 
another  woman,  quite  as  old  as  the  dowager,  also 
stepped  out. 

The  other  footman,  taking  one  of  the  folding-chairs 
which  invalids  or  very  old  people  often  use  during  their 
walks,  was  preparing  to  follow  the  two  octogenarians 
when  the  marquise  said,  in  a  clear  though  rather  quaver- 
ing voice : 
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"  Remain  with  the  carriage,  which  will  wait  for  me 
here.     Give  the  folding-chair  to  Zerbinette." 

To  answer  to  the  coquettish,  pert  name  of  Zerbinette 
at  the  age  of  eighty-seven  seems  odd  indeed,  but  when 
she  entered  the  service  of  her  foster-sister,  the  charming 
Marquise  de  Pont  Brillant,  seventy  years  before,  as  assist- 
ant hair-dresser,  her  retrousse  nose,  pert  manner,  big, 
roguish  eyes,  provoking  smile,  trim  waist,  small  foot,  and 
dimpled  hand  richly  entitled  her  to  the  sobriquet  be- 
stowed upon  her  at  that  time  by  the  marquise,  who, 
married  direct  from  the  convent  at  the  age  of  sixteen, 
was  already  considerably  more  than  flirtatious,  and  who, 
struck  by  her  assistant  hair-dresser's  boldness  of  spirit 
and  unusual  adaptability  for  intrigue,  soon  made  Zer- 
binette her  chief  maid  and  confidante- 
Heaven  only  knows  the  good  times  and  larks  of  every 
sort  this  pair  had  enjoyed  in  their  palmy  days,  and  the 
devotion,  presence  of  mind,  and  fertility  of  resource 
Zerbinette  had  displayed  in  assisting  her  mistress  to 
deceive  the  three  or  four  lovers  she  had  had  at  one  time. 
The  deceased  husband  of  the  marquise  need  be  men- 
tioned only  incidentally  in  this  connection ;  in  the  first 
place  because  one  did  not  take  the  trouble  to  deceive  a 
husband  in  those  days,  and  in  the  second  place  because 
the  high  and  mighty  seigneur  Hector-Magnifique-Raoul- 
Urbain-Anne-Cloud-Frumence,  Lord  Marquis  of  Pont 
Brillant  and  half  a  dozen  other  places,  was  too  much  of 
a  man  of  his  time  to  interfere  with  madame,  his  wife,  in 
the  least. 

From  this  constant  exchange  of  confidences  on  the 
part  of  the  marquise  and  of  services  of  every  sort  and 
kind  on  the  part  of  Zerbinette  there  had  resulted  a 
decided  intimacy  between  mistress  and  maid.  They 
never  left  each  other,  they  had  grown  old  together,  and 
their  chief  pleasure  now  consisted  in  talking  over  the 
escapades  and  love  affairs  of  former  years,  and  it  must 
be  admitted  that  each  day  had  its  saint  in  their  calendar. 
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The  dowager-marquise  was  small,  thin,  wrinkled,  but 
very  straight.  She  dressed  in  the  most  elaborate  fashion 
and  was  always  redolent  with  perfumes.  •  She  wore  her 
hair  crimped  and  powdered,  and  there  was  a  bright  red 
spot  on  each  cheek  that  increased  the  brilliancy  of  her 
large  black  eyes,  which  were  still  bold  and  lustrous  in 
spite  of  her  advanced  age.  She  carried  a  small  gold- 
headed  ivory  cane,  and  a  richly  jewelled  snuff-box  from 
which  she  regaled  herself  from  time  to  time. 

Zerbinette,  who  was  a  little  taller  than  her  mistress, 
but  equally  thin,  wore  her  wliite  hair  in  curls,  and  was 
attired  with  simple  elegance. 

"  Zerbinette,"  said  the  dowager,  after  turning  to  take 
another  look  at  the  footman  who  had  opened  the  carriage 
door,  "  who  is  that  tall,  handsome  fellow  ?  I  don't 
remember  to  have  seen  him  before." 

"  I  doubt  if  you  have,  madame.  He  was  just  sent  down 
from  Paris." 

"  He's  a  fine-shaped  fellow.  Did  you  notice  what 
broad  shoulders  he  has,  Zerbinette  ?  Handsome  lackeys 
always  remind  me " —  the  marquise  paused  to  take  a 
pinch  of  snuff  —  '■'■  handsome  lackeys  always  remind  me 
of  that  little  devil  the  Baroness  de  Montbrison." 

"  Madame  la  marquise  has  forgotten.  It  was  the 
French  Guards  the  baroness  — " 

"  You  are  right,  and  the  Due  de  Biron,  their  colonel  — 
You  remember  M.  de  Biron,  don't  you  ?  " 

"  I  should  think  I  did.  You  had  a  pass-key  to  his 
little  house  on  the  Boulevard  des  Poissonniers,  and  for 
your  first  rendezvous  you  dressed  in  the  costume  of 
Diana,  the  huntress,  exactly  as  in  that  handsome  pastel 
portrait  of  yourself.  And  how  beautiful,  ravishingly 
beautiful,  you  looked  in  the  costume,  with  your  slim 
waist  and  white  shoulders  and  gleaming  eyes ! " 

"  Yes,  my  girl,  yes.  I  had  all  those,  and  I  made  a 
good  use  of  what  the  Lord  gave  me.  But  to  return  to 
my  story ;  you  are  right,  Zerbinette,  in  regard  to  the  little 
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baroness,  it  was  the  French  Guards  she  went  so  crazy 
about,  so  much  so,  in  fact,  that  M.  de  Biron,  their 
colonel,  went  to  the  king  and  complained  that  his 
regiment  was  being  ruined.  '  I  can't  have  that,'  re- 
plied the  king,  '  I  want  my  French  Guards  for  myself. 
Montbrison  got  money  enough  by  his  wife  to  buy  a 
regiment  for  her  if  she  wants  it.'  " 

"  Unfortunately,  M.  de  Montbrison  was  not  a  sufficiently 
gallant  gentleman  to  do  that.  And  speaking  of  hand- 
some lackeys,  madame  must  be  thinking  of  President 
de  Lunel's  wife,  for  —  " 

"  Lunel ! "  exclaimed  the  dowager,  pausing  and  glanc- 
ing around  her.  ••'  Say,  we  are  not  far  from  Grand 
Sire's  Rock,  are  we  ? " 

"  No,  madame." 

"  I  thought  not.  Do  you  remember  that  story  of  the 
osprey  and  poor  President  de  Lunel  ? " 

"  I  only  remember  that  monsieur  le  president  was 
as  jealous  as  all  possessed  of  the  Chevalier  de  Brette- 
ville,  and  he  had  good  cause  to  be.  So  it  used  to  afford 
madame  no  end  of  amusement  to  invite  them  both  to 
the  castle  at  the  same  time." 

"  Yes,  and  that  was  what  reminded  me  of  that  affair 
of  the  osprey." 

"  I  really  have  no  idea  what  you  mean." 

"  Ah,  Zerbinette,  you  are  growing  old." 

"  Alas,  yes,  madame  !  " 

"  Well,  we  might  as  well  walk  in  one  direction  as 
another,  so  suppose  we  pay  a  visit  to  Grand  Sire's  Rock. 
The  sight  of  the  dear  old  rock  will  rejuvenate  me. 
Let  me  see,  Zerbinette,"  added  the  marquise,  taking 
another  pinch  of  snuff,  "  when  was  it  that  poor  Lunel 
and  the  chevalier  were  —  " 

"  In  October,  1779,"  responded  Zerbinette,  promptly. 

"  Sixty -odd  years  ago.  Come  and  let  us  go  and  take 
a  look  at  the  famous  rock.  It  will  make  me  feel  young 
again." 
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"Very  well,  madame,  but  won't  you  find  the  walk 
too  fatiguing  ? " 

"  I  have  the  legs  of  fifteen  this  morning,  girl, 
but  if  they  should  fail  me,  you  have  my  chair,  you 
know." 
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As  the  two  octogenarians  started  slowly  down  the 
path  leading  to  Grand  Sire's  Rock,  Zerbinette  remarked 
to  her  mistress : 

"  You  were  going  to  tell  the  story  of  the  osprey, 
madame." 

"  Oh,  yes.  You  recollect  how  jealous  President  de 
Lunel  was  of  the  chevalier.  Well,  one  day  I  said  to 
him,  '  Sigismond,  wouldn't  you  like  to  help  me  play 
a  hue  joke  upon  the  chevalier  ? '  'I  should  be  de- 
lighted, marquise."  '  But  to  do  it,  Sigismond,  you  must 
know  how  to  imitate  the  cry  of  the  osprey  perfectly.' 
You  can  imagine  the  look  on  the  president's  face  when 
1  told  him  that ;  but  when  I  said  to  him,  '  Learn  it, 
Sigismond,  and  as  soon  as  you  know  it  we  will  have 
a  good  laugh  at  the  poor  chevalier's  expense,'  he  prom- 
ised he  would  begin  that  very  evening,  as  there  were 
plenty  of  them  in  the  neighbourhood.  When  the  presi- 
dent had  learned  to  imitate  the  cry,  I  made  an  appoint- 
ment to  meet  the  chevalier  here  at  dusk.  I  came  a 
little  in  advance  of  the  time,  in  company  with  the 
president,  whom  I  ensconced  in  the  sort  of  cave  at 
Grand  Sire's  Rock.  '  Now,  Sigismond,  listen  carefully 
to  what  I  am  going  to  say  to  you,'  I  began.  '  The 
chevalier  will  soon  be  here.  You  are  to  count  one 
thousand,  so  as  to  give  him  time  to  press  his  suit.  I, 
too,  will  count  a  thousand,  but  not  until  we  get  to  nine 
hundred  and  ninety-eight  will  1  show  any  signs  of 
softening  toward  the  chevalier.  Then  you  must  begin 
to   utter  your  osprey  cries.'     '  Capital,    marquise,  cap- 
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ital  !  '  '  Hush,  you  bad  boy,  and  listen  to  me.  I  shall 
say  to  the  chevalier,  "  Oh,  that  horrid  bird !  I  am 
frightfully  superstitious  about  the  osprey.  Run  to  the 
chateau  and  get  a  gun  to  kill  the  hateful  thing,  and 
afterward  we  will  see."  The  chevalier  will  run  to 
get  the  gun,  and  then,  my  dear  Sigismond,  I  will  join 
you  in  the  cave.'  '  Really,  marquise,  you  are  the  most 
charming  little  devil  imaginable  ! '  '  Hide,  hide  quick  ! 
here  comes  the  chevalier.'  And  poor  Lunel  withdrew 
into  his  hole  and  began  to  count  one,  two,  three,  four, 
etc.,  while  I  went  to  join  the  chevalier." 

"  I  can  see  the  dear  president's  face  now,  as  he  care- 
fully counted  one,  two,  three,  four,  while  the  chevalier 
was  with  you,"  exclaimed  Zerbinette,  laughing  like 
mad. 

"  All  I  can  tell  you,  girl,  is  that  though  I  had  prom- 
ised poor  Lunel  not  to  soften  toward  the  chevalier  until 
we  had  got  to  nine  hundred  and  ninety-eight,  I  really 
didn't  count  more  than  ten.  After  awhile,  the  presi- 
dent, who  had  finished  his  thousand,  began  to  play  the 
osprey  with  all  his  might,  and  his  strange,  shrill,  wild 
cries  seemed  to  disturb  the  chevalier  so  much  that  I 
said : 

" '  It  is  the  osprey.  Run  to  the  chateau  and  get 
a  gun  to  kill  the  horrid  thing.  I  hate  the  abominable 
creature  so  I  long  to  tear  it  in  pieces  with  my  own 
hands.  Run  and  get  the  gun.  I  will  wait  for  you 
here.'  '  What  a  strange  whim,  marquise.  It  is  get- 
ting very  dark,  and  you  will  be  afraid  here  in  the 
forest  alone.'  '  Nonsense,  chevalier,  I  am  no  coward. 
Run  to  the  chateau  and  come  back  as  soon  as  you  can.' 
It  was  quite  time,  my  girl,  for  when  I  went  to  the  poor 
president,  his  voice  had  begun  to  fail  him,  but  fortu- 
nately he  was  all  right  again  in  a  minute." 

"  And  when  the  chevalier  returned,  madame?" 

"  He  found  the  president  and  me  not  far  from  the 
place   where  we  are  now.      '  You   have  come   at   last, 
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chevalier,'  I  called  out  to  him  at  a  distance  ;  '  but  for 
the  president,  whom  I  met  by  chance,  I  should  have 
died'  of  fear.'  '  1  told  you  so,  marquise,'  he  replied. 
'  And  the  osprey,  1  think  1  umst  have  frightened  him 
off,  for  1  haven't  heard  him  since  I  met  the  marquise,' 
replied  the  president.  '  But,  l)y  the  way,  my  dear  chev- 
alier,' added  poor  Lunel,  innocently,  '  do  you  know  that 
the  cry  of  the  osprey  always  indicates  some  calamity  ? ' 
and  as  he  spoke  the  president  slyly  squeezed  my  left 
arm.  '  Yes,  my  dear  president,  I  have  always  heard 
that  the  cry  is  prophetic  of  evil,'  responded  the  chev- 
alier, squeezing  my  right  arm.  Afterward,  when  I 
went  crazy  over  that  actor,  Clairville,  he  and  I  had  many 
a  good  laugh  over  this  little  affair  with  the  president 
and  the  chevalier,  so  for  a  long  time  '  It  is  the  osprey ' 
was  a  sort  of  proverb  among  the  people  of  our  set." 

"  Alas !  those  were  fine  times,  madame." 

"  Oh,  hush  up,  Zerbinette,  with  your  alases !  Those 
good  times  will  come  again." 

"  But  when,  madame  ?  " 

"  Why,  in  the  next  world,  of  course.  That  was  what 
I  used  to  nearly  wear  myself  out  telling  Abbd  Robertin, 
who  used  to  go  nearly  crazy  over  those  delicious  white 
truffles  my  cousin  Doria  used  to  send  me.  '  Well, 
madame  la  marquise,  it  is  surely  better  to  believe  in 
that  sort  of  an  immortality  than  in  nothing  at  all,'  he 
used  to  reply,  while  he  went  on  cramming  himself.  In 
other  words,  my  girl,  I  expect  to  get  my  girlhood  again, 
and  all  that  goes  with  it,  when  I  reach  paradise." 

"  God  grant  it,  madame,"  responded  Zerbinette,  de- 
voutly.    "  Sixteen  is  certainly  a  delightful  age." 

"  That  is  exactly  what  I  said  to  myself  j^esterday 
while  I  was  watching  my  grandson.  What  ardour  and 
enthusiasm  he  displayed  during  the  hunt !  He's  a 
handsome  —  But  look,  here  is  Grand  Sire's  Rock.  It 
was  in  that  little  cave  that  the  poor  president  played 
the  part  of  an  osprey." 
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"  Don't  go  any  closer  to  it,  for  Heaven's  sake,  madame. 
There  may  be  some  wild  beast  in  it." 

'^  1  thought  of  going  in  to  rest  awhile." 

"  Don't  think  of  such  a  thing,  madame.  It  must  be 
as  damp  as  a  cellar  in  there." 

"  That's  a  fact,  so  set  my  chair  under  this  oak-tree, 
there  on  the  sunny  side.  That  is  right.  Where  will 
you  find  a  seat,  Zerbinette  ? " 

"  Over  there  on  that  rock.  It  is  a  little  closer  to  the 
cave  than  I  like,  but  never  mind." 

"  We  were  speaking  of  my  grandson  just  now.  He 
is  a  handsome  fellow,  there  is  no  doubt  about  it." 

"  There  is  a  certain  viscountess  who  seems  to  be  of 
the  same  opinion.  It  is  always  M.  Raoul  this,  or  M. 
Raoul  that,  and  I  have  seen  —  " 

"  You  have  seen,  you  have  seen  —  Why,  you  see  noth- 
ing at  all,  girl.  The  viscountess  takes  a  little  notice  of 
the  boy  merely  to  blind  her  idiot  of  a  husband,  so  he 
won't  get  mad  and  make  a  fuss  when  M.  de  Mon- 
breuil,  the  viscountess's  lover  arrives,  for  I  have  invited 
him  to  come  in  a  few  days.  There  is  nothing  that  makes 
a  house  as  lively  and  interesting  as  to  have  a  lot  of  lovers 
about,  so  I  invite  all  I  know  ;  but  it  is  strange  you  haven't 
seen  through  the  lady's  manoeuvre.  I  warned  my  grand- 
son, for  I  feared  the  innocent,  unsophisticated  fellow 
might  come  to  grief,  the  viscountess  is  so  charming." 

"  Innocent,  unsophisticated  !  "  exclaimed  Zerbinette, 
shaking  her  head.  "  You're  mistaken  about  that,  ma- 
dame, for  his  infatuation  for  the  mistress  doesn't  keep 
him  from  playing  the  deuce  with  her  maid." 

"  Dear  boy  !  Is  that  really  true,  Zerbinette  ?  Is  there 
anything  worth  looking  at  among  the  women  the  vis- 
countess brought  with  her  ?  " 

"  There  is  one  tall  blonde  with  dark  eyes,  plump  as 
a  partridge,  with  a  complexion  like  milk,  and  the  loveliest 
figure  —  " 

"  And  you  think  that  Raoul  —  " 
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"  You  know,  madame,  that  at  his  age  —  " 

^^  Pardi!  ^^  exclaimed  the  marquise,  taking  another 
pinch  of  snuff.  "  That  reminds  me,"  she  continued,  after 
a  moment's  reflection,  "  you  know  all  about  everybody  in 
the  neighbourhood,  who  is  it  that  leads  the  life  of  a 
hermitess  in  that  lonely  farmhouse,  on  the  Pont  Brillant 
road  ?  You  know  the  place ;  the  house  is  covered  with 
vines,  and  there  is  a  porch  of  rustic  work  very  much  like 
that  house  my  grandson  has  just  been  building  for  his 
fawns." 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  know,  madame.  It  is  Madame  Bastien 
who  lives  there." 

"  And  who  is  Madame  Bastien  ?  " 

"  Did  you  hear  that,  madame  ? "  asked  Zerbinette, 
breathlessly. 

"  What  ? " 

"  Why,  there  in  the  cave.  I  heard  something  mov- 
ing in  there." 

''  Nonsense,  Zerbinette,  how  silly  you  are  !  It  is  the 
wind  rustling  the  ivy  leaves." 

"  Do  you  really  think  so,  madame  ? " 

"  There  isn't  the  slightest  doubt  of  it.  But,  tell  me, 
who  is  this  Madame  Bastien  ?  " 

"  She  is  the  wife  of  a  real  estate  agent.  T  suppose 
you  would  call  him  that,  for  he  travels  about  the  country 
buying  tracts  of  land  which  he  afterward  subdivides 
and  sells.     He  is  scarcely  ever  at  home." 

"  Ah,  he  is  scarcely  ever  at  home,  that  would  be  a 
great  advantage,  eh,  Zerbinette.  But  tell  me,  is  it  true 
that  this  little  Bastien  is  as  pretty  as  people  say  ? " 

"  She's  a  beauty,  there's  no  doubt  about  it,  madame. 
You  remember  Madame  la  Mar^chale  de  Rubempr^,  don't 
you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  and  this  young  woman  ? " 

"  Is  as  beautiful  as  she  was,  perhaps  even  more  so." 

"  And  her  figure  ?  " 

"  Is  perfect." 
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"  That  is  what  Raoul  told  me  after  he  met  her  in  the 
fields  the  other  day.  But  who  is  that  big  sallow  boy 
who  was  with  her  ?  Some  scallawag  of  a  brother  prob- 
ably. It  might  be  a  good  idea  to  get  him  out  of  the 
way  by  giving  him  a  position  as  clerk  in  the  steward's 
office  with  a  salary  of  twelve  or  fifteen  hundred  francs  a 
year." 

"  Good  heavens,  madame !  "  exclaimed  Zerbinette, 
springing  up  in  alarm,  ^'  there's  somebody  in  the  cave. 
Didn't  you  hear  that  noise  ?" 

''  Yes,  1  heard  it,"  replied  the  intrepid  dowager,"  what 
of  it?" 

"  Oh,  madame,  let  us  get  away  as  quick  as  we  can." 

"  I  sha'n't  do  anything  of  the  kind."    . 

"  But  that  noise,  madame." 

"  He,  he  I  "  laughed  the  countess.  "  Perhaps  it  is  the 
soul  of  the  poor  president  come  back  to  count  one,  two, 
three,  four,  etc.    Sit  down,  and  don't  interrupt  me  again." 

"  You  have  always  had  the  courage  of  a  dragon,  ma- 
dame." 

"  There's  no  cause  for  alarm,  you  goose.  Some  osprey 
or  some  wild  animal  may  have  sought  shelter  there.  I 
want  to  know  who  that  big  hulking  boy  was  that  Raoul 
saw  with  that  Bastien  woman,  —  her  brother,  eh  ?  " 

"No,  madame,  her  son." 

"  Her  son  ;  why,  in  that  case  —  " 

"  She  was  married  when  she  was  very  young,  and  she 
is  so  admirably  preserved  that  she  doesn't  look  a  day 
over  twenty." 

"  That  must  be  so,  for  Raoul  took  a  desperate  fancy 
to  her.  '  She  has  big,  dark  blue  eyes,  grandmother,'  he 
said  to  me,  '  a  waist  one  can  span  with  his  two  hands, 
and  features  as  regular  as  those  on  an  antique  cameo. 
Only  these  plebeians  are  so  little  versed  in  the  customs 
of  good  society  that  this  one  opened  her  big  eyes  in 
astonishment,  merely  because  I  was  polite  enough  to 
take  her  a  mantle  she  had  dropped.'    '  If  she  is  as  pretty 
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as  juu  say,  you  young  simpleton,  you  ought  to  have  kept 
the  mantle,  and  taken  it  to  her  house.  That  would  have 
gained  you  an  entrance  there.'  '  But,  grandmother,' 
replied  the  dear  boy,  very  sensibly,  '  it  was  by  returning 
the  mantle  I  found  out  that  she  was  so  pretty.'  " 

'■'■  Oh,  well,  M.  Raoul  could  easily  have  gone  to  her 
house  a  few  days  afterward.  She  would  have  been  de- 
lighted to  see  him,  even  if  it  were  only  to  make  all  the 
bourgeoisie  in  the  country  wild  with  envy." 

"  That  is  exactly  what  1  told  the  dear  child,  but  he 
did  not  dare  to  venture." 

"  Give  him  a  little  time,  and  he'll  get  his  courage  up, 
never  fear." 

"  I  tell  you,  my  girl,"  resumed  the  dowager,  after  quite 
a  long  silence,  as  she  slowly  and  thoughtfully  took  an- 
other pinch  of  snuff,  "  1  tell  you  that  the  more  I  think 
of  it,  the  more  convinced  I  am  that  for  many  reasons 
this  little  Bastien  would  just  suit  the  dear  boy,  that  she 
would  be  a  perfect  godsend  to  him,  in  fact." 

"  I  think  so,  too,  madame." 

"  So  we  had  better  strike  while  the  iron  is  hot,"  con- 
tinued the  dowager.     "  What  time  is  it,  Zerbinette  ? " 

"  Half-past  four,  madame,"  said  the  attendant,  glanc- 
ing at  her  watch. 

"  That  gives  us  plenty  of  time.  This  morning  when 
my  grandson  left  to  spend  the  day  with  the  Merinvilles 
at  Boncour,  I  promised  him  I  would  meet  him  at  the 
lake  at  five  o'clock,  so  we  must  make  haste." 

"  But,  madame,  you  forget  that  M.  Raoul  sent  his 
groom  to  tell  you  that  he  was  going  to  pay  a  call  at 
Montel  after  leaving  Boncour,  and  that  he  would  not 
return  to  the  chateau  before  seven." 

"  Yes,  yes,  you  are  right,  girl.  I  must  give  up  seeing 
him  immediately  then,  for  to  return  from  Montel  he 
will  have  to  take  the  Vieille  Coupe  road,  and  that  is  too 
steep  for  me,  for  I'm  a  perfect  coward  in  a  carriage ; 
besides,  as  it  is  only  half-past  four,  I  should  have  to  drive 
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too  far  to  meet  him,  so  I  will  postpone  my  conversation 
on  the  subject  of  the  hermitess  until  this  evening.  Give 
me  your  arm,  Zerbinette,  and  let  us  start,  but  first  let 
me  take  another  look  at  this  famous  rock," 

"  Don't  go  too  near  though,  madame,  for  Heaven's 
sake." 

But  in  spite  of  Zerbinette's  protest  she  walked  up  to 
the  rock,  and,  casting  an  almost  melancholy  glance 
at  the  wild  spot,  exclaimed  : 

"  Ah,  there  is  no  change  in  the  rocks.  They  look 
exactly  as  they  did  sixty  years  ago." 

Then  after  a  moment's  silence,  turning  gaily  to  Zer- 
binette, who  was  holdiug  herself  prudently  aloof,  the 
dowager  added : 

"  That  story  of  the  osprey  has  recalled  hundreds  of 
other  pleasant  reminiscences.  I've  a  great  mind  to  amuse 
myself  by  writing  my  memoirs  some  day.  They  might 
serve  both  to  instruct  and  edify  my  grandson,"  the  octo- 
genarian continued,  with  a  hearty  laugh,  in  which  Zer- 
binette joined. 

For  several  minutes  the  sound  of  their  laughter  could 
be  distinctly  heard  as  the  two  slowly  wended  their  way 
down  the  path. 

When  the  sound  had  entirely  died  away,  Frederick, 
his  face  livid,  his  expression  frightful  to  behold,  emerged 
from  the  cave  where  he  had  heard  every  word  of  the 
conversation  between  the  dowager-marquise  and  Zerbi- 
nette, and,  gun  in  hand,  hastened  toward  another  part  of 
the  forest. 
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The  Vieille  Coupe  road,  which  Raoul  de  Pont  Bril- 
lant  would  be  obliged  to  take  on  his  return  from  the 
Chateau  de  Montel  homeward,  was  a  sort  of  deep  hollow 
way,  with  high  banks  covered  with  tall  pine-trees,  whose 
heads  formed  such  an  impenetrable  dome  that  the  light 
was  dim  there  even  at  noontime,  and  at  sunset  it  was  so 
dark  that  two  men  who  met  there  would  not  be  able  to 
distinguish  each  other's  features. 

It  was  about  six  o'clock  in  the  evening  when  Raoul 
de  Pont  Brillant  turned  in  this  path,  which  seemed  all 
the  darker  and  more  gloomy  from  the  fact  that  the 
highway  he  had  just  left  was  still  lighted  by  the  rays 
reflected  from  the  setting  sun.  He  was  alone,  having 
sent  his  groom  to  the  chateau  to  inform  the  marquise  of 
his  change  of  plans. 

He  had  proceeded  only  twenty  yards  when  his  vision 
became  sufficiently  accustomed  to  the  obscurity  to  enable 
him  to  distinguish  a  human  being  standing  motionless 
in  the  middle  of  the  road,  a  short  distance  in  front  of 
him, 

"  Hallo  there,  get  to  one  side  of  the  road  or  the 
other,"  he  shouted. 

"  One  word,  M.  le  Marquis  de  Pont  Brillant,"  re- 
sponded a  voice. 

'•  What  do  you  want  ? "  asked  Raoul,  checking  his 
horse  and  leaning  over  upon  his  saddle,  in  a  vain  effort 
to  distinguish  the  features  of  his  interlocutor.  "  Who 
are  you  ?     What  do  you  want  ?  " 

"  M.  de  Pont  Brillant,  did  you    receive  a  note    this 
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morning  requesting  jou  to  meet  some  one  at  Grand  Sire's 
Rock  ? " 

"  No ;  for  I  left  Pont  Brillant  at  eight  o'clock ;  but 
once  more,  what  does  all  this  mean  ?  Who  the  devil 
are  you  r 

"  1  am  the  writer  of  the  letter  sent  you  this  morning." 

"Ah,  well,  my  friend,  you  can  —  " 

"  I  am  not  your  friend,"  interrupted  the  voice,  "  1  am 
your  enemy," 

"  What's  that  you  say  ?  "  exclaimed  Raoul,  in  surprise. 

"  I  say  that  I  am  your  enemy." 

"  Indeed ! "  retorted  Raoul,  in  a  half-amused,  half- 
contemptuous  tone,  for  he  was  naturally  very  brave. 
"  And  what  is  your  name,  Mister  Enemy  ?  " 

"  My  name  is  a  matter  of  no  consequence." 

"  Probably  not,  but  why  the  devil  do  you  stop  me  in 
the  road  at  nightfall,  then  ?  Ah,  I  remember  you  said 
you  wrote  to  me." 

"  Yes." 

"  To  tell  me  what  ? " 

"  That  you  were  a  coward  if  you  —  " 

"  Wretch  !  "  exclaimed  Raoul,  starting  his  horse. 

But  Madame  Bastien's  son  struck  the  horse  in  the 
head  with  the  barrel  of  his  gun,  forcing  him  to  stop. 

Raoul,  a  trifle  startled  at  first,  but  really  curious  to 
know  what  the  stranger  was  coming  at,  calmed  himself, 
and  remarked,  coldly : 

"  You  did  me  the  honour  to  write  to  me,  you  say  ?  " 

"  Yes,  to  tell  you  that  if  you  were  not  a  coward,  you 
would  come  to  Grand  Sire's  Rock  to-day  with  your  gun 
loaded  like  mine." 

"  And  may  I  ask  what  we  were  to  do  with  our  guns  ? " 

"  We  were  to  place  ourselves  ten  paces  apart,  and 
then  fire  at  each  other." 

"  And  for  what  object  may  I  ask  ?  " 

"  So  I  would  kill  you  or  you  would  kill  me." 

"  That  would  probably  have  been  the  case  at  that  dis- 
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tance  unless  we  were  very  poor  shots.  But  if  one  is 
80  anxious  to  kill  people,  one  should  at  least  tell  me 
why." 

"  I  want  to  kill  you  —  because  I  hate  you." 

»  Bah  ! " 

"  Do  not  sneer,  M.  de  Pont  Brillant,  do  not  sneer." 

"  It  is  very  difficult  not  to,  but  I'll  try  simply  to  oblige 
you.     You  hate  me,  you  say,  and  why  ?  " 

"  The  cause  of  my  hatred  concerns  you  as  little  as  my 
name." 

"  Do  you  really  think  so  ?  " 

"I  do." 

"  Well,  you  hate  me,  you  say  ?     What  of  it  ?  " 

"  You  must  kill  me  or  I  shall  kill  you." 

"  That  seems  to  be  a  settled  thing  with  you.  Where 
are  we  to  fight  ?  " 

"  Here,  right  here  and  now." 

"  But  it  isn't  light  enough  to  see." 

"  There  is  no  need  of  its  being  light  enough  to  see." 

"  But  what  are  we  to  fight  with  ? " 

"  With  my  gun." 

"  One  gun  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  That's  a  strange  idea.     How  are  we  to  do  it  ?  " 

"  Get  down  off  your  horse." 

"  And  after  that  ?  " 

"  Pick  up  a  handful  of  stones  out  of  the  road." 

"  Stones !  So  it  is  with  stones  that  we  are  going  to 
fight.  It  reminds  me  of  the  famous  battle  between  David 
and  Goliath." 

"  I  said  that  you  were  to  pick  up  a  handful  of  stones 
out  of  the  road.  The  darkness  will  prevent  you  from 
counting  the  stones,  and  you  will  hold  them  in  your 
closed  hand.  The  one  who  guesses  the  number  correctly 
is  to  have  the  gun.  He  will  place  it  against  the  other's 
breast  and  fire.  You  see  that  no  daylight  is  needed  for 
that,  M.  de  Pont  Brillant." 
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Frederick's  manner  was  so  resolute  and  his  voice  so 
incisive  that  the  young  marquis,  strange  as  the  whole 
affair  seemed  to  be,  decided  that  the  speaker  was  really 
in  earnest ;  then,  suddenly  remembering  a  conversation 
that  had  taken  place  in  his  grandmother's  drawing-room, 
he  burst  into  a  hearty  laugh  and  exclaimed : 

"  This  is  a  good  joke,  upon  my  word.  I  understand 
everything  now." 

»  Explain,  M.  de  Pont  Brillant." 

"  Last  night  at  the  chateau  they  were  all  telling  stories 
about  robbers  and  midnight  attacks,  and  they  laughed 
about  what  I  would  do  under  such  circumstances.  I 
talked  a  little  boastfully  of  my  courage,  I  suppose,  so 
they  concocted  this  little  scheme  to  test  it,  for  they  knew 
that  I  would  have  to  pass  through  this  road  in  returning 
from  Montel.  You  can  tell  the  persons  that  paid  you  to 
waylay  me  that  1  behaved  myself  very  creditably,  for, 
upon  my  word  as  a  gentleman,  I  took  the  thing  seriously 
at  first.  Good  night,  ray  worthy  friend.  Let  me  pass 
now,  for  it  is  getting  late,  and  I  shall  scarcely  have  time 
to  reach  Pont  Brillant  and  dress  before  dinner." 

"  This  is  no  joke,  M.  de  Pont  Brillant,  nor  is  it  a  test. 
You  will  not  be  allowed  to  pass,  and  you  are  going  to 
get  down  off  your  horse." 

"  I  have  had  enough  of  this,  I  tell  you,"  exclaimed 
Raoul,  imperiously.  "  You  have  earned  your  money. 
Now  stand  aside  so  1  can  pass." 

''  Dismount,  M.  de  Pont  Brillant,  dismount,  I  say  !  " 

"  So  much  the  worse  for  you,  I'll  ride  right  over  you," 
cried  Raoul,  now  thoroughly  enraged. 

And  he  urged  his  horse  on. 

But  Frederick  seized  the  horse  by  the  bridle,  and 
with  a  violent  jerk  forced  the  animal  back  upon  its 
haunches. 

"  How  dare  you  touch  my  horse,  you  scoundrel ! " 
roared  Raoul,  raising  his  whip  and  striking  at  random, 
but  the  blow  fell  only  upon  empty  air, 
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"  I  consider  the  blow  and  the  insulting  epithet  re- 
ceived, M.  de  Pont  Brillant,  and  now  you  will  indeed  be 
a  coward  if  you  don't  dismount  at  once  and  give  me  the 
satisfaction  I  demand." 

As  we  have  remarked  before,  Raoul  was  naturally 
brave  ;  he  was  also  as  experienced  in  the  ways  of  the 
world  as  most  young  men  of  twenty-five,  so  this  time  he 
answered  very  seriously  and  with  remarkable  good  sense 
and  firmness: 

"  You  have  charged  me  with  cowardice,  and  you  have 
grossly  insulted  me  besides,  so  I  tried  to  chastise  you  as 
one  chastises  a  vagabond  who  insults  you  on  a  street 
corner.  Unfortunately  the  darkness  rendered  my  attempts 
futile,  and  you  will  be  obliged  to  take  the  will  for  the 
deed.  If  this  doesn't  satisfy  you,  you  know  who  I  am 
and  you  can  come  to  the  Chateau  de  Pont  Brillant 
to-morrow  with  two  honourable  men,  if  you  know  any, 
which  I  doubt  very  much,  judging  from  your  actions. 
These  gentlemen  can  confer  with  the  Vicomte  de  Mar- 
cilly  and  M.  le  Due  de  Morville,  my  seconds.  Your 
seconds  will  tell  my  seconds  your  name  and  the  cause  of 
the  challenge  you  say  you  sent  me  this  morning.  These 
gentlemen  will  decide  between  them  what  should  be  done. 
1  am  perfectly  willing  to  abide  by  their  decision.  That 
is  the  way  such  affairs  are  managed  among  well-bred 
people.  As  you  don't  know,  I  will  endeavour  to  teach 
you." 

"  And  you  refuse  to  fight  me  here  and  now  ?  " 

"  I  do,  most  decidedly." 

"  Take  care.     Either  you  or  I  will  remain  here  !  " 

"  Then  it  will  be  you,  so  good  night,"  said  Raoul. 

As  he  spoke  he  plunged  his  spurs  into  his  horse's 
sides.  The  animal  made  a  powerful  spring  forward, 
hurling  Fi-ederick  to  the  ground. 

When  Madame  Bastien's  son,  still  stunned  from  his 
fall,  staggered  to  his  feet,  he  heard  the  sound  of  Raoul's 
horse's  hoofs  already  dying  away  in  the  distance. 
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After  a  brief  moment  of  stupor,  Frederick  uttered  a  cry 
of  ferocious  joy,  and,  picking  up  his  gun,  climbed  one  of 
the  almost  perpendicular  banks  on  the  side  of  the  road 
with  the  aid  of  the  pine  saplings,  and  plunged  headlong 
into  the  forest. 
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While  these  events  were  transpiring  in  the  forest  of 
Pont  Brillant,  Madame  Bastien  was  a  prej  to  the  most 
poignant  anxiety.  Faithful  to  the  promise  she  had  made 
Frederick  the  evening  before,  she  waited  until  nearly  one 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon  before  entering  her  son's  room. 
Believing  he  was  still  sleeping,  she  hoped  he  would  derive 
much  benefit  from  this  restful  slumber. 

The  young  mother  was  in  her  chamber,  which  adjoined 
her  son's  room,  listening  every  now  and  then  for  some 
sound  that  would  seem  to  indicate  that  her  son  was 
awake,  when  Marguerite,  their  old  servant,  came  in  to 
ask  for  some  instructions. 

"  Speak  low,  and  close  the  door  carefully,"  said  Marie. 
"  1  don't  want  my  son  waked." 

"  M.  Frederick,  madame ;  why,  he  went  out  this 
morning  at  sunrise .  with  his   gun." 

To  rush  into  her  son's  bedroom  was  the  work  of  only 
an  instant. 

Frederick  was  not  there  ;  his  gun,  too,  was  missing. 

Several  hours  passed,  but  Frederick  did  not  appear, 
and  the  light  of  the  dull  November  day  was  already 
beginning  to  wane  when  Marguerite  came  running  in. 

"Madame,  madame,"  she  exclaimed,  "here  is  Father 
Andre  !     He  saw  M.  Frederick  this  morning." 

"  You  saw  my  son  this  morning,  Andre  ?  What  did 
he  say  to  you  ?  Where  is  he  now  ? "  cried  Madame 
Bastien,  eagerly. 

"  Yes,  madame,  M.  Frederick  came  to  me  for  some 
bullets  about  sunrise  this  morning." 
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«  Bullets  ?  What  did  lie  want  of  them  ?  "  asked  the 
anxious  mother,  trying  to  drive  away  the  horrible  sus- 
picion that  had  suddenly  presented  itself  to  her  mind. 
"  Did  he  want  them  for  hunting  ? " 

"  Of  course,  madame ;  for  M.  Frederick  told  me  that 
Jean  Francois  —  you  know  Jean  FrauQois,  the  farmer 
near  Coudraie  ? " 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  know  ;  go  on." 

"  It  seems  that  Jean  Francois  told  M.  Frederick  yes- 
terday that  a  wild  boar  got  into  his  garden  a  night  or 
two  ago,  and  ruined  his  potatoes ;  and  M,  Frederick  told 
me  he  was  going  to  station  himself  in  a  hiding-place 
that  Jean  Fran9ois  knew  of,  and  kill  the  animal." 

"  But  that  is  so  dangerous,"  cried  Madame  Bastien. 
"  Frederick  never  shot  at  a  boar  in  his  life.  If  he 
misses,  he  is  sure  to  be  killed." 

"  I  don't  think  you  need  feel  any  anxiety,  madame. 
M.  Frederick  is  an  excellent  shot,  and  —  " 

"  Then  my  son  is  at  the  farmer's  house  now,  1  sup- 
pose ? " 

"  I  presume  so,  as  he  is  going  with  the  farmer  this 
evening." 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  afterward  the  young  mother, 
panting  and  breathless,  —  for  she  had  run  every  step  of 
the  way,  —  knocked  at  the  dooi-  of  the  farmhouse,  where 
Jean  FranQois  and  his  wife  and  children  were  seated 
around  the  fire. 

"  Jean  FrauQois,  take  me  where  my  son  is  at  once," 
cried  Madame  Bastien ;  then  she  added,  reproachfully, 
"  How  could  you  allow  a  youth  of  his  age  to  expose 
himself  to  such  danger  ?  But  come,  I  entreat  you, 
come,  it  may  not  be  too  late  to  prevent  this  imprudence 
on  his  part." 

The  farmer  and  his  wife  exchanged  looks  of  profound 
astonishment,  then  Jean  Frangois  said  : 

'•  Excuse  me,  madame,  but  I've  no  idea  what  you 
mean." 
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"  Didn't  yon  complain  to  my  son  last  night  of  a  wild 
boar  that  had  been  ravaging  your  garden  ?  " 

"  Oh,  the  boars  find  so  many  nuts  in  the  forest  this 
year  that  they  are  not  inclined  to  leave  it.  They  have 
done  us  no  damage  up  to  the  present  time,  thank 
Heaven." 

"  But  you  urged  my  son  to  come  and  take  a  shot  at 
some  boar." 

"  No,  madame,  no ;  I  never  even  spoke  of  any  boar  to 
him." 

Overcome  with  dread  and  consternation,  Marie  stood 
perfectly  silent  and  motionless  for  a  moment.  At  last 
she  murmured : 

"  Frederick  lied  to  Andr^.  And  those  bullets  —  my 
God !  —  those  bullets,  what  did  he  intend  to  do  with 
taem?" 

The  honest  farmer,  seeing  Madame  Bastien's  intense 
anxiety,  and  thinking  to  reassure  her  at  least  in  a 
measure,  said  to  her: 

"•  I  never  said  anything  to  M.  Frederick  about  hunting 
boars,  but  if  you  want  to  find  him,  I  think  I  know  where 
he  is." 

"You  have  seen  him,  then  ?" 

"  Yes,  madame.  Madame  knows  that  steep  hill  about 
a  mile  from  the  Vieille  Coupe  road,  as  you  go  to  the 
chateau  through  the  forest  ?  " 

"  Yes,  yes  ;  what  of  it  ? " 

"  Why,  just  at  dusk  I  was  coming  down  that  hill  on 
my  way  home,  when  I  saw  M.  Frederick  come  out  of  the 
forest  and  cross  the  road  on  the  run." 

"  How  long  ago  was  this  ?  " 

"  At  least  half  an  hour." 

"  Jean  Francois,  you  are  a  good  man.  I  am  in  great 
trouble.  Take  me  to  the  place  where  you  saw  my  son, 
I  implore  you,"  pleaded  the  young  mother. 

"  I  see  what  the  trouble  is,  madame,  and  I  don't  know 
but  you  have  good  cause  to  feel  anxious — " 
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"  Go  on  —  go  on." 

"  Well,  the  fact  is  that  you're  afraid  that  M.  Frederick 
may  be  caught  poaching  in  the  Pont  Brillant  woods.  I 
feel  in  the  same  way,  madame,  and  I  honestly  think  we 
have  reason  to  be  alarmed,  for  the  young  marquis  is 
bitter  against  poachers,  and  as  jealous  of  his  game  as  his 
deceased  father  used  to  be.  His  guards  are  always  on  the 
watch,  and  if  they  find  M.  Frederick  poaching  it  will  go 
hard  with  him." 

"  Yes,  yes,  that  is  what  I  am  afraid  of,"  replied  Ma- 
dame Bastien,  quickly.  "  You  see  we  haven't  a  minute 
to  lose.  Jean  Fran9ois,  I  must  get  my  son  away  at  any 
cost." 
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When  Marie  Bastien  and  her  guide  left  the  farmhouse 
they  found  that  the  fjg  had  lifted,  and  that  the  moon 
was  shining  brightly. 

A  profound  silence  reigned. 

Jean  Fran9oi8  strode  on  for  a  moment  or  two  in 
silence,  then,  moderating  his  pace,  he  turned  and  said : 

"  Pardon,  me,  madame,  I  am  going  too  fast,  perhaps." 

"  Too  fast  ?  Oh,  no,  my  friend,  you  cannot  go  too 
fast.     Go  on,  go  on,  I  can  keep  up  with  you." 

Then,  after  they  had  walked  a  few  minutes  longer  in 
silence,  Marie  asked : 

"  When  you  saw  my  son,  did  he  seem  excited  or 
agitated  ? "  And  as  the  farmer  turned  to  reply,  Madame 
Bastien  exclaimed  : 

"  Don't  lose  a  minute,  talk  as  we  walk." 

"  I  can  hardly  say,  madame.  I  saw  him  come  out  of 
the  forest,  run  across  the  road,  and  enter  a  thicket  which 
he  had  probably  selected  as  a  hiding-place." 

"  And  you  think  you  would  know  this  thicket  ?  " 

"  Unquestionably,  madame.  It  is  only  about  ten  rods 
from  the  sign-post  on  the  main  road  to  the  chateau." 

"  What  a  distance  it  is,  Jean  Frangois !  Shall  we 
never  get  there  ?  " 

"  It  will  take  a  quarter  of  an  hour  longer." 

"  A  quarter  of  an  hour  !  "  murmured  the  young  mother. 
"  Alas !  so  many  things  may  happen  in  a  quarter  of  an 
hour." 

Madame  Bastien  and  her  guide  hurried  on,  though 
more  than  once  the  young  woman  was  obliged  to  press 

115 


THE   SEVEN    CARDINAL    SINS. 

both  hands  upon  her  breast  to  still  the  violent  throbbing 
of  her  heart. 

"  What  time  do  you  think  it  is,  Jean  FranQois  ?  "  she 
asked  a  few  minutes  afterward. 

"  Judging  from  the  moon,  I  think  it  must  be  about 
seven  o'clock." 

"  And  when  we  reach  the  edge  of  the  forest  we  are 
near  the  thicket,  you  say  ?  " 

"  Not  more  than  a  hundred  yards  at  most,  madame." 

"  You  had  better  enter  one  side  of  the  thicket,  Jean 
Francois,  and  I  will  enter  the  other,  and  we  will  both 
call  Frederick  at  the  top  of  our  voices.  If  he  does  not 
answer  us,"  continued  the  young  woman  with  an  involun- 
tary shudder,  "  if  he  does  not  answer  us,  we  shall  be 
obliged  to  continue  our  search,  for  we  must  not  fail  to 
find  him." 

"  Certainly,  madame,  but  if  you  will  take  my  advice 
you  will  not  call  M.  Frederick." 

"  But  why  not  ?  " 

"  We  might  give  warning  to  the  gamekeepers  who  are 
probably  on  the  watch,  for  a  bright  moonlight  night  like 
this  seems  to  have  been  made  expressly  for  poachers." 

"  You  are  right.  But  do  you  hear  that  ? "  she  ex- 
claimed, pausing  and  listening  attentively.  "  It  sounds 
like  the  ring  of  horse's  hoofs." 

"  It  is,  madame.  It  may  be  that  the  head  game- 
keeper is  making  his  rounds.  Now  we  have  reached  the 
edge  of  the  forest,  madame,  we  will  take  this  short  cut, 
for  it  will  take  us  straight  to  the  guide-post,  only  look 
out  for  your  face,  for  there  are  so  many  holly-bushes." 

And  more  than  once  Marie's  delicate  hands  were  torn 
and  lacerated  by  the  sharp  points  of  the  holly-leaves,  but 
she  was  not  even  conscious  of  it. 

"  Those  bullets,  why  did  he  want  those  bullets  ?  "  she 
said  to  herself.  "  But  I  will  not  allow  myself  to  think 
of  it.  I  should  die  of  terror,  and  I  need  all  my 
strength." 
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Just  then  the  sound  of  horse's  hoofs,  which  had 
seemed  to  come  from  a  long  way  off,  rang  out  louder 
and  louder,  then  ceased  entirely,  as  if  the  animal  had 
paused  entirely  or  settled  down  into  a  walk  to  ascend  a 
very  steep  hill. 

"  It  was  only  about  twenty  yards  from  here  on  the  top 
of  the  hill  that  I  saw  M.  Frederick  enter  that  thicket  on 
the  edge  of  the  road,"  said  the  farmer,  pointing  to  a 
large  clump  of  young  oaks.  "  I  will  go  around  on  the 
other  side  of  the  thicket,  you  can  enter  it  on  this  side, 
so  we  cannot  fail  to  find  M.  Frederick  if  he  is  still  there. 
In  case  I  meet  him  before  you  do,  I  shall  tell  him  that 
you  want  him  to  give  up  his  poaching  at  once,  sha'n't  I, 
madame  ?  " 

Marie  nodded  her  assent,  and  entered  the  little  grove 
in  an  agony  of  suspense,  while  Jean  Francois  hurried  on. 

The  horse  was  now  near  enough  to  the  top  of  the  hill 
for  his  tread  to  be  distinctly  heard,  though  he  was  mov- 
ing so  slowly,  and  in  another  instant  horse  and  rider 
both  became  distinctly  visible  in  the  bright  moonlight. 
The  rider  was  Raoul  de  Font  Brillant,  who  had  been 
obliged  to  take  this  route  after  leaving  the  Vieille  Coupe 
road. 

Frederick,  who  was  familiar  with  every  path  and  road 
in  the  forest,  had,  by  making  a  short  cut  through  the 
woods,  reached  the  top  of  the  hill  considerably  in  ad- 
vance of  the  young  marquis. 

Marie  soon  reached  quite  a  large  clearing  that 
extended  to  the  roadside.  Near  the  edge  of  this  clearing 
stood  an  immense  oak,  and  the  thick  moss  that  covered 
the  ground  beneath  it  deadened  the  sound  of  any  foot- 
steps so  effectually  that  the  young  woman  was  able  to 
approach  without  attracting  the  attention  of  her  son, 
whom  she  saw  half  hidden  by  the  enormous  trunk  of  the 
tree.  Too  deeply  absorbed  to  notice  his  mother's  ap- 
proach, Frederick  was  kneeling  bareheaded  on  the  grass, 
holding  his  gun  half  lowered  as  if  confident  that   the 
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moment  to  raise  it  to  his  shoulder  and  fire  was  close  at 
hand. 

Though  she  had  endeavoured  to  drive  away  the  ter- 
rible thought,  there  had  been  a  strong  fear  of  the 
possibility  of  suicide,  so  it  is  easy  to  imagine  Madame 
Bastien's  intense  joy  and  relief  when,  from  her  son's 
posture,  she  concluded  that  the  farmer's  suspicions  were 
justified  and  that  her  son  was  merely  poaching  on  his 
neighbour's  preserves ;  so,  in  a  wild  transport  of  tender- 
ness and  delight,  the  young  mother  sprang  forward  and 
threw  her  arms  around  her  son  at  the  very  instant  he 
brought  his  gun  to  his  shoulder,  muttering  the  while,  in 
a  ferocious  tone : 

"  Ah,  M.  le  marquis,  I  have  you  now." 

For  Frederick  had  just  seen  Raoul  de  Pont  Brillant 
slowly  advancing  toward  him  through  the  clear  moon- 
light, lazily  whistling  a  hunting  song. 

Madame  Bastien's  movement  had  been  so  sudden  and 
so  impetuous  that  her  son's  gun  fell  from  his  hands  at 
the  instant  he  was  about  to  fire. 

"  My  mother ! "  murmured  Frederick,  petrified  with 
astonishment. 

The  horse's  tread  and  the  hunting  song  Raoul  de  Pont 
Brillant  was  whistling  had  partially  deadened  the  noise 
Madame  Bastien  had  made.  Nevertheless,  the  young  mar- 
quis seemed  to  have  heard  or  seen  something  that  had 
excited  his  suspicions,  for,  standing  up  in  his  stirrups, 
he  called  out,  imperiously,  "  Who  goes  there ! "  then 
listened  attentively  again. 

Marie,  who  had  just  discovered  the  reason  of  her  son's 
presence  in  the  forest,  placed  her  hand  over  Frederick's 
mouth  and  listened  breathlessly. 

Receiving  no  response  after  waiting  several  seconds, 
and  not  supposing  for  one  moment  that  his  unknown 
enemy  could  have  gotten  here  in  advance  of  him,  Raoul 
settled  himself  in  his  saddle  again,  saying  to  himself : 
"  It  was  some  startled  deer  leaping  through  the  bushes;" 
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after  which  the  mother  and  son,  silent,  motionless,  and 
locked  in  a  firm  embrace,  heard  the  young  man  begin  to 
whistle  his  hunting  song  again. 

The  sound  grew  fainter  and  fainter  until  it  died  away 
altogether  in  the  profound  silence  that  pervaded  the 
forest. 
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Madame  Bastien  could  no  longer  doubt  Frederick's 
intentiona,  for  she  had  seen  him  aim  at  Raoul  de  Pont 
Brillant,  at  the  same  time  exclaiming,  "  I  have  you  now, 
M.  le  marquis ; "  but  this  ambuscade  seemed  so  cowardly 
and  so  atrocious  to  the  unfortunate  woman  that,  in  spite 
of  the  conclusive  evidence  against  her  son,  she  still  tried 
to  close  her  eyes  to  the  truth. 

"•  Frederick,  my  child,  what  are  you  doing  here  ? " 
asked  Madame  Bastien,  tremulously. 

"  You  do  not  answer  me,  my  child,"  she  continued. 
"  Your  eyes  are  haggard,  you  look  so  strangely.  You 
have  been  suffering  so  much  for  some  days  past  that  it 
has  brought  on  a  sort  of  nervous  fever.  The  fact  that 
you  do  not  even  know  where  you  are  or  how  you  come 
to  be  here  is  proof  of  that.  You  are  like  one  who  has 
just  been  suddenly  awakened  from  a  dream.  Am  I  not 
right,  Frederick  ?  " 

"  I  know  where  I  am." 

"  Yes,  you  do  now,  but  you  did  not  a  moment  ago." 

"  On  the  contrary,  I  tell  you  that  I  do  know  perfectly 
well  why  I  am  hiding  here  with  my  gun."' 

"  Then  Jean  Francois  was  right,"  said  the  poor 
mother,  pretending  to  be  reassured.  "  What  he  told 
me  was  true." 

"  What  did  he  tell  you  ? " 

"  That  you  were  poaching  in  the  Pont  Brillant  woods. 
You  can  judge  of  my  anxiety  when  I  heard  that,  so  I 
hastened    here    at   once    with  Jean  Francois,  for  it  is 
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frightfully  imprudent  in  you,  my  poor  child.  Don't  you 
know  that  M.  le  marquis  —  " 

The  words  M.  le  marquis  startled  Frederick  out  of  his 
terrible  calmness.  He  clenched  his  fists  furiously  and, 
confronting  his  mother  with  a  ferocious  expression  upon 
his  face,  exclaimed : 

"  It  was  M.  le  marquis  I  was  lying  in  wait  for ;  do  you 
hear  me,  mother  ? " 

"  No,  Frederick,  no,"  replied  the  poor  mother,  shud- 
dering. 

'■'■  I  am  determined  to  make  myself  understood,  then," 
said  Frederick,  with  a  frightful  smile.  "  Knowing  that 
M.  le  marquis  would  pass  here  about  nightfall  on  his 
way  home,  I  loaded  my  gim  and  came  and  concealed 
myself  behind  this  tree  to  kill  M.  le  marquis  as  he 
passed.     Do  you  understand  me  now,  mother  ?  " 

On  hearing  this  terrible  confession,  Madame  Bastien'a 
brain  reeled  for  a  moment ;  then  she  showed  herself  to  be 
truly  heroic. 

Placing  one  of  her  hands  on  her  son's  shoulder,  she 
laid  the  other  on  his  forehead,  saying  in  a  calm,  perfectly 
calm,  voice,  and  as  if  talking  to  herself : 

"  How  hot  his  poor  head  is,  and  he  is  still  delirious 
with  fever  !  My  God,  oh,  my  God,  how  can  I  induce 
him  to  follow  me  ?  " 

Frederick,  amazed  by  his  mother's  words  and  her 
apparent  tranquillity  after  the  terrible  confession  he  had 
just  made,  exclaimed  : 

"  I  am  perfectly  sane,  I  tell  you,  mother.  It  is  you  as 
much  as  myself  that  I  wish  to  avenge,  and  my  hatred, 
you  see  —  " 

"  Yes,  yes,  my  child,  I  know,"  interrupted  Madame 
Bastien,  too  much  terrified  to  notice  Frederick's  last 
words. 

Then,  kissing  him  on  the  forehead,  she  said,  sooth- 
ingly : 

"  Yes,  yes,  of  course  you  have  your  senses,  so  come 
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home  with  me ;  for  it  is  getting  late  and  we  have  been 
out  iu  these  woods  a  long  time." 

"  The  place  suits  me  well  enough  and  I  shall  come 
back  again,"  answered  Frederick,  sullenly. 

'  "  Of  course  we  will  come  back  again,  my  child,  but  in 
order  to  do  that  we  shall  first  have  to  go  away." 

"  Don't  exaspei-ate  me  too  much,  mother." 

"Hush,  hush,  I  implore  you,"  whispered  Marie,  plac- 
ing her  hand  upon  her  son's  lips  and  listening  breath- 
lessly. "  Don't  you  hear  footsteps  ?  My  God,  who  is 
coming?" 

Frederick  caught  up  his  gun. 

"  Ah,  I  know,"  murmured  his  mother,  recovering  from 
her  alarm,  after  a  moment's  reflection, "  it  is  Jean  Fran- 
cois. He  was  to  search  for  you  in  one  side  of  the  grove 
while  I  searched  in  the  other." 

"  Is  that  you,  Jean  Frangois  ? "  she  called  out,  cau- 
tiously. 

"  Yes,  Madame  Bastien,"  replied  the  worthy  farmer, 
who  was  not  yet  visible  but  who  could  be  distinctly 
heard  .forcing  his  way  through  the  branches.  "  I  did 
not  find  M.  Frederick." 

"  My  son  is  here,  Jean  Francois." 

"  I  am  glad  of  it,  Madame  Bastien,  for  I  just  heard 
voices  over  by  the  lake  and  think  some  of  the  game- 
keepers must  be  making  their  rounds,"  said  the  worthy 
farmer,  stepping  into  the  clearing. 

Frederick,  in  spite  of  the  violence  of  his  animosity, 
dared  not  repeat  the  threats  he  had  just  uttered  before 
his  mother,  so,  taking  his  gun  under  his  arm,  he  silently 
and  gloomily  prepared  to  follow  Madame  Bastien. 

On  reaching  the  farmer's  cottage  that  worthy  man 
insisted  u])on  harnessing  his  horse  to  his  cart  and  taking 
Marie  and  her  son  home,  and  she  accepted  his  offer, 
being  too  much  overcome  with  fatigue  and  emotion  to  be 
capable  of  walking  such  a  distance. 

They  had  reached  home   about  nine   o'clock   in   the 
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evening  and  Frederick  had  scarcely  entered  the  house 
before  he  tottered  and  fell  unconscious  upon  the  floor. 
This  swoon  was  followed  by  a  severe  nervous  spasm 
which  terrified  his  mother  beyond  expression,  but  with 
old  Marguerite's  assistance  she  did  everything  she  could 
for  her  son,  who  was  carried  into  his  own  room  and  put 
to  bed. 

During  this  nervous  spasm,  though  his  eyes  were 
closed,  Frederick  wept  bitterly,  and  when  he  recovered 
consciousness  and  saw  his  mother  leaning  over  him  he 
held  out  his  arms  and  pressed  her  tenderly  to  his 
breast.  This  crisis  over,  he  seemed  much  more  calm, 
and,  remarking  that  he  chiefly  needed  rest  and  quiet  now, 
he  turned  his  face  toward  the  wall  and  did  not  utter 
another  word. 

With  rare  presence  of  mind,  Marie  had  ordered  all  the 
outside  shutters  of  her  son's  room  closed  before  he  was 
taken  into  it.  There  was  no  way  of  reaching  the  room 
except  through  hers,  where  she  intended  to  watch  all 
night,  with  the  communicating  door  slightly  ajar. 

She  was  not  one  of  those  persons  who  are  paralysed  by 
misfortune.  Terrible  as  the  discovery  she  had  just  made 
was,  as  soon  as  she  was  alone  she  faced  it  resolutely, 
after  vainly  endeavouring  to  persuade  herself  that  her 
son  had  not  been  sane  when  he  premeditated  such  an 
execrable  crime. 

"  I  can  no  longer  doubt  that  Frederick  hates  the  young 
marquis  with  a  mortal  hatred,"  she  said  to  herself, "  and 
this  long  suppressed  animosity  is  undoubtedly  the  cause 
of  the  great  change  which  has  taken  place  in  him  during 
the  last  few  months.  This  hatred  has  attained  such  an 
intensity  that  my  son,  after  having  attempted  to  kill 
M.  de  Pont  Brillant,  cannot  be  induced  to  abandon  that 
horrible  idea  even  now.  These  are  unquestionably  the 
facts  of  the  case.  Now  to  what  mysterious  circumstance 
am  I  to  impute  the  origin  and  the  development  of  such 
a  deadly  animosity  against  a  youth  of  his  own  age  ?   How 
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is  it  that  my  son,  who  has  been  so  carefully  reared,  and 
who  has  heretofore  made  me  the  proudest  and  happiest 
of  mothers,  can  have  conceived  such  a  horrible  idea  ? 
All  this  is  of  secondary  importance,  so  I  will  postpone 
the  solution  of  these,  questions  which  puzzle  my  reason 
and  make  me  doubt  myself  until  some  later  day.  What 
1  must  do  now  and  without  delay  is  to  save  my  son  from 
this  terrible  temptation,  and  thus  prevent  him  from 
committing  a  murder." 

And  after  having  satisfied  herself  that  her  son  was 
sleeping  quietly,  she  seated  herself  at  a  table  and  wrote 
the  following  letter  to  her  husband  : 

"  To  M.  Bastien  :  —  I  wrote  you  only  a  few  days  ago 
in  relation  to  Frederick's  poor  health  and  to  the  depar- 
ture of  the  tutor  you  had  authorised  me  to  employ. 

"  My  son's  condition  causes  me  great  uneasiness,  and 
I  realise  the  urgent  necessity  of  taking  some  decided 
action  in  the  matter. 

"  I  consulted  our  friend.  Doctor  Dufour,  again  yester- 
day. He  feels  certain  that  Frederick's  age  and  rapid 
growth  is  the  cause  of  his  nervous  and  morbid  condition, 
and  advises  me  to  divert  his  mind  from  himself  as  much 
as  possible,  or,  better  still,  travel  with  him. 

"  This  I  am  anxious  to  do,  as  in  the  seclusion  in  which 
we  live  it  is  almost  impossible  for  me  to  give  Frederick 
any  diversion. 

"  It  is  hardly  probable  that  your  business  will  allow 
you  to  accompany  us  to  Hyeres,  where  I  wish  to  take 
my  son,  but  Marguerite  will  accompany  us,  and  we  may 
be  absent  five  or  six  months,  or  a  much  shorter  time,  as 
that  will  depend  upon  the  improvement  in  Frederick's 
health. 

"  For  reasons  which  it  would  take  too  long  to  enumer- 
ate here,  I  have  fixed  upon  next  Monday  as  the  date  of 
my  departure.  I  would  have  started  to-morrow  morn- 
ing if  I  had  had  the  necessary  amount  of  money,  but 
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the  small  sum  jou  sent  me  last  month  has  been  used 
for  household  expenses,  and  you  know  I  have  no  other 
money, 

"  I  send  this  letter  to  Blois  by  a  messenger,  so  you 
will  receive  it  day  after  to-morrow,  and  I  implore  you  to 
answer  by  return  mail,  enclosing  a  draft  on  your  banker 
in  Blois.  I  have  no  idea  what  amount  you  will  consider 
adequate.  You  know  the  simplicity  of  my  habits.  Cal- 
culate the  amount  that  will  be  needed  to  transport  us  to 
Hyeres  by  diligence,  add  to  that  the  trifling  expenses 
that  cannot  be  exactly  foreseen,  and  sufficient  money 
to  live  upon  for  a  short  time.  We  will  establish  our- 
selves in  the  most  economical  manner,  and  I  will  after- 
ward write  you  exactly  how  much  it  will  cost  us  a 
month. 

''  Stress  of  business  often  prevents  you  from  replying 
to  my  letters  promptly  or  even  at  all,  but  you  must 
realise  the  importance  of  this  letter  too  much  to  permit 
any  delay  in  this  instance. 

"  I  do  not  wish  to  alarm  you,  but  I  feel  it  my  duty  to 
tell  you  that  Frederick  shows  symptoms  of  so  grave 
a  nature  that  this  journey  may,  and  I  hope  will,  be  the 
salvation  of  my  son. 

"  I  think  I  must  have  given  you  during  the  last  seven- 
teen years  sufficient  proofs  of  my  strength  of  character 
and  devoted  affection  for  Frederick  for  you  to  feel  satisfied 
that,  sudden  as  this  resolution  on  my  part  may  appear  to 
you,  you  will  do  everything  in  your  power  to  aid  me  in 
carrying  out  a  resolution  dictated  by  the  most  urgent 
and  imperative  necessity. 

"  I  shall  leave  old  Andre  here.  He  will  take  charge 
of  the  house,  and  perform  any  service  you  may  require 
during  your  visits.  He  is  a  trusty  man  to  whom  I  can 
safely  confide  the  charge  of  everything  in  my  absence. 

"  Good-bye.  I  end  my  letter  rather  abruptly  so  it  can 
be  mailed  this  evening. 

"  I  hope  to  receive  a  reply  on  Monday,  in  which  case 
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I  shall  take  the  diligence  that  same  evening  for  Paris, 
where  we  shall  remain  only  twenty-four  hours,  and  then 
leave  for  Lyons  on  our  way  southward. 
"  Once  more  adieu. 

"  Marie  Bastien." 

Her  letter  concluded,  Madame  Bastien  ordered  the 
horse  harnessed  so  the  letter  could  be  taken  to  Blois  at 
once. 

After  satisfying  herself  several  times  in  regard  to  the 
condition  of  her  sun,  who  seemed  to  be  resting  more 
quietly,  Madame  Bastien  sat  down  and  began  to  reflect 
upon  the  determination  to  travel  that  she  had  just  an- 
nounced to  her  husband,  and  found  it  more  and  more 
op|)Oi'tune,  though  she  asked  herself  anxiously  how  she 
should  manage  to  prevent  Frederick  from  getting  out  of 
her  sight  for  a  moment  until  the  time  appointed  for  their 
departure.  The  little  clock  on  the  mantel  had  just  struck 
twelve,  and  the  young  mother  was  still  absorbed  in  the 
same  sorrowful  reflections,  when  she  fancied  she  heard 
the  quick  ring  of  a  horse's  hoofs  in  the  distance,  and  the 
sound  came  nearer  and  nearer,  until  the  animal  paused 
at  the  door  of  the  farmhouse. 

A  few  minutes  afterward  an  unwonted  bustle  per- 
vaded the  dwelling  and  some  one  rapped  at  the  door  of 
Madame  Bastien's  chamber. 

"  Who  is  there  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  I,  Marguerite,  madame." 

"  What  do  you  want  ? " 

"  Doctor  Dufour  is  here,  madame.  He  just  arrived 
on  horseback." 

"  Light  a  fire  in  the  sitting-room  and  ask  the  doctor 
to  wait  for  me  there.     I  will  be  down  in  a  moment." 

Then,  recollecting  that  she  would  be  obliged  to  leave 
her  son,  Madame  Bastien  recalled  the  servant,  and  said : 

"  I  have  changed  my  mind.  I  will  see  the  doctor 
here  in  my  room.     Show  him  up  at  once." 
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Almost  immediately  the  doctor  appeared,  preceded  by 
Marguerite. 

"  Good  Heavens  !  what  is  the  matter  with  you  ?  "  ex- 
claimed M.  Dufour  on  seeing  Marie. 

"  Nothing,  doctor  —  " 

"  Nothing  !  "  repeated  the  physician,  scrutinising  Marie 
with  evident  surprise,  so  terrible  was  the  change  which 
the  events  of  the  previous  evening  had  wrought  in  her 
appearance.     "  Nothing  ?  " 

'■•  Ah,  yes,  I  know,"  replied  Madame  Bastien,  with  a 
heart-broken  smile,  reading  the  doctor's  thoughts  from 
the  expression  of  his  face. 

Then  placing  a  finger  on  her  lips,  she  added,  in  a  low 
tone,  with  a  meaning  glance  toward  the  door  of  Fred- 
erick's chamber : 

*•'  We  must  be  very  careful,  my  dear  doctor,  my  son 
is  in  there  asleep.  He  has  had  a  terrible  experience 
this  evening.  I  was  about  to  write  to  you  and  ask  you 
to  come  to-mori'ow.     It  was  Heaven  that  sent  you." 

"  As  my  coming  seems  so  opportune,  I  shall  not  have 
to  apologise  for  coming  at  such  an  unseasonable  hour. 
I  wished  to  talk  with  you  about  a  matter  that  would 
brook  no  delay,  so  I  ventured  to  come  almost  in  the 
middle  of  the  night  and  at  the  risk  of  disturbing  you." 

"  My  God !  what  is  it  ? " 

"  Your  son  is  asleep,  is  he  not  ?  " 

"  I  think  so." 

"  But  he  might  hear  us  if  he  is  not,  so  let  us  go  to  the 
other  end  of  the  njom  and  speak  low,  for  it  is  a  matter 
that  concerns  him." 
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"  I  WISH  to  speak  to  you  in  regard  to  the  mental  and 
physical  change  which  you  have  noticed  in  your  son, 
and  which  is  giving  you  such  grave  uneasiness." 

"  Grave  indeed,  doctor." 

"  There  is  a  possibility  of  curing  him,  I  think." 

"  You  really  think  you  can,  my  dear  doctor." 

"I?     No." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Have  the  goodness  to  read  this,  madame,"  said  the 
doctor,  drawing  a  letter  from  his  pocket  and  handing 
it  to  Madame  Bastien,  who,  greatly  astonished,  took  it, 
and  read  as  follows : 

"'My  Dear  Pierre:— The  diligence  stops  here  for 
an  hour  and  I  take  advantage  of  the  opportunity  thus 
afforded  to  write  to  you. 

" '  After  leaving  you  last  evening  the  subject  of  our 
last  conversation  engrossed  my  thoughts  to  the  exclusion 
of  all  other  subjects,  for  what  I  had  seen  and  heard 
could  not  fail  to  make  a  deep  impression  upon  me. 

" '  Last  night,  and  this  morning  as  well,  I  have  been 
unable  to  drive  that  poor  boy  of  Madame  Bastien's  out 
of  my  mind.  You  know,  Pierre,  that  I  am  rarely  deceived 
in  the  deductions  I  draw  from  certain  physiognomies, 
and  what  I  saw  yesterday  and  what  occurred  during  the 
passing  of  the  hunting  party  alike  convince  me  that 
Madame  Bastien's  son  feels  a  deadly  hatred  for  the 
young  Marquis  de  Pont  Brill  ant.'  " 

Marie,  astonished  by  the  justice  of  this  observation, 
and  overcome  by  her  recollection  of  the  terrors  of  the 
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evening,  buried  her  face  in  her  hands,  and  began  to  sob 
wildly. 

"  Great  Heavens !  what  is  the  matter  ? "  cried  the 
doctor. 

"  Ah,  that  is  only  too  true.  It  is  hatred,  an  im- 
placable hatred,  that  he  feels.  But  who  wrote  this 
letter?" 

"  My  best  friend,  the  most  generous  and  noble-hearted 
man  in  the  world.  You  remember  meeting  a  stranger 
at  my  house  on  St.  Hubert's  Day,  do  you  not  ? " 

"  The  gentleman  my  son  treated  so  rudely  ?  " 

"  The  same  ;  but  pray  go  on  with  the  letter." 

"  '  I  have  not  endeavoured  to  discover  the  cause  of  this 
animosity,  but  daily  association  with  Frederick  would 
undoubtedly  enable  a  patient  and  sagacious  person  to 
make  a  discovery  which  is  indispensable  if  he  would 
effect  a  cure.  Confident  that  an  implacable  animosity 
has  already  taken  deep  root  in  Frederick's  heart,  I  ask 
myself  by  what  strange  anomaly  he  can  be  a  prey  to 
such  a  deplorable  weakness.'  " 

"  But  who  is  this  man  who  seems  to  know  my  son 
better  than  I  do  myself,  —  this  man  whose  penetration 
frightens  me ;  for  it  has  proved  more  correct,  much  more 
correct  than  you  suppose." 

"  This  man,"  replied  the  doctor,  sadly,  "  is  a  man 
who  has  suffered  much,  seen  much,  and  observed  much. 
That  is  the  secret  of  his  remarkable  penetration." 

Madame  Bastien  resumed  her  reading  of  the  letter. 

" '  You  have  told  me,  my  friend,  that  Frederick  has 
arrived  at  what  you  call  the  transition  period,  an  epoch 
of  life  which  is  often  extremely  critical  and  accompanied 
with  grave  physical  disturbances.  . 

" '  Frederick  may  be  strongly  affected  by  these  condi- 
tions and  consequently  a  prey  to  feelings  which  are  the 
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more  powerful  by  reason  of  their  very  novelty,  on  account 
of  his  mother's  close  supervision  and  the  salutary  influence 
she  has  exerted  over  him  up  to  this  time.  And  how  could 
even  Madame  Bastien's  affection  and  prudence  guard 
against  a  danger  which  neither  she  nor  her  son  appre- 
hended ?  She  must  have  been  quite  as  unprepared  as  her 
son  for  the  violent  passion  which  seems  to' have  taken 
possession  of  him.  No,  even  this  judicious  and  devoted 
mother  has  no  more  cause  for  regret  than  if  her  child 
had  been  attacked  with  measles  or  some  other  childish 
disease.' " 

"Don't  you  entirely  agree  with  my  friend  in  this?" 
inquired  the  doctor,  "  I  mean  in  i-elation  to  not  blaming 
yourself  for  the  present  state  of  affairs." 

"  Yes,"  replied  Madame  Bastien,  thoughtfully,  "  I 
shall  show  no  mock  modesty  with  you,  my  dear  doctor. 
I  am  conscious  of  having  performed  my  duties  as  a 
mother  to  the  very  best  of  my  ability,  and  I  recognise 
the  fact  that  it  was  not  within  the  limits  of  human  pos- 
sibility for  any  one  to  foresee  or  prevent  the  misfortune 
which  has  overtaken  my  son." 

"  One  word  more,  my  dear  doctor,"  continued  Marie, 
after  a  moment's  silence.  "  Your  friend  saw  Fred- 
erick for  only  a  few  minutes,  but  long  enough,  alas !  to 
be  treated  with  inexcusable  rudeness.  A  generous- 
minded  person  feels  only  indulgence  and  compassion 
for  a  poor  sick  child,  I  know,  but  there  is  a  wide 
difference  between  this  compassion  and  the  profound 
interest  which  your  friend  manifests  in  Frederick. 
What  has  my  son  done  to  deserve  this  interest?" 

"  The  latter  part  of  this  letter  will  explain,  I  think, 
but  I  will  say  this  much  by  way  of  explanation.  My 
fi'iend  had  a  brother  very  much  younger  than  himself,  of 
whom  he  had  entire  charge  after  his  father's  death.  My 
friend  idolised  this  brother,  who  was  about  Frederick's 
age.     Like  him,  he  was  extremely  handsome ;  like  him, 
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he  was  passionately  loved,  not  by  a  mother,  but  by  the 

tenderest  of  brothers." 

"  And  what  became  of  him  ? "  inquired  Marie,  with 

interest. 

"  My  friend  lost  this  brother  six  years  ago." 

"■  Ah,  now  1  understand,"  cried  Marie,  deeply  moved. 

Then  even  more  thoughtfully  she  resumed  the  reading 

of  the  letter : 

" '  I  am  almost  positive  that  Frederick  has  never  evinced 
any  lack  of  confidence  in  his  mother  up  to  this  time 
because  he  has  had  nothing  to  hide  from  her,  but  the 
more  reprehensible  the  secret  he  is  concealing  from  his 
mother  is  now  at  this  present  time,  the  more  impene- 
trable he  is  likely  to  be. 

" '  But  now  the  malady  is  known  to  us,  what  are  the 
best  means  or  the  chances  of  a  cure  ? 

"  '  The  first  thing  to  be  done  is  to  discover  the  cause  of 
Frederick's  animosity.  How  is  this  discovery  to  be  ef- 
fected ?  Frederick  loves  his  mother  devotedly,  neverthe- 
less he  has  remained  deaf  to  her  entreaties,  so  it  is 
almost  certain  that  he  will  never  tell  her  his  unhappy 
secret  now,  partly  from  a  fear  of  forfeiting  the  respect  of 
his  friends,  partly  from  a  fear  of  imperilling  his  prospect 
of  vengeance,  the  inevitable  consequence  of  hatred  when 
it  is  as  energetic  and  intense  as  Frederick's  seems  to  be.'  " 

Madame  Bastien  trembled  violently  as  she  read  this 
prophecy  which  the  scene  she  had  lately  witnessed  in 
the  forest  verified  but  too  well,  and  it  was  in  a  voice  full 
of  emotion  she  continued : 

" '  Consequently  it  seems  almost  certain  that  Madame 
Bastien  must  renounce  all  hope  of  gaining  her  son's 
confidence.  That  being  the  case,  shall  she  resort  to 
penetration,  that  compound  of  watchfulness,  dissimu- 
lation, and  trickery  ?  for  to  ferret  out  a  secret,  at  least 
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a  jealously  guarded  secret,  one  must  employ  all  sorts  of 
cunning  expedients. 

"  '  Can  a  woman  like  Madame  Bastien  play  such  a  diffi- 
cult r61e  even  if  she  desire  to  do  so,  a  role  which  requires 
so  much  cool  calculation  and  dissimulation  ? 

" '  No,  tl^e  poor  mother  would  hlush  and  pale  by  turn, 
and  in  spite  of  her  resolution  she  would  hesitate  at  every 
step,  even  though  she  felt  such  a  course  might  effect  her 
son's  salvation.' " 

Madame  Bastion's  head  drooped,  two  big  tears  rolled 
slowly  down  her  cheeks,  her  hands  fell  inertly  upon  her 
knees,  and  she  murmured,  with  a  deep  sigh : 

"  What  he  says  is  only  too  true.  I  recognise  my 
utter  powerlessnessi" 

"  Don't  despair,  I  beseech  you,"  cried  the  doctor,  ear- 
nestly. "  Do  you  suppose  I  would  ever  have  brought 
you  this  letter,  or  that  my  friend  would  ever  have  writ- 
ten it,  if  he  had  not  felt  sure  he  had  found  a  means  of 
remedying  this  evil  ?     Go  on,  I  beg  of  you." 

"  '  In  my  opinion,'  "  Marie  continued,  "  '  Frederick  has 
reached  an  age  when  the  most  devoted  and  intelligent 
maternal  tenderness  will  no  longer  suffice  for  his 
guidance. 

"  '  Some  knowledge  of  and  experience  in  a  man's  life  is 
needed  to  arm  him  against  the  many  temptations  of 
which  a  woman  is  entirely  ignorant,  and  against  which 
it  is  consequently  well-nigh  impossible  for  her  to  protect 
her  son. 

"  '  An  intelligent  and  devoted  father  might  accomplish 
this  difficult  task  successfully,  but  as  M.  Bastien's  busi- 
ness keeps  him  so  much  from  home,  Frederick  needs  a 
man  of  feeling,  honour,  integrity,  and  experience,  —  a 
man  who  understands  the  full  importance  of  the  task  of 
fashioning  a  youth  into  a  man. 

" '  Such  a  person,  aided  by  the  information  Madame 
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Bastien  could  give  him,  and,  above  all,  by  the  influence 
she  must  still  possess  over  her  son,  such  a  person  could, 
I  feel  sure,  by  patient  study  and  observation  eventually 
discover  Frederick's  secret,  and  assist  his  mother  in  com- 
bating and  finally  destroying  this  animosity  in  the  heart 
of  this  unfortunate  youth,  and  then  continue  the  education 
which  Madame  Bastien  has  so  admirably  begun.'  " 

"  This  is  only  too  true,"  commented  Madame  Bastien, 
"  1  have  felt  the  necessity  of  providing  a  tutor  for  my 
son  for  some  time,  as  you  know,  my  dear  doctor.  The 
tutor  I  engaged  did  not  fulfil  all  my  requirements  by 
any  means,  but  he  was  fairly  competent,  and  endowed 
with  an  unusual  amount  of  patience  and  amiability. 
Unfortunately,  my  son's  irascibility  of  temper  drove 
him  away.  Now,  in  the  seclusion  in  which  I  live,  and 
for  the  very  limited  amount  of  money  my  husband  has 
consented  to  expend  for  this  purpose,  how  can  I  hope  to 
find  such  a  tutor  as  your  friend  describes  ?  Besides,  how 
can  1  induce  Frederick  to  accept  a  tutor  in  his  present 
irritated  state  of  mind  ?  Besides,  the  more  conscious  a 
tutor  is  of  his  value,  his  devotion,  and  his  dignity,  the 
less  inclined  he  will  be  to  submit  to  my  son's  violence. 
Alas !  you  see  I  shall  be  obliged  to  renounce  this  means, 
valuable  as  I  know  it  to  be." 

The  young  mother  resumed  her  reading. 

" '  If  Madame  Bastien  for  any  special  reason  does  not 
desire  to  employ  a  tutor,  there  is  another  course  which 
may  not  prove  equally  beneficial,  but  which  will  at  least 
serve  to  divert  his  mind  from  the  idea  which  seems  to 
be  dominating  it,  —  that  is  for  his  mother  to  start  with 
him  on  a  long  journey.'  " 

"  I  had  made  up  my  mind  to  do  that  very  thing," 
said  Marie.  "  This  very  evening  I  wrote  to  my  hus- 
band  informing  him    of    ray    decision.      I    cannot   be 
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wrong  this  time,  as  1  agree  with  your  friend  on  this 
point,  so  —  " 

"  Yes,  but  in  my  friend's  opinion,  as  you  will  see  if 
you  read  on  a  little  further,  this  journey  is  only  a  pal- 
liative measure." 

Madame  Bastien  read  as  follows : 

" '  I  do  not  doubt  the  beneficial  effects  of  such  a  jour- 
ney on  Frederick's  mind,  but  unhappily  it  will  only 
divert  his  mind  from  this  unfortunate  idea,  not  destroy 
it.  A  journey  may,  I  repeat,  serve  to  ameliorate  Fred- 
erick's mental  condition  and  enable  his  mother  to  gain 
time,  a  very  important  consideration,  for  I  know  there 
will  necessarily  be  considerable  difficulty  in  immediately 
finding  a  person  capable  of  undertaking  this  mission. 
In  fact,  I  am  so  conscious  of  the  many  difficulties  that, 
if  1  thought  my  offer  would  be  acceptable  and  above  all 
seemly,  1  should  be  glad  to  offer  myself  to  Madame 
Bastien  as  Frederick's  tutor.'  " 

Marie's  astonishment  was  so  intense  that  she  paused 
suddenly,  and  thinking  she  could  not  have  read  the  letter 
aright,  sbe  read  the  line  over  again  aloud  in  order  to 
satisfy  herself  that  her  eyes  had  not  played  her  false. 

"  '  I  should  he  glad  to  offer  myself  to  Madame  Bastien 
as  Frederick'' s  tutor.''  " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  doctor,  "  and  if  he  says  it  he 
means  it." 

"  Pardon  me,  doctor,"  stammered  the  young  mother, 
overwhelmed  with  astonishment,  "  but  the  amazement 
this  —  this  unexpected,  incomprehensible  offer  causes 
me  —  " 

"  Incomprehensible,  no.  When  you  know  the  person 
who  makes  this  offer  better,  you  are  the  very  person  to 
understand  and  appreciate  the  feeling  that  prompted  it." 
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"  But  without  knowing  me,  doctor  —  " 

"In  the  first  place  he  does  know  you,  for  I  admitted, 
did  1  not  ?  that  1  had  been  very  indiscreet ;  besides,  would 
any  other  tutor  that  offered  himself  be  any  better  ac- 
quainted with  you  ?  " 

"  But  —  but  your  friend  has  never  been  a  tutor  ?  " 

"  No ;  yet  from  his  letter  can  you  not  see  that  he  is  a 
just,  generous,  and  judicious  person  ?  As  to  his  capa- 
bilities, I  can  vouch  for  them.     But  read  on,  please." 

" '  This  proposition  will  doubtless  astonish  you,  my 
dear  friend,  as  1  left  you  last  evening  for  Nantes,  from 
which  place  I  was  to  embark  for  a  long  voyage.  More- 
over, I  have  never  been  a  tutor,  the  modest  fortune  at 
my  disposal  preventing  the  necessity  of  following  any 
regular  avocation ;  last  but  not  least,  Madame  Bastien 
does  not  know  me,  though  1  ask  her  to  give  me  the 
greatest  proof  of  confidence  that  it  is  in  her  power  to 
grant,  that  is,  to  allow  me  to  share  the  oversight  of 
Frederick  with  her. 

" '  The  first  moment  of  surprise  over,  my  friend,  you 
will  recollect  that,  though  I  have  endeavoured  to  impart 
a  useful  aim  to  my  travels,  I  adopted  this  roving  life  in 
the  hope  of  finding  distraction  from  the  intense  grief  the 
loss  of  my  poor  brother  caused  me.  Now  after  several 
hours  of  reflection,  I  am  not  only  willing  but  anxious  to 
attempt  Frederick's  cure.  A  very  extraordinary  desire 
this  will  doubtless  appear  to  those  who  do  not  know  me, 
but  perfectly  natural  to  those  who  do  know  me  inti- 
mately. Since  Fernand's  death  all  boys  of  his  age 
inspire  me  with  a  profound  interest ;  and  since  I  have 
reflected  long  and  carefully  upon  the  seriousness  of 
Frederick's  mental  condition  and  his  mother's  increasing 
anxiety,  as  well  as  the  obstacles  she  must  overcome  in 
order  to  ensure  her  son's  recovery,  I  think  I  have  devised 
a  way  of  effecting  a  cure.  It  seems  to  me,  too,  that  I 
should  be  paying  the  greatest  possible  tribute  of  affec- 
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tion  and  respect  to  my  poor  Fernand's  memory  by  doing 
for  Frederick  precisely  what  I  had  hoped  to  do  for  my 
own  brother,  and  that  this  would  not  only  be  a  whole- 
some distraction,  but  the  only  possible  consolation  in  my 
grief. 

" '  Now  you  have  heard  my  reasons  I  feel  sure  my 
decision  will  no  longer  astonish  you ;  and  if  my  offer  is 
accepted  I  shall  fulfil  my  duties  conscientiously. 

" '  From  what  I  know  of  Madame  Bastien,  I  feel  sure 
that  she  will  understand  my  motives  perfectly ;  so,  on 
reflection,  I  think  it  would  be  advisable  for  you  to  show 
her  this  letter,  though  it  was  really  written  for  your  eye 
alone.  You  are  in  a  position  to  answer  any  inquiries 
Madame  Bastien  may  desire  to  make  concerning  me. 
You  know  me  and  my  life  ;  so  say  whatever  you  think 
you  are  justified  in  saying  to  satisfy  Madame  Bastien 
that  I  am  worthy  of  her  confidence. 

" '  Write  me  at  Nantes.  It  is  absolutely  necessary 
that  I  should  have  an  answer  this  day  week,  as  the 
Endymion^  on  which  I  have  engaged  passage,  sails  on  the 
fourteenth,  wind  permitting  ;  so  desiring  to  give  Madame 
Bastien  the  longest  possible  time  for  reflection,  I  seize 
this  opportunity  to  write  so  my  letter  may  reach  you 
twenty-four  hours  earlier. 

" '  If  my  offer  is  refused  I  shall  take  my  intended 
journey. 

" '  The  diligence  is  about  to  start,  so  I  must  bid  you 
a  hasty  farewell,  my  dear  Pierre.  I  have  only  time  to 
address  this  letter  and  assure  you  once  more  of  my 
devoted  affection. 

« '  Henei  David.'  " 
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As  Madame  Bastien  returned  the  letter  with  a  hand 
that  trembled  with  emotion,  Doctor  Dufour  said  : 

"One  word,  please.  I  do  not  know  what  your  deci- 
sion may  be,  but  before  you  announce  it  I  ought  to  give 
you  some  information  about  Henri  David,  so  you  may 
know  all  about  him  before  you  either  accept  or  refuse  his 
offer.     Do  you  not  think  so  ?  " 

"  No,  my  dear  doctor,  I  do  not,"  replied  Madame 
Bastien,  after  a  moment's  reflection. 

"  What  ? " 

"  I  shall  be  obliged  to  do  one  of  two  things,  that  is  to 
say,  I  shall  either  have  to  accept  or  decline  M.  David's 
offer.  If  I  accept  it,  a  desire  to  know  anything  further 
in  relation  to  him  would  show  a  distrust  of  him  and  of 
you.  This  letter  is  to  my  mind  convincing  proof  of  his 
high  sense  of  honour  and  his  generosity  of  heart.  If,  on 
the  contrary,  I  cannot  or  should  not  accept  M.  David's 
offer,  there  would  be  a  sort  of  indelicate  curiosity  on  my 
part  in  encouraging  your  revelations  concerning  the  past 
of  a  person  who  would  remain  a  stranger  to  me,  though 
the  nobility  of  his  offer  merits  my  eternal  gi^atitude." 

"  I  thank  you  both  on  David's  behalf  and  my  own  for 
the  confidence  you  manifest  in  us,  my  dear  Madame  Bas- 
tien. Now  reflect,  and  let  me  know  your  decision  as 
soon  as  your  mind  is  fully  made  up.  In  compliance 
with  my  friend's  request,  I  lost  no  time  in  acquainting 
you  with  the  contents  of  his  letter,  and  that  is  why  I 
came  at  this  late  hour  of  the  night,  even  at  the  risk  of 
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disturbing    you,    instead    of    waiting    until    to-morrow, 
and  —  " 

The  doctor  did  not  finish  the  sentence,  for  a  shrill, 
spasmodic  laugh  resounded  from  Frederick's  room,  and 
made  Madame  Bastien  spring  from  her  seat. 

Pale  and  terrified,  she  seized  the  lamp  and  ran  into 
her  son's  room,  followed  by  the  doctor. 

The  unfortunate  youth,  with  distorted  features,  livid 
complexion,  and  lips  contracted  in  a  sardonic  smile,  had 
been  seized  with  a  fit  of  delirium,  due,  doubtless,  to  a 
reaction  after  the  events  of  the  evening,  and  his  frenzied 
outburst  of  laughter  was  followed  by  incoherent  exclama- 
tions, in  which  the  following  recurred  incessantly : 

"  I  missed  him,  but  patience,  patience  !  " 

These  words,  which  were  only  too  significant  to 
Madame  Bastien,  showed  how  persistently  the  idea  of 
vengeance  still  clung  to  Frederick.  Thanks  to  Doctor 
Dufour's  almost  providential  presence,  the  promptest 
and  most  efficacious  attentions  were  lavished  upon  Fred- 
erick, and  the  physician  spent  the  remainder  of  the  night 
and  the  morning  of  the  next  day  with  the  sick  youth. 
Toward  evening  there  was  a  decided  change  for  the 
better  in  his  condition.  The  delirium  ceased,  and 
it  was  with  unusual  effusiveness  that  the  poor  boy 
thanked  his  mother  for  her  devotion,  weeping  freely 
the  while. 

Madame  Bastien's  relief  was  so  great  that  she  deluded 
herself  with  the  idea  that  the  violence  of  this  crisis  had 
effected  a  salutary  change  in  the  condition  of  her  son's 
mind,  and  that  he  was  saved,  so  about  ten  o'clock  in  the 
evening  she  yielded  to  the  doctor's  persuasions,  and  con- 
sented to  lie  down  and  rest  while  old  Marguerite  watched 
over  her  son. 

When  she  returned  to  her  son's  bedside  she  found  him 
sleeping  soundly,  so  motioning  Marguerite  to  follow  her, 
she  asked  : 

"  Has  he  rested  well  ? " 
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"  Very  well,  madame.  He  woke  only  twice,  and  talked 
very  sensibly,  I  assure  you." 

"  What  did  he  say  ? " 

«  Oh,  he  talked  about  different  things.  Among  others 
he  asked  me  where  his  gun  was,  and  when  I  told  him 
madame  had  made  me  put  it  away,  he  said  :  '  That's  all 
right,  Marguerite,  but  don't  tell  my  mother  I've  been 
asking  for  my  gun.  It  might  worry  her  if  she  thought 
I  had  any  idea  of  hunting  again,  weak  as  I  am.' " 

So  he  had  hardly  recovered  from  this  attack  before 
Frederick's  mind  was  again  engrossed  with  thoughts  of 
vengeance.  Marie  had  only  just  made  this  deplorable 
discovery  when  a  letter  was  handed  to  her.  Madame 
Bastien  recognised  her  husband's  handwriting,  conse- 
quently this  was  the  reply  to  the  letter  in  which  she 
had  annomiced  her  intention  of  travelling  with  Frederick. 

"  BouRGES,  November  5,  1846. 

"  I  answer  by  return  mail  as  you  request,  to  ask, 
first,  if  you  have  gone  mad,  and,  secondly,  if  you  really 
think  me  ass  enough  to  accede  to  the  most  absurd  whim 
that  ever  visited  a  woman's  brain. 

"So,  madame,  on  the  plea  that  Frederick's  health 
requires  it,  you  are  planning  a  pleasure  trip  to  the  sunny 
south  with  your  retinue  like  some  great  lady  !  It  strikes 
me  that  you  have  taken  it  into  your  head  to  play  the  part 
of  a  woman  rather  late  in  the  day  ! 

" '  We  shall  remain  in  Paris  only  twenty-four  hours 
at  the  longest,'  you  say,  but  I  see  through  your  little 
game. 

"  You  are  dying  to  see  the  capital,  like  all  provincials, 
and  your  excuse  would  be  a  pretty  good  one  if  1  was 
such  an  egi'egious  fool  as  you  seem  to  think.  Once  in 
Paris,  you  would  write :  My  son  is  too  much  fatigued 
with  the  journey  to  go  on  at  once,  or,  we  could  secure  no 
places  in  the  diligence,  or,  I  am  not  feeling  well  myself, 
until  a  week  or  two  weeks  or  even  a  month  had  passed. 
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"  If  monsieur,  my  son,  needs  diversion  on  account  of 
his  health,  send  him  out  fishing,  —  he  has  three  ponds  at 
his  disposal,  —  or  let  him  go  hunting.  If  he  needs 
change,  let  him  walk  from  Herbiers  to  the  Grand  Pr^ 
mill  half  a  dozen  times  a  day,  and  I'll  wager  that  in 
three  months  he'll  be  strong  enough  to  make  the  journey 
from  Pont  Brillant  to  Hyeres  on  foot. 

"  You  excite  my  pity,  upon  my  word  !  To  have  such 
absurd  ideas  at  your  age,  think  of  it,  and,  above  all, 
to  suppose  me  capable  of  consenting  to  anything  so 
ridiculous  ! 

'^  All  this  confirms  me  in  the  opinion  that  you  are 
bringing  up  your  son  to  be  a  perfect  nincompoop.  I 
shall  hear  of  his  having  the  blues  and  nervous  attacks 
next,  I  suppose.  He'll  soon  get  over  all  this  nonsense 
when  I  take  him  in  hand,  I  promise  you.  I  consented 
to  leave  him  with  you  until  he  was  seventeen,  and  even 
to  let  him  have  a  tutor,  as  if  he.  were  a  young  duke  or  a 
marquis.  I  shall  keep  my  word,  so  you  can  have  your 
son  and  a  tutor  exactly  five  months  longer,  after  which 
M.  Frederick  will  enter  the  office  of  my  friend  Bridou, 
the  notary,  where  he  will  stain  his  slender  white  fingers 
copying  documents  as  his  father  and  grandfather  did 
before  him. 

"  I  write  to  my  banker  in  Blois  by  this  same  mail, 
telling  him  not  to  advance  you  a  centime.  I  shall  also 
write  to  my  friend  Bossard,  the  notary  at  Pont  Brillant, 
who  is  as  good  as  a  town  crier,  to  proclaim  it  from  the 
housetops  that,  in  case  you  try  to  borrow  any  money, 
no  one  is  to  loan  you  a  sou,  for  any  debts  contracted  by 
a  wife  without  the  husband's  consent,  or  rather  when  he 
has  given  due  notice  that  he  has  no  intention  of  paying 
them,  are  null  and  void. 

"  Besides,  I  warn  you  that  I  shall  instruct  Bridou,  in 
case  you  have  the  audacity  to  undertake  this  journey  on 
borrowed  money,  to  set  the  police  on  your  track  and 
bring  you  back  to  the  conjugal  domicile,  as  I  have  an 
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undoubted  right  to  do,  for  no  wife  can  leave  her  hus- 
band's roof  without  the  consent  of  her  lord  and  master. 
You  know  me  too  well  to  fancy  for  one  moment  that  I 
shall  hesitate  to  carry  my  threat  into  execution.  You 
have  a  will  of  your  own,  as  you  have  proved.  Very  well, 
you  will  hud  that  I  have  one,  too. 

''  Don't  take  the  trouble  to  answer  this  letter.  1  leave 
Bourges  this  evening  for  the  Netherlands,  where  I  shall 
probably  remain  until  the  middle  of  January,  returning 
to  the  farm  in  March,  to  give  you  and  my  son  the 
blowing  up  you  so  richly  deserve. 

"  It  is  in  this  hope  that  I  sign  myself  your  deeply 
incensed  husband, 

"  Bastien. 

"  P.  S.  —  You  wrote  me  in  a  previous  letter  that  the 
tutor  had  taken  his  departure.  If  you  want  another  ass 
to  take  the  place  of  the  one  that  has  gone,  you  can  em- 
ploy one,  provided  you  can  get  him  for  one  hundred 
francs  a  month,  board  and  lodging  —  but  no  washing  — 
included.  Above  all,  don't  forget  that  I  won't  have 
him  eating  at  the  table  with  me.  When  I  am  at  home 
he  will  eat  in  his  room,  or  in  the  kitchen  if  he  wants 
company. 

"  Ask  Huebin  to  let  me  know  how  the  brood  sows  are 
looking,  for  I  want  to  get  the  premium  for  my  hogs  this 
fall.     It  is  a  matter  of  pride  with  me." 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  after  this  coaree  effusion  from 
her  lord  and  master  had  been  received,  ISIadame  Bastien 
wrote  the  following  letters,  which  were  despatched  to 
Pont  Brillant  at  once. 

"  To  Doctor  Dufour  :  —  Dear  doctor,  will  you  have  the 
goodness  to  forward  the  enclosed  letter  to  Nantes,  after 
having  first  read  and  sealed  it.  My  son  had  a  comfort- 
able night. 
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"  Try  to  give  me  a  few  minutes  to-day  or  to-morrow, 
so  I  can  tell  you  what  I  have  not  time  to  write. 
"  Hoping  to  see  you  very  soon,  I  remain, 
"  Your  sincere  friend, 

"  Marie  Bastien." 

The  letter  enclosed  read  as  follows : 

"  Monsieur  :  —  I  accept  your  generous  offer  with  pro- 
found gratitude.  My  son's  age  and  mental  condition, 
the  anxiety  I  feel  concerning  his  future  are  my  only 
claims  upon  your  interest,  yet  I  believe  that  in  your 
eyes  these  claims  are  sacred. 

"  Increase  my  obligations  by  hastening  the  date  of 
your  arrival  here  as  much  as  possible.  Your  predictions 
in  relation  to  my  unfortunate  child  are  more  than  verified. 

"  My  only  hope  is  in  you,  monsieur,  and  every  hour 
and  minute  adds  to  my  anxiety.  I  am  terrified  at  the 
thought  of  what  may  occur  at  any  moment  in  spite  of 
my  solicitude  and  untiring  vigilance.  It  is  needless  to 
say  that  I  await  your  assistance  with  the  utmost  im- 
patience. 

"  May  Heaven  bless  you,  for  the  compassion  you  have 
shown  to  a  mother  who  lives  only  in  her  son. 

"  Marie  Bastien." 
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During  the  brief  time  which  preceded  Henri  David's 
arrival  the  condition  of  physical  weakness  which  followed 
Frederick's  attack  of  nervous  fever  prevented  him  from 
leaving  the  house,  especially  as  the  weather  was  very 
unpleasant,  an  unusually  early  snow  having  covered  the 
ground,  while  a  heavy  fog  obscured  the  atmosphere. 

Since  the  scene  in  the  forest  there  had  been  no  expla- 
nation between  the  mother  and  son,  nor  even  any  allusion 
to  the  distressing  incident.  Remembering  the  offensive 
manner  in  which  her  son  had  treated  M.  David  on  Saint 
Hubert's  Day,  Madame  Bastien  felt  no  little  anxiety  with 
regard  to  the  future  relations  between  her  son  and  his 
new  tutor,  whose  intended  coming  was  as  yet  a  secret 
to  Frederick. 

At  last  came  a  note  from  Doctor  Dufour,  enclosing  the 
following : 

"  I  am  travelling  by  post  to  make  a  few  hours,  ray 
dear  Pierre,  so  1  shall  arrive  very  soon  after  you  receive 
these  few  lines,  and  we  will  go  together  to  Madame 
Bastien's  house." 

M.  David's  arrival  being  only  a  matter  of  a  few  hours, 
Marie  could  defer  the  revelation  of  her  plans  no  longer, 
so  she  went  to  the  study  in  search  of  him.  She  found 
him  seated  at  a  table,  apparently  engaged  in  translating 
a  French  exercise  into  English. 

"  Lay  aside  your  books  a  moment,  Frederick,  and 
come  and  sit  down  by  me.  There  is  something  I  wish 
to  say  to  you." 
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Frederick  took  a  seat  beside  his  mother  on  a  sofa  near 
the  fireplace,  and  his  mother,  taking  her  son's  hands  in 
hers,  said  to  him,  with  the  tenderest  solicitude : 

"  How  cold  your  hand?  are,  my  sou.  Your  writing- 
table  is  too  far  from  the  fire.  You  ought  to  move  your 
table  to  this  part  of  the  room." 

"  I  will,  mother,  if  you  wish  it." 

"  I  wish  you  would  do  so  presently,  but  first  we  must 
have  a  little  talk." 

"  About  what  ?  " 

"  About  a  very  important  matter,  my  son." 

"  I  am  listening." 

"  The  reasons  that  decided  me  to  employ  a  tutor  for 
you  still  exist,  though  he  has  left  us.  There  are  branches 
in  which  you  need  instruction  which  I  am  unfortunately 
not  able  to  give." 

"  I  seem  to  have  lost  all  taste  for  study  now,  you 
know,  mother." 

"  You  must  make  some  effort  to  overcome  this  languor. 
It  worries  me  very  much." 

"  I  will  try,  mother." 

"  But  it  seems  to  me  that  if  you  had  some  one  to 
encourage  you  in  your  good  resolutions,  and  assist 
your  studies,  it  would  be  much  better  for  you,  don't 
you  think  so  ?  " 

"  Your  encouragement  suffices  for  me." 

"  I  may  encourage  you,  but  as  I  said  before,  I  am 
unable  to  render  you  any  assistance,  so  I  have  thought 
it  would  be  advisable  to  replace  the  tutor  who  just  left 
us." 

"  Replace  him  ?  It  is  not  worth  while  to  think 
of  that,  mother.     I  don't  want  any  tutor." 

"  But  you  need  one,  nevertheless,  so  I  have  engaged 
a  new  one  for  you." 

"  You  must  be  joking,  mother." 

"  You  and  I  seem  to  have  gotten  sadly  out  of  the 
habit  of  jesting,   my  dear  boy.      The  jolly  times  you 
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and  I  used  to  have  together  seem  almost  like  a  dream 
when  1  think  of  them  now.  But  to  return  to  the  sub- 
ject I  was  speaking  of.  Your  new  tutor  will  probably 
arrive  —  " 

"  Arrive !     When  ? " 

"  To-day." 

Frederick's  face  turned  scarlet,  and,  springing  up  ab- 
ruptly, he  stamped  angrily  upon  the  floor,  exclaiming : 

"I  will  not  have  any  tutor,  mother;  do  you  hear 
me?" 

"  But  listen,  my  child,  I  beg  of  you." 

"  I  will  not  have  a  tutor,  I  tell  you.  Send  him 
away ;  it  is  useless  to  take  him.  I  will  serve  him 
exactly  as  I  did  the  other." 

Up  to  this  time  Madame  Bastien's  manner  toward 
her  son  had  always  been  tender,  almost  entreating, 
but  realising  that  she  must  show  no  weakness  now, 
she  replied,  in  a  firm  though  affectionate  tone : 

"  I  have  decided  that  it  will  be  for  your  interest  to 
have  a  tutor,  my  son,  so  I  feel  sure  you  will  respect  my 
wishes." 

"  You  will  see  if  I  do."         ♦ 

"  If  you  mean  by  that,  that  you  hope  to  wear  your 
new  tutor  out  by  your  obstinacy  and  ill-temper,  you 
will  make  a  great  mistake ;  first,  because  you  will 
grieve  me  very  much,  and,  secondly,  because  M.  David, 
for  that  is  his  name,  is  not  a  person  who  will  be  easily 
disheartened.  This  is  sufficiently  proven  by  the  fact 
that  your  anger  and  impertinence  only  served  to  arouse 
his  commiseration." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?     Who  are  you  talking  about  ?  " 

"The  gentleman  you  met  at  Doctor  Dufour's  house." 

"  What !  that  man  —  " 

"Is  the  tutor  I  have  selected  for  you." 

"  Is  that  so  ? "  responded  Frederick,  with  a  bitter 
smile.  "  After  all,  what  difference  does  it  make  ?  I 
had  just  as  soon  contend  with  one  as  with  the  other." 
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Though'  convinced  that  Heni'i  David  was  fully  pre- 
pared for  all  the  tribulations  of  the  difficult  task  he 
wished  to  undertake,  Marie  was  naturally  desirous  of 
sparing  the  generous-hearted  man  an  ungracious  recep- 
tion, so  she  resolved  to  appeal  to  her  son's  affection, 
which  had  never  failed  her  heretofore. 

"  My  dear  son,  I  feel  sure  of  being  understood  when 
I  tell  you  that  it  is  in  the  name  of  my  tenderness  and 
devotion  for  you  that  1  imploi*e  you  to  treat  M.  David 
with  the  respectful  deference  due  to  his  character  and 
merits.  That  is  all  I  ask.  Affection  and  confidence 
are  sure  to  come  later.  But  if  you  do  not  treat  him 
as  you  ought,  I  shall  think,  yes,  I  shall  think  that  you 
have  ceased  to  love  me,  Frederick.  You  make  no 
reply.  I  understand  why,  my  son.  You  think  I  am 
exaggerating,  do  you  not,  when  I  say  that  I  shall  think 
you  have  ceased  to  love  me  if  you  treat  your  new  tutor 
rudely  ?  But,  my  son,  the  coming  of  this  new  tutor 
means  your  salvation  and  mine,  for  I  truly  believe  it 
will  prove  the  beginning  of  a  new  era  of  hope  and  hap- 
piness for  us  both,  and  that  being  the  case,  you  would 
not  grieve  and  disappoint  me  by  receiving  M.  David 
rudel)',  for  no  son  who  loved  his  mother  would  wish 
to  make  me  miseral)le ;  so  you  see  I  do  not  exaggerate, 
after  all,  my  child.  But,  Frederick,  you  turn  away 
your  head.  You  refuse  to  look  at  me.  What  I  say 
about  your  having  ceased  to  love  me  is  true,  then ! 
You  do  not  say  so  much  as  a  word  to  reassure  me, 
you  who  used  to  be  so  loving  and  affectionate.  Why 
are  you  angry  with  me  ?     What  have  1  done  ?  " 

"  You  feel  better  now,  doubtless,  since  you  have  sum- 
moned a  stranger  to  your  aid,  mother." 

"  What  else  could  I  do  ?  Be  just,  I  beg  of  you. 
What  am  I  to  think  when  I  see  you  utterly  unmoved 
by  all  I  say  to  you  ?  Is  it  true  that  in  a  few  brief 
months  I  have  lost  all  influence  over  you,  that  my 
tears  and  entreaties  are  alike  powerless  to  move  you  ? 
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And  when  I  see  only  too  plainly  that  this  is  the  case, 
you  are  angry  because  I  summon  some  one  to  my  aid. 
Is  it  possible  that  you  are  no  longer  able  to  distinguish 
good  from  evil,  that  all  that  is  good  and  generous  and 
noble  is  dead  within  you  ?  In  that  case'  my  last  hope 
has  indeed  fied.  I  must  bring  myself  face  to  face  with 
the  hideous  reality,  and  as  you  force  me,  absolutely 
force  me,  to  do  it,"  added  Marie,  in  a  voice  ahnost 
inaudible  from  horror,  "  I  must  remind  you  of  that 
horrible  scene,  the  other  night,  in  the  forest  —  in  the 
forest  —  when  you  —  when  you  tried  —  tried  to  kill 
—  in  the  most  cowardly  manner  —  Oh,  my  God  !  my 
son,  my  son,  an  assassin  !  ^^ 

The  last  word  was  accompanied  with  such  an  out- 
burst of  despairing  sobs  that  Frederick  turned  pale  and 
trembled  from  head  to  foot. 

On  hearing  the  word  "  assassin  "  applied  to  him  by 
his  own  mother,  Frederick  realised  for  the  first  time 
the  enormity  of  the  crime  he  had  tried  to  commit,  and 
noticing  her  son's  gloomy  silence,  and  the  ex]>ression 
of  profound  despair  that  had  succeeded  his  strained 
and  sarcastic  smile,  Madame  Bastien  asked  herself, 
with  increasing  anxiety,  whether  the  result  of  this 
cruel  scene  would  be  disastrous  or  salutary  for  Fred- 
erick ;  but  just  then  Marguerite  entered  hurriedly,  and 
said  to  her  mistress : 

"  The  doctor  has  just  arrived  with  another  gentleman, 
madame.     They  wish  to  see  you." 

"  Frederick,"  exclaimed  the  young  mother,  hastily 
wiping  away  her  tears,  "  my  son,  it  is  your  new  tutor, 
M.  David.     I  implore  you  —  " 

But  she  could  not  finish  the  sentence,  for  Doctor 
Dufour  entered,  accompanied  by  Henri  David. 

The  latter  bowed  low  to  Madame  Bastien,  but  as  he 
raised  his  head  he  saw  traces  of  recent  tears  on  the 
lady's  face.  He  noticed,  too,  Frederick's  livid  palh)r 
and  his  gloomy  and  defiant  air,  so  he  would  have  had 
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no  trouble  in  divining  what  had  just  taken  place,  even 
if  an  imploring  look  from  Madame  Bastien  had  not  still 
further  enlightened  him. 

"  Madame,  I  have  the  honour  to  present  my  friend, 
M.  Henri  David,"  began  the  doctor. 

Madame  Bastien  was  so  overwhelmed  with  emotion, 
that  she  could  only  rise  from  her  chair,  into  which  she 
sank  back  again  after  bowing  to  David,  who  said : 

"  I  shall  endeavour  to  be  worthy  of  the  confidence 
you  have  manifested  in  me,  madame." 

"  My  son,"  said  Marie  Bastien,  in  a  voice  she  tried 
hard  to  steady,  "  I  hope  you  will  not  disappoint  the 
expectations  of  M.  David,  who  has  kindly  consented  to 
assume  the  direction  of  your  studies." 

"  Monsieur,"  said  Frederick,  looking  his  new  tutor 
full  in  the  face,  "  you  come  here  in  spite  of  me.  You 
will  leave  here  on  account  of  me." 

"  Mon  Dieu ! "  murmured  Madame  Bastien,  with  a 
despairing  sob,  and,  overcome  with  shame  and  confusion, 
she  dared  not  even  lift  her  eyes  to  Henri  David's  face. 

"  You  will  regret  those  words  when  you  learn  to 
know  me  better,"  said  Henri  David,  with  a  look  of 
infinite  compassion. 

Frederick  burst  into  a  shrill,  sardonic  laugh,  and 
rushed  out  of  the  room. 

"  Don^t  leave  him  alone,  doctor,  I  implore  you," 
exclaimed  the  mother. 

But  this  entreaty  had  not  passed  her  lips  before  M. 
Dufour  started  after  Frederick. 
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Left  alone  with  Madame  Bastion,  Henri  David  re- 
mained silent  for  several  minutes  as  if  to  collect  his 
thoughts,  then,  turning  to  his  companion,  he  said, 
earnestly : 

"  I  wish,  madame,  that  jou  could  see  in  me  a  physi- 
cian who  is  devoting  himself  to  a  dangerous  but  by  no 
meana  hopeless  case.  I  should  like  to  receive  from  you 
a  full  account  of  all  the  events  which  have  taken  place 
since  you  first  noticed  the  change  in  your  son's  character 
which  distresses  you  so  much.  Our  friend.  Doctor  Du- 
four,  has  already  given  me  some  information  on  the  sub- 
ject. But  what  you  can  tell  me,  madame,  will  doubtless 
enlighten  me  still  more." 

Marie  complied  with  his  request,  but  when  she  came 
to  the  description  of  the  scene  in  the  forest,  she  hesi- 
tated and  turned  pale,  and  her  distress  was  so  apparent 
that  Henri  David  exclaimed: 

"  What  is  the  matter,  madame  ?  This  emotion,  these 
tears  —  " 

"  Ah,  monsieur,  I  should  be  unworthy  of  your  gener- 
ous aid  if  I  concealed  any  portion  of  the  truth  from  you, 
no  matter  how  terrible  it  may  be." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  madame  ? " 

"  Ah,  monsieur,"  murmured  Madame  Bastien,  with 
eyes  downcast,  "  in  a  paroxysm  of  fever,  or  delirium,  or 
I  know  not  what,  he  lost  his  senses  completely  and  went 
at  night  —  " 

«  At  night  ? " 
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«  To  the  forest." 

And  as  Madame  Bastien  again  paused  with  a  shudder, 
David  repeated : 

''To  the  forest?" 

"  Yes,  to  the  forest,  where  he  concealed  himself 
behind  a  tree  to  shoot  M.  de  Pont  Brillant." 

"  A  murderer ! "  exclaimed  David,  turning  pale,  "  a 
murderer  at  sixteen." 

"  Have  pity,  monsieur,  have  pity,"  cried  Marie, 
stretching   out   her    hands    imploringly. 

"  Do  not  forsake  him,"  cried  the  unhappy  woman,  as 
if  fearing  this  revelation  would  cause  David  to  renounce 
his  generous  undertaking.  "  Alas,  monsieur,  the  greater 
my  misfortune,  the  more  desperate  my  straits,  the  more 
you  should  pity  me!  Once  .more  I  beseech  you  not  to 
forsake  my  son.  My  only  hope  is  in  you.  What  will 
become  of  me  ?  What  will  become  of  him  if  you  do  ? 
Besides,  I  tell  you  he  was  not  in  his  right  mind.  He 
was  delirious ;  he  was  mad  !  " 

"  You  need  have  no  fears  of  my  abandoning  your  son, 
madame.  Difficulties  do  not  discourage  me ;  they  only 
impel  me  to  renewed  efforts.  But  you  are  mistaken  in 
supposing  that  Frederick  was  insane.  The  deed  was 
the  inevitable  result  of  the  hatred  that  is  consuming 
him." 

"  Oh,  no,  no,  I  cannot  believe  —  " 

"  On  the  contrary,  the  conviction  should  reassure 
instead  of  alarming  you.  Frederick's  animosity  reached 
its  highest  pitch  at  that  time,  and  we  now  know  the  full 
extent  of  the  malady.  The  cause  of  this  hatred  is  still 
shrouded  in  mystery,  but  I  feel  confident  that  we  shall 
soon  fathom  it,  and  then  the  cure  wiU  be  comparatively 
easy.  We  have  many  things  in  our  favour.  Frederick's 
tender  years,  his  antecedents,  your  tender  solicitude,  my 
constant  vigilance.  All  that  is  noble  and  generous  in 
your  son  is  paralysed  temporarily,  but  rest  assured  that, 
purified  by  the  very  ordeal   through  which  he  is  now 
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passing,  your  son  will  some  day  not  only  realise  but 
even  surpass  your  most  sanguine  hopes." 

Henri  David's  tone  was  so  earnest  and  convincing, 
there  was  such  an  expression  of  deep  interest  on  his 
manly  face,  that  Madame  Bastien  felt  hope  once  more 
spring  up  in  her  heart,  and  she  exclaimed,  with  profound 
emotion : 

"  The  only  thanks,  monsieur,  that  I  can  give  you  —  " 

"  Thanks,  you  owe  me  no  thanks,  madame,"  inter- 
rupted Henri  David.  "  Our  friend  showed  you  my  letter, 
and  you  know  that  in  the  work  I  am  about  to  undertake 
I  hope  to  find  distraction  from  cruel  grief,  and  that  I  also 
regard  it  as  a  sacred  tribute  to  the  memory  of  a  deeply 
lamented  brother." 

"  I  shall  not  insist,  monsieur,  particularly  as  my  words 
would  so  inadequately  express  my  feelings,  but  I  must 
say  one  word  in  relation  to  a  rather  painful  subject," 
added  Madame  Bastien,  lowering  her  eyes  and  blushing 
deeply.  "  1  must  ask  your  pardon  in  advance  for  the 
modest  life  you  will  be  obliged  to  lead  here,  and  I  —  " 

"  Permit  me  to  interrupt  you,  here  and  now,  madame," 
interposed  David,  smiling.  "I  have  travelled  a  great 
deal,  through  uncivilised  as  well  as  civilised  countries, 
so  I  am  half  sailor,  half  soldier,  in  the  simplicity  of  my 
habits." 

"  But  this  is  not  all,  monsieur,"  continued  Madame 
Bastien,  with  increasing  embarrassment.  "  I  live  alone 
most  of  the  time.  My  husband's  business  keeps  him 
away  from  home  a  great  deal,  but  sometimes  he  spends 
several  days  here." 

"  Permit  me  to  interrupt  you  once  more,  madame," 
said  David,  touched  by  Madame  Bastien's  evident  em- 
barrassment, particularly  as  he  divined  what  she  was 
about  to  say  to  him.  "  Our  mutual  friend,  the  doctor, 
has  told  me  something  of  M.  Bastien's  habits,  and  you 
will  find  me  anxious  to  do  everything  possible  to  prevent 
my    presence    here    from    disturbing   that   gentleman's 
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habits.  1  shall  also  do  everything  in  my  power  to  win 
his  toleration,  if  not  his  regard  ;  for,  my  work  once  begun, 
it  would  distress  me  very  much  to  see  it  suddenly  inter- 
rupted. In  short,  as  I  cannot  remain  here  without  M. 
Bastien's  permission,  I  shall  do  my  best  to  win  his  toler- 
ation, and  any  concessions  which  my  self-respect  will 
permit  of  will,  I  assure  you,  be  cheerfully  made." 

Madame  Bastien  was  deeply  impressed  by  M.  David's 
delicacy.  She  could  not  doubt  that  Doctor  Dufour  had 
told  his  friend  of  M.  Bastien's  habitual  coarseness,  and 
that  the  generous  man  who  was  consecrating  himself  to 
Frederick's  salvation  with  such  disinterested  devotion 
had  made  up  his  mind  in  advance  to  many  disagreeable 
and  even  humiliating  experiences,  though  his  pecuniary 
independence  and  his  nobility  of  character  made  him 
superior. 

Marie  was  the  first  to  break  the  silence  that  ensued. 

"  M.  David,"  she  said,  with  gentle  dignity,  "  will  you 
let  me  show  you  to  the  room  I  must  beg  you  to  occupy 
here  ? " 

David  bowed,  and  followed  her  in  silence. 
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It  was  nearly  dark. 

Madame  Bastien  took  a  lamp,  and,  passing  through 
the  little  dining-room  where  Marguerite  was  laying  the 
table  for  the  frugal  evening  meal,  led  the  way  to  the 
garret,  which  was  divided  into  three  rooms,  one  occupied 
by  Marguerite,  another  by  the  gardener,  while  the  third 
was  allotted  to  the  tutor. 

This  was  M.  Bastien's  arrangement.  His  wife  had 
vainly  endeavoured  to  convince  him  of  the  impropriety 
of  lodging  a  tutor  in  this  fashion,  and  had  begged  him 
to  allow  her  to  fit  up  a  room  on  the  floor  below  for  his 
use,  but  he  had  flown  into  a  violent  passion,  and  declared 
that,  if  his  wife  disobeyed  him,  he  would  send  the  spouter 
of  Latin  up  to  the  garret  where  he  belonged  as  soon  as 
he  found  it  out. 

Madame  Bastien  knew  he  was  quite  capable  of  carry- 
ing this  threat  into  execution,  so,  to  spare  the  new  tutor 
such  a  humiliation,  she  had  resigned  herself  to  seeing  her 
son's  preceptor  occupy  a  room  so  little  in  harmony  with 
the  importance  of  his  functions. 

If  the  young  woman  had  taken  so  much  to  heart  what 
she  regarded  as  an  insult  to  the  dignity  of  her  son's 
former  tutor,  one  can  judge  of  her  feelings  when  it  was 
inflicted  upon  Henri  David,  whose  disinterestedness  mer- 
ited such  heartfelt  gratitude.  Consequently,  it  was  with 
painful  confusion  that  she  opened  the  door  of  the  garret 
room  which  she  had  done  her  best  to  make  cosy  and 
inviting.  A  small  blue  and  white  china  vase  containing 
a  bouquet  of  chrysanthemums  and  late  roses  stood  on 
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the  walnut  table,  the  floor  was  of  spotless  whiteness,  the 
white  curtains  were  tied  back  with  ribbons,  in  short,  a 
desire  to  make  the  plainness  of  the  apartment  forgotten 
by  dint  of  assiduous  care  and  good-will  was  everywhere 
apparent. 

"  It  is  with  deep  regret,  I  assure  you,  that  I  am  com- 
pelled to  offer  you  this  room,"  said  Madame  Bastien, 
"  but  my  utter  inability  to  place  a  more  suitable  apart- 
ment at  your  disposal  must  be  my  excuse." 

Henri  David  could  not  repress  a  slight  movement  of 
surprise  as  he  glanced  around  him,  and,  after  a  brief 
silence,  he  said,  with  a  melancholy  smile  : 

"  By  a  singular  chance,  madame,  this  room  strongly 
resembles  one  I  occupied  in  boyhood  beneath  my  father's 
roof,  and  it  is  pleasant  to  be  thus  reminded  of  the  happi- 
est years  of  my  life." 

When  they  went  down-stairs  they  found  supper  ready. 

"  I  am  very  much  afraid  that  Frederick  will  refuse  to 
come  to  the  table  this  evening.  Excuse  me  a  moment, 
monsieur,  while  I  go  and  call  him." 

Having  learned  from  Marguerite  that  Frederick  jvas 
in  his  room,  Madame  Bastien  hastened  there,  and  found 
her  son  thoughtfully  pacing  the  room. 

"  Supper  is  ready,  my  son,"  his  mother  said.  "  Won't 
you  come  ?  " 

"  Thanks,  I  am  not  hungry,  mother.  I  intend  to  go 
to  bed  almost  immediately." 

"  You  are  not  feeling  ill,  I  trust  ?  " 

"  No  ;  only  tired.     I  seem  to  need  rest." 

"  I  hope,  my  son,  that  you  will  consider  how  your 
words  would  have  pained  M.  David,  who  already  feels 
the  tenderest  interest  in  you,  if  he  had  not  felt  certain 
that  he  would  soon  overcome  your  prejudice  by  his  kind- 
ness. He  will  be  to  you  not  a  master,  but  a  friend ;  I 
would  say  a  brother  but  for  the  disparity  in  your  ages." 

Frederick  made  no  reply.  His  mouth  contracted 
slightly,  and  he  hung  his  head,  and  Madame  Bastien, 
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who  had  made  a  careful  study  of  her  son's  face  for  some 
time  past,  saw  that  he  was  resolved  to  maintain  an 
obstinate  silence,  so  she  insisted  no  further,  but  rejoined 
M.  David. 

After  a  frugal  supper,  Henri,  wishing  to  divert  his 
companion's  thoughts,  begged  her  to  let  him  see  Fred- 
erick's note-books  and  exercises,  as  well  as  some  of  the 
essays  he  had  written  in  happier  days,  hoping  he  might 
find  in  these  last  some  clue  to  the  origin  of  the  unfor- 
tunate ideas  which  seemed  to  have  taken  such  entire 
possession  of  his  mind. 

While  the  new  tutor  was  thus  engaged  the  young 
mother  watched  him  closely,  in  order  that  she  might 
judge  of  the  effect  these  specimens  of  Frederick's  work 
produced  upon  him.  Soon  he  took  up  an  essay  Fred- 
erick had  written  upon  a  theme  suggested  by  his  mother, 
and  at  first  the  young  mother  felt  doubtful  of  its  suc- 
cess, for  M.  David's  features  remained  grave  and  thought- 
ful, but  suddenly  he  smiled,  and  the  smile  was  followed 
by  several  approving  nods  of  the  head,  and  two  or  three 
times  he  even  murmured,  "  Good,  very  good."  Then 
something  seemed  to  displease  him,  for  he  crumpled  one 
of  the  sheets  of  manuscript  impatiently,  and  his  fea- 
tures became  impassible  again  as  he  continued  his 
reading. 

Marie's  face  reflected  each  shade  of  feeling  depicted 
on  David's  face  ;  but  soon,  and  for  the  first  time  in  a  long 
while,  the  happy  mother,  forgetting  her  anxieties  at  least 
temporarily,  could  once  more  rejoice  in  Frederick's 
triumphs,  for  the  signs  of  approbation  on  the  new  tutor's 
part  became  more  frequent.  He  not  only  appeared  to 
take  a  deep  interest,  but  likewise  a  personal  pride  and 
delight  in  what  he  was  reading,  and  at  last  he  exclaimed, 
suddenly : 

"  No,  no ;  it  is  impossible  that  the  author  of  senti- 
ments as  noble  and  generous  as  these  should  not  listen 
sooner  or  later  to  the  voice  of  justice  and  reason.     May 
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I  ask,  madame,  if  this  was  written  very  long  before  the 
time  at  which  you  first  began  to  notice  the  change  in 
your  son's  character  ?" 

After  a  moment's  reflection,  Madame  Bastien  rephed : 

"  As  nearly  as  I  can  recollect,  this  was  written  just 
before  a  visit  we  paid  to  the  Chateau  de  Pont  Brillant 
the  latter  part  of  June.  It  was  not  until  about  a  month 
afterward  that  I  began  to  feel  uneasy  about  Frederick." 

After  a  moment's  thought,  David  asked : 

"  Have  you  anything  that  Frederick  has  written  since 
you  noticed  this  marked  change  in  his  nature  ?  If  you 
have,  it  might  aid  us  in  solving  this  mystery." 

"  The  idea  is  a  good  one,"  replied  Madame  Bastien, 
and,  struck  by  a  sudden  recollection,  she  selected  one  of 
her  son's  books.  She  handed  it  to  M.  David,  saying  as 
she  did  so : 

"  Several  pages  are  lacking  here,  as  you  see.  I  asked 
Frederick  why  he  had  mutilated  it  in  this  fashion,  and 
he  replied  that  he  was  dissatisfied  with  what  he  had 
written  and  did  not  want  me  to  read  it.  This  occurred 
just  as  I  was  beginning  to  feel  really  anxious  about 
him." 

"  And  you  noticed  nothing  significant  in  the  remaining 
pages,  madame  ? " 

"  You  can  see  for  yourself,  monsieur.  Since  that  time 
Frederick  has  written  little  or  nothing,  his  distaste  for 
work  becoming  more  and  more  marked  from  that  time 
on.  In  vain  I  have  suggested  themes  of  divers  kinds ; 
he  would  write  a  few  lines,  then  drop  his  pen,  and, 
burying  his  face  in  his  hands,  sit  for  hours  together,  deaf 
alike  to  all  my  questions  and  entreaties." 

While  Madame  Bastien  was  speaking  David  was 
hastily  glancing  over  the  fragmentary  writings  his  host- 
ess had  just  handed  to  him. 

"  It  is  strange,"  he  remarked,  after  several  minutes, 
"  these  incoherent  lines  show  none  of  the  nobility  of 
feeling  that  characterise  your  son's  other  writings.     His 
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mind  seems  to  have  become  clouded,  and  the  lassitude 
and  ennui  his  work  caused  him  is  everywhere  apparent. 
But  here  are  a  few  words  which  seem  to  have  been 
carefully  erased,"  added  David,  trying  to  decipher  them. 

Marie  approached  her  guest  with  the  intention  of 
assisting  him,  if  possible,  and  as  she  bent  over  the  table 
her  arm  lightly  grazed  David's. 

The  pressure  was  so  slight  that  Marie  did  not  even 
notice  it,  but  it  sent  a  sort  of  electric  thrill  through 
David  ;  but  so  great  was  his  self-control  that  he  remained 
perfectly  impassive,  though  he  realised  for  the  first  time 
since  he  made  his  generous  offer  that  the  woman  with 
whom  he  was  to  live  on  such  terms  of  intimacy  was 
young  and  wonderfully  beautiful,  as  well  as  endowed  with 
the  most  admirable  traits  of  character. 

He  gave  no  sign  of  all  this,  however,  l)ut  with  Marie's 
assistance  continued  his  efforts  to  decipher  the  words 
Frederick  had  erased,  and  after  patient  study  they  suc- 
ceeded in  making  out  here  and  there  the  following 
phrases  which  seemed  to  have  no  connection  whatever 
with  what  preceded  or  followed  them,  but  had  apparently 
been  jotted  down  almost  involuntarily  under  the  influence 
of  some  strong  emotion.  For  instance,  one  leaf  bore 
this  fragmentary  sentence : 

"...  for  persons  doomed  to  a  humiliating  obscurity 
of  lot,  the  inability  to  lift  oneself  from  it  is  —  " 

Two  or  three  words  at  the  beginning  of  the  sentence 
had  been  entirely  obliterated. 

Farther  on,  upon  another  page  were  these  two  words, 
but  slightly  blurred,  as  if  their  laconicism  was  sufficient 
protection  against  interpretation : 

"  Why  ?     By  what  right  —  " 

And  lastly,  this  more  complete  sentence  was  de- 
ciphered with  great  difficulty : 

"  Through  you,  great  and  holy  Revolution,  the  weak 
became  the  strong.  The  hour  of  vengeance  came  at  last, 
terrible  indeed,  but  grand  and  far-reaching  in  its  —  " 
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As  David  was  slowly  perusing  these  words  a  second 
time  as  if  to  gather  their  hidden  significance,  the  clock 
on  the  mantel  struck  twelve. 

"  Twelve  !  "  exclaimed  Madame  Bastien,  in  surprise, 
"  twelve  o'clock  already  !  " 

David  rose  at  once,  and,  taking  the  book,  said : 

"  With  your  permission,  madame,  I  will  take  this 
with  me.  What  we  have  deciphered  is  very  vague,  but 
it  may  give  us  a  clue  to  the  truth.  "  Good  night, 
madame." 

"  Good  night,  M.  David.  I  gladly  accept  all  the  en- 
couragement you  hold  out  to  me.  1  need  it  more  than 
1  can  tell  you.  To-morrow  will  be  a  momentous  day 
to  us.     God  grant  it  may  prove  a  propitious  one." 

"  God  grant  it,  madame." 
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As  soon  as  his  mother's  words  brought  a  full  realisa- 
tion of  the  crime  he  had  tried  to  commit,  Frederick 
experienced  the  keenest  remorse ;  but  though  he  was 
conscientious  enough  to  feel  appalled  by  his  attempt  at 
homicide,  he  was  far  from  being  cured  of  his  hatred  and 
envy. 

During  the  night  that  immediately  followed  Henri 
David's  arrival  at  the  farm,  Frederick  underwent  a  new 
transformation  that  very  naturally  disconcerted  both  his 
mother  and  M.  David.  Both  were  instantly  struck  by 
the  change  in  the  lad's  expression.  It  was  no  longer 
haughty,  sarcastic,  and  defiant,  but  embarrassed  and 
crestfallen.  Madame  Bastien  and  David  had  anticipated 
a  fresh  ebullition  of  temper  when  Frederick's  second 
interview  with  his  tutor  took  place,  but  nothing  of 
the  kind  occurred. 

David  questioned  the  lad  in  relation  to  his  studies; 
he  replied  promptly  and  definitely,  but  in  regard  to  all 
extraneous  subjects  he  maintained  a  determined  silence. 

Marie  proposed  that  he  take  a  walk  with  David,  and 
Frederick  consented  without  the  slightest  demur.  Dur- 
ing the  long  walk  the  new  tutor,  whose  stock  of  infor- 
mation was  as  extensive  as  it  was  varied,  tried  to  call 
Frederick's  attention  to  some  of  the  most  interesting 
phenomena  of  nature,  a  bit  of  rock  serving  as  the  start- 
ing-point for  a  dissertation  on  the  most  curious  of  the 
different  ages  of  the  earth  and  the  successive  transfor- 
mation of  its  inhabitants,  while  an  old  ruin  near  the 
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farmhouse  led  to  a  series  of  interesting  comments  on 
the  warlike  habits  of  the  middle  ages  and  the  narration 
of  a  number  of  quaint  old  legends,  to  which  his  youthful 
companion  listened  politely  but  replied  only  in  mono- 
syllables. 

As  soon  as  they  returned  Frederick  picked  up  a  book 
and  read  until  dinner-time,  after  which  he  asked  to  be 
excused  for  the  rest  of  the  evening. 

On  being  left  alone,  David  and  Marie  exchanged 
discontented  glances,  for  both  felt  that  the  first  day 
had  proved  a  failure. 

"  I  am  almost  tempted  to  regret  the  change  I  notice 
in  him,"  remarked  David,  thoughtfully.  "  Pronounced  as 
his  asperity  of  manner  was,  it  nevertheless  gave  one  a 
sort  of  hold,  but  what  can  one  do  confronted  with  a  sur- 
face as  hard  and  polished  as  glass  ? " 

"  But  what  do  you  think  of  this  sudden  change  ?  " 

"■Is  it  the  calm  that  follows  the  subsidence  of  the 
tempest  or  the  treacherous  calm  which  often  precedes 
another  storm  ?  We  shall  know  by  and  by.  This 
change  may  be  due  to  my  arrival." 

"How  is  that,  M.  David?" 

"  Perhaps  he  feels  that  our  double  surveillance  will 
make  another  attempt  at  vengeance  impossible  ;  perhaps 
he  fears  that  my  penetration,  united  with  yours,  madame, 
would  ferret  out  his  secret,  so  he  increases  his  constraint 
and  reserve." 

"  And  the  book  you  took  to  your  room  last  night  ?  " 

"  Has  given  me  a  slight  clue,  perhaps,  madame,  but  it 
is  such  a  very  weak  and  feeVjle  one  that  I  must  ask  you 
to  pardon  me  for  not  even  mentioning  it.  Ours  is  such 
a  difficult  and  extremely  delicate  task  that  the  merest 
trifle  may  make  or  mar  us.  So  once  more  I  implore 
you  to  forgive  my  reticence." 

"You  ask  my  pardon,  M.  David,  when  your  very 
reserve  is  a  proof  of  your  generous  solicitude  for  the 
person  I  hold  nearest  and  dearest  on  earth." 
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As  Madame  Bastien  was  preparing  for  bed  that  same 
night,  old  Marguerite  came  in  and  said : 

"  You  have  been  so  occupied  with  M.  David  since  you 
returned  from  your  walk  that  1  have  had  no  chance  to 
tell  you  al)out  something  very  remarkable  that  happened 
to-day." 

"  What  was  it,  pray  ? " 

"  Why,  you  had  been  gone  about  an  hour  when  I  heard 
a  great  noise  at  the  gate  of  the  courtyard,  and  what 
should  I  see  there  but  a  grand  carriage  drawn  by  four 
splendid  horses,  and  who  should  be  in  the  carriage  but 
the  Marquise  de  Pont  Brillant,  and  she  said  she  wanted 
to  speak  to  you  !  " 

"  To  me  !  "  exclaimed  Marie,  turning  pale  as  the  idea 
that  Frederick's  attempt  had  been  discovered  occurred 
to  her.  "  You  must  be  mistaken,  Marguerite.  I  do  not 
know  the  marquise." 

"  It  was  you  that  the  dear  good  lady  wished  to  see, 
madame.  She  even  said  to  me  that  she  was  terribly 
disappointed  not  to  find  you  at  home,  as  she  came  to 
make  a  neighbourly  call.  She  intended  to  come  again 
some  day  soon,  with  her  grandson,  but  that  must  not 
hinder  you  from  coming  to  the  castle  soon,  very  soon,  to 
return  her  visit." 

"What  can  this  mean?"  Madame  Bastien  said  to 
herself,  greatly  puzzled,  and  shuddering  at  the  mere 
thought  of  a  meeting  between  Frederick  and  Raoul  de 
Pont  Brillant.  "  She  told  you  she  was  coming  again 
soon,  with  —  " 

"  With  monsieur  le  marquis,  yes,  madame,  and  the 
dear  lady  even  added :  '  He  is  a  handsome  fellow,  this 
grandson  of  mine,  and  as  generous  as  a  king.  Oh,  well, 
as  1  have  had  the  misfortune  to  miss  Madame  Bastien, 
I  may  as  well  go.  But  say,  my  good  woman,'  added 
madame  la  marquise,  '  I  am  frightfully  thirsty,  can't 
you  get  me  a  nice  glass  of  cold  water  ? '  '  Certainly, 
madame  la  marquise,'  I  replied,  ashamed  that  such  a 
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grand  lady  should  have  to  remind  me  to  offer  her  such 
a  courtesy.  But  I  said  to  myself,  '  Madame  la  marquise 
asked  for  water  out  of  politeness,  1  will  show  my  polite- 
ness by  giving  her  a  glass  of  wine ; '  so  I  ran  to  my 
pantry,  and  poured  out  a  big  tumbler  of  wine  and  set  it 
on  a  clean  plate  and  took  it  to  the  carriage." 

"  You  ought  to  have  given  Madame  de  Pont  Brillant 
the  glass  of  water  she  asked  for,  but.  it  makes  no 
difference." 

"  Pardon  me,  madame,  but  I  did  right  to  take  her  the 
wine,  for  she  took  it." 

"  The  big  tumbler  of  wine  ?  " 

"  Yes,  madame,  that  she  did.  It  is  true  she  only 
moistened  her  lips  with  it,  but  she  made  another  old 
lady  who  was  witli  her  drink  the  rest  of  it,  and  I  think 
she  couldn't  have  been  very  fond  of  wine,  for  she  made 
a  sort  of  face  after  she  drank  it,  and  madame  la  mar- 
quise added,  '  Tell  Madame  Bastien  that  we  drank'  to 
her  health  and  to  her  beautiful  eyes,'  and  when  she 
returned  the  glass  she  slipped  these  five  shining  gold 
pieces  into  my  hand,  saying :  '  These  are  for  Madame 
Bastien's  servants  on  condition  that  they  will  drink 
to  the  health  of  my  grandson,  the  Marquis  de  Pont 
Brillant.  Au  revoir,  my  good  woman.'  And  the 
handsome  coach  whirled  away." 

"  I  am  very  sorry  that  you  didn't  have  the  delicacy 
to  decline  to  take  the  money  she  offered  you." 

"  What,  madame,  refuse  five  louis  d'or  ?" 

"  It  is  for  the  very  reason  that  this  is  such  a  large 
sum  of  mcjuey  that  I  am  so  sorry  you  accepted  it." 

"  I  didn't  know,  madame.  It  is  the  first  time  such 
a  thing  ever  happened.  If  madame  wants  me  to,  I'll 
take  these  five  gold  pieces  up  to  the  chateau,  and  return 
them  to  the  lady." 

"  That  would  only  make  a  bad  matter  w^orse,  hut  if 
you  want  to  please  me,  Marguerite,  you  will  give  this 
hundred  francs  to  the  poor  of  our  parish." 
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"  I'll  do  that  very  thing  to-morrow,  madame,"  said 
Marguerite,  bravely,  "•  for  these  gold  pieces  burn  my 
fingers,  now  you  tell  me  I  did  wrong  to  take  them." 

"  Thank  you.  Marguerite,  thank  you.  I  always  knew 
you  were  a  good,  true  woman.  But  one  word  more.. 
Does  my  son  know  that  Madame  de  Pont  Brillant  was 
liere?" 

'^  No,  madame,  for  I  have  not  told  him,  and  I  was 
alone  in  the  house  when  the  carriage  came." 

"  Very  well.  1  don't  want  my  son  to  know  anything 
about  this  visit,  Marguerite." 

"  I  won't  breathe  a  word,  then." 

"  And  if  Madame  de  Pont  Brillant  calls  again  yon  are 
to  say  that  J  am  not  at  home,  whether  I  am  or  not." 

"  What,  madame,  you  won't  see  this  great  lady  ?  " 

"  I  am  no  great  lady,  my  good  Marguerite,  and  I  do 
not  crave  the  society  of  those  who  are  so  far  above  me 
in  rank,  so  let  it  be  understood  that  I  am  not  at  home 
if  Madame  de  Pont  Brillant  calls  again,  and  also  that 
my  son  must  remain  entirely  ignorant  of  to-day's  visit." 

"  Very  well,  madame,  you  may  trust  me  for  that." 

The  next  morning  Madame  Bastien  informed  M.  David 
of  the  circumstance,  and  he  commented  on  two  things 
that  had  also  struck  Madame  Bastien,  though  from  an 
entirely  different  point  of  view. 

"  The  request  for  a  glass  of  water  was  evidently  only 
an  excuse  for  the  bestowal  of  an  extraordinarily  large 
gratuity,"  said  David.  "  The  lady  also  announced  her 
intention  of  soon  coming  again,  I  understand,  though  —  " 

"  Though  she  begged  me  not  to  trouble  myself  to 
return  her  visit  at  the  chateau,"  interrupted  Marie. 
"  I  noted  this  humiliating  distinction,  and  though  I  had 
not  the  slightest  intention  of  responding  to  Madame 
de  Pont  Brillant's  advances,  this  warning  on  her  part 
obliges  me  to  close  my  doors  upon  her  in  future.  Far 
from  being  flattered  by  this  visit,  the  possibility  of  her 
returning  here,  particularly  with  her  grandson,  alarms 
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me  beyond  measure,  remembering  as  I  do  that  terrible 
scene  in  the  forest.  But  this  much  is  certain,  the  young 
Marquis  de  Pont  BriUant  icnows  nothing  of  Frederick's 
animosity.  If  he  did,  he  certainly  would  not  consent 
•to  accompan}'  his  grandmotlier  hei-e.  Ah,  monsieur, 
my  l)rain  fairly  reels  when  I  try  to  solve  the  mystery." 

Two  or  three  days  m<^re  were  devoted  to  fruitless 
efforts  on  the  part  of  the  mother  and  tutor. 

Frederick  remained  impenetrable. 

At  last  M.  David  resorted  to  heroic  measures,  and 
spoke  of  Raoul  de  Pont  Brillant.  Frederick  changed 
colour  and  hung  his  head,  but  remained  silent  and 
impassible. 

'•'  He  must  at  least  have  renounced  his  idea  of  ven- 
geance," decided  David,  after  studying  the  youth's  face 
attentively.  "  The  animosity  still  exists,  perhaps,  but 
it  will  at  least  be  passive  henceforth." 

Marie  shaied  this  conviction,  so  her  fears  were  to 
some  extent  allayed. 

One  day  M.  David  said  to  Madame  Bastien : 

"  While  accepting  with  comparative  cheerfulness  the 
modest  existence  led  by  the  members  of  your  household, 
madame,  has  he  never  seemed  to  crave  wealth  and  lux- 
ury, or  deplore  the  fact  that  he  does  not  possess  them  ?  " 

"  Never,  M.  David,  never  have  I  heard  Frederick  ex- 
press a  desire  of  that  kind.  How  often  has  he  tenderly 
exclaimed : 

" '  Ah,  mother,  could  any  lot  be  happier  than  ours  ? 
What  happiness  it  is  to  be  able  to  live  on  here  with 
you  — ' " 

But  the  poor  mother  could  not  finish  the  sentence. 
This  recollection  of  a  radiant  past  was  too  overpowering. 

Each  day  the  intimacy  between  Henri  David  and 
Marie  Bastien  was  increased  by  their  common  interests 
and   anxieties.     There  was  a  continual    interchange  of 
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questions,  confidences,  fears,  plans  or  hopes,  alas !  only 
too  rare,  —  all  having  Frederick  for  their  object. 

The  long  winter  evenings  were  usually  passed  tete-a- 
tete,  for  Madame  Bastien's  son  retired  at  eight  o'clock, 
feigning  fatigue  in  order  to  escape  from  the  solicitude 
that  surrounded  him,  and  that  he  might  pursue  his 
gloomy  meditations  undisturbed. 

"  I  am  more  unhappy  now  than  ever,"  he  said  to 
himself.  "  In  times  gone  by  my  mother's  continual 
questions  about  my  secret  malady  irritated  me ;  now 
they  break  my  heart  and  augment  my  despair.  I  under- 
stand all  my  mother  must  suffer.  Each  day  brings 
some  new  proof  of  her  tender  commiseration  and  her 
untiring  efforts  to  cure  me,  but,  alas !  she  can  never  for- 
give nor  forget  my  crime.  I  shall  l)e  to  her  henceforth 
only  an  object  of  compassion.  I  think  exactly  the  sr.me 
of  M.  David  that  I  do  of  my  mother.  1  do  full  justice 
to  his  devotion  to  me  and  to  my  mother,  but  it  is  equally 
powerless  to  cure  me,  and  to  efface  the  remembrance 
of  the  vile  and  cowardly  act  of  which  I  was  guilty." 

Meanwhile  Henri  David,  believing  himself  on  the  track 
at  last,  was  extending  his  researches  to  the  most  trivial 
subjects,  at  least  apparently.  Connnced  that  Frederick 
had  powerful  reavsons  for  concealing  his  feelings  from  his 
mother,  he  might  exercise  less  constraint  in  his  inter- 
course with  the  two  old  servants  on  the  place.  Henri 
questioned  them  closely,  and  thus  became  cognisant  of 
several  highly  significant  facts.  Amoug  others,  a  beggar 
to  whom  Frederick  had  always  been  very  generous  said 
to  the  gardener  :  "  M.  Frederick  has  changed  very  much. 
He  always  used  to  be  so  kind-hearted,  but  to-day  he 
gruffly  told  me :  '  Apply  to  M.  le  marquis.  He  is  so 
rich  !     Let  him  help  you  I '  " 

Madame  Bastien  usually  saw  David  several  times  a 
day. 
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One  day  he  did  not  make  his  appearance  at  all. 

When  supper-time  came  ^Marguerite  went  to  tell  him 
that  the  meal  was  on  the  table,  but  David  bade  the 
servant  say  to  Madame  Bastien  that,  not  feeling  very 
well,  would  she  kindly  excuse  him  for  not  coming  down 
as  usual  ? 

Frederick,  too,  refused  to  leave  his  room,  so  Marie, 
for  the  first  time  since  Henri  David's  arrival,  spent  the 
evening  alone. 

This  loneliness  caused  a  feeling  of  profound  depression, 
and  she  was  assailed  by  all  sorts  of  gloomy  presentiments. 

When  she  went  to  her  room  about  eleven  o'clock,  her 
son  was  asleep,  or  pretended  to  be  asleep,  so  sadly  and 
silently  she  slipped  on  a  wrapper  and  let  down  her  long 
hair,  preparatory  to  brushing  it  for  the  night,  when  old 
Marguerite,  coming  in  as  usual  to  inquire  if  her  mistress 
wanted  anything  before  retiring,  remarked,  as  she  was 
about  to  withdraw : 

"  I  forgot  to  ask  you  if  Andr^  could  have  the  horse 
and  cart  to  go  to  Pont  Brillant  to-morrow  morning, 
madame  ? " 

"  Yes,"  answered  Marie,  abstractedly. 

"  You  know  why  Andr^  has  got  to  go  to  the  village, 
don't  you,  madame  ?  " 

"  No,"  replied  Marie,  with  the  same  deeply  absorbed 
air. 

"  Why,  it  is  to  take  M.  David's  things.  He  is  going 
away,  it  seems." 

"  Great  Heavens  !  "  exclaimed  Madame  Bastien,  letting 
the  mass  of  hair  she  had  been  holding  fall  upon  her 
shoulders,  and,  turning  suddenly  to  the  old  servant, 
"  What  are  you  saying,  Marguerite  ?  '' 

''  I  say  that  the  gentleman  is  going  away,  madame." 

"  What  gentleman  ?  " 

"  Why,  M.  David,  M.  Frederick's  new  tutor,  and  it  is 
a  pity,  for  —  " 

"  He    is    going    away  ? "    repeated    Madame    Bastien, 
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interrupting  Marguerite  in  such  a  strangely  altered  voice, 
and  with  such  an  expression  of  grief  and  dismay,  that 
the  servant  gazed  at  her  wonderingly.  "  There  must  be 
some  mistake.  How  do  you  know  that  M.  David  is 
going  away  ? " 

"  He  is  sending  his  things  away." 

"  Who  told  you  so  ? " 

"  Andr^." 

"  How  does  he  know  ? " 

"  Why,  yesterday  M.  David  asked  Andr^  if  he  could 
get  a  horse  and  cart  to  send  some  trunks  to  Pont-Bril- 
lant  in  a  day  or  two.  Andre  told  him  yes ;  so  I  thought 
I  ought  to  tell  you  that  Andr^  intended  to  use  the  horse 
to-morrow,  that  is  all." 

"  M.  David  has  become  discouraged.  He  abandons 
the  task  as  an  impossibility.  The  embarrassment  and 
regret  he  feels  are  the  cause  of  his  holding  himself  so 
sedulously  aloof  all  day.     My  son  is  lost !  " 

This  was  Marie's  first  and  only  thought.  And,  wild 
with  despair,  forgetting  her  disordered  toilet  and  the 
lateness  of  the  hour,  she  rushed  up-stairs  and  burst 
into  David's  room,  leaving  Marguerite  stupefied  with 
amazement. 
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When  Marie  presented  herself  so  unexpectedly  before 
him,  David  was  seated  at  his  little  table  in  the  attitude 
of  meditation.  At  the  sight  of  the  young  woman,  pale, 
weeping,  her  hair  dishevelled,  and  in  the  disorder  of  her 
night-dress,  he  rose  abruptly,  and,  turning  as  pale  as 
Marie  herself,  at  the  fear  that  some  dreadful  event  had 
taken  place,  said : 

"  Madame,  what  has  happened  ?     lias  Frederick  —  " 

"  M.  David  !  "  exclaimed  the  young  woman,  "  it  is 
impossible  for  you  to  abandon  us  in  this  way ! " 

"  Madame  —  " 

"  I  tell  you,  that  you  shall  not  leave,  no,  you  cannot 
have  the  heart  to  do  it.  My  only,  my  last  hope  is  in 
you,  because  —  you  know  it  well,  oh,  my  God!  —  1  have 
no  one  in  the  world  to  help  me  but  you !  " 

"  ]\Iadame,  a  word,  I  implore  you." 

Marie,  clasping  her  hands,  continued  in  a  supplicating 
voice : 

"  Mercy,  M.  David,  be  good  and  generous  to  the  end. 
Why  are  you  discouraged  ?  The  transports  of  my  son 
have  ceased,  he  has  given  up  his  plans  for  vengeance. 
That  is  already  a  great  deal,  and  that  1  owe  to  your 
influence.  Frederick's  dejection  increases,  but  that  is 
no  reason  for  despair.  My  God  !  My  God !  Perhaps 
you  think  me  ungrateful,  l)ccause  I  express  my  gratitude 
to  you  so  poorly.  It  is  not  my  fault.  My  poor  child 
seems  as  dear  to  you  as  to  me.  Sometimes  you  say 
our  Frederick  ;  then  I  forget  that  you  are  a  stranger 
who  has  had  pity  on  us  !    Your  tenderness  toward  my  son 
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seems  to  me  so  sincere  that  I  am  no  more  astonished 
at  your  devotion  to  him  than  at  my  own." 

In  his  astonishment,  David  had  not  at  first  been  able 
to  find  a  word  ;  then  he  experienced  such  delight  in 
hearing  Marie  jjortray  her  gratitude  in  such  a  touching 
manner  that,  in  spite  of  himself,  he  did  not  reassure 
her,  perhaps,  as  soon  as  he  could  have  done  so.  Never- 
theless, reproaching  himself  for  not  putting  an  end  to 
the  agony  of  this  unhappy  woman,  he  said : 

"  Will  y(ni  listen  to  mo,  madame  ?  " 

"  No,  no,"  cried  she,  with  the  impetuosity  of  grief  and 
entreaty.  "  Oh,  you  surely  will  have  pity,  you  will  not 
kill  me  with  despair,  after  having  made  me  hope  so 
much  !  How  can  I  do  without  you  now  ?  Oh,  my  God  ! 
what  do  you  think  will  become  of  us  if  you  go  away  ? 
Oh,  monsieur,  there  is  one  memory  which  is  all-power- 
ful with  you,  the  memory  of  your  brother.  In  the 
name  of  this  memory,  I  implore  you  not  to  abandon 
Frederick.  You  have  been  as  tender  with  him  as  if  he 
were  your  own  child  or  your  own  brother.  These  are 
sacred  links  which  unite  you  and  me,  and  you  will  not 
break  these  links  without  pity  ;  no,  no,  it  cannot  be 
possible !" 

And  sobs  stifled  the  voice  of  the  young  woman. 

Tears  came  also  to  the  eyes  of  David,  and  he  hastened 
to  say  to  Madame  Bastien,  in  a  voice  full  of  emotion  : 

"  I  do  not  know,  madame,  what  bas  made  you  think 
that  I  intended  to  go  away.  Nothing  was  farther  from 
my  thought." 

"  Really !  "  exclaimed  Marie,  in  a  voice  which  con- 
not  be  described. 

"  And  if  I  must  tell  you,  madame,  while  I  have  not 
been  discouraged,  I  have  realised  the  difiiculty  of  our 
task ;  but  to-day,  at  this  hour,  for  the  first  time  I  have 
good  hope." 

"  My  God,  you  hear  him ! "  murmured  Marie  with 
religious  fervour.     "  May  this  hope  not  be  in  vain !  " 
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"  It  will  not  be,  madame,  I  have  every  reason  to 
believe,  and,  far  from  contemplating  departure,  I  have 
spent  my  time  in  reflecting  all  this  day,  because  to- 
morrow may  offer  something  decisive.  And  in  order 
that  my  reflections  might  not  be  interrupted,  I  did  not 
appear  at  dinner,  under  the  pretext  of  a  slight  indispo- 
sition. Calm  yourself,  madame,  I  implore  you  in  my 
tui-n.  Believe  that  I  have  only  one  thought  in  the 
world,  the  salvation  of  our  Frederick.  To-day  this  sal- 
vation is  not  only  possible,  but  probable.  Yes,  every- 
thing tells  me  that  to-morrow  will  be  a  happy  day 
for  us." 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  transformation  which, 
at  each  word  of  David,  was  manifested  in  the  counte- 
nance of  the  young  woman.  Her  face,  so  pale  and  dis- 
torted by  agony,  became  suddenly  bright  with  joyous 
surprise  ;  her  lovely  features,  half  veiled  by  her  loose 
and  beautiful  hair,  now  shone  with  ineffable  hope, 

Marie  was  so  adorably  beautiful,  thus  attired  in  her 
white  dressing-gown,  half  open  from  the  violent  palpi- 
tations of  her  bosom,  that  a  deep  blush  mounted  to 
David's  brow,  and  the  passionate  love  that  he  had  so 
long  felt,  not  without  dread,  now  took  possession  of 
his  heart. 

"  M.  David,"  continued  Madame  Bastien,  "  surely  you 
will  not  deceive  me  with  false  hope,  in  order  to  escape 
my  prayers,  and  spare  yourself  the  sight  of  my  tears. 
Oh,  forgive  me,  forgive  me !  I  am  ashamed  of  this  last 
doubt,  the  last  echo  of  my  past  terror.  Oh,  I  believe 
you,  yes,  I  believe  you  !  I  am  so  happy  to  believe  you  I  " 

'^  You  can  do  so,  madame,  for  I  have  never  lied," 
replied  David,  scarcely  daring  to  look  up  at  Marie, 
whose  beauty  intoxicated  him  almost  to  infatuation. 
"  But  who,  madame,  has  led  you  to  suppose  that  1  was 
going  away  ?  " 

"It  was  Marguerite  who  told  me  a  little  while  ago  in 
my  chamber  ;  then,  in  my  dismay,  I  ran  to  you." 
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These  words  reminded  David  that  the  presence  of 
Madame  Bastien  in  his  chamber  at  a  late  hour  of  the  night 
might  seem  strange  to  the  servants  of  the  house,  in  spite 
of  the  affectionate  respect  with  which  they  regarded  the 
young  mother,  so,  taking  advantage  of  the  excuse  she 
had  just  offered,  he  advanced  to  the  threshold  of  his 
door,  left  open  during  this  conversation,  and  called 
Marguerite  in  a  loud  voice. 

"  1  beg  your  pardon,  madauie,"  said  he  to  Marie,  who 
looked  at  him  with  surprise.  '•'  I  would  like  to  know 
why  Marguerite  thought  1  was  going  away." 

The  servant,  astonished  and  frightened  by  the  sudden 
flight  of  her  mistress,  hurried  to  David's  chamber,  and 
he  at  once  said  to  her : 

"  My  dear  Marguerite,  you  have  just  been  the  cause 
of  great  distress  to  Madame  Bastien,  by  telling  her  that 
I  was  preparing  to  leave  the  house,  and  that,  too,  at  a 
time  when  Frederick,  this  poor  child  whom  you  have 
seen  from  his  birth,  has  need  of  all  our  care.  In  her 
deep  anxiety,  Madame  Bastien  ran  up  here ;  fortunately, 
1  have  been  able  to  satisfy  her  ;  but,  again,  how  came 
you  to  think  I  was  about  to  leave  ?  " 

''As  1  told  madame,  M.  David,  you  had  asked  Andre 
for  a  horse  and  cart  to  carry  trunks  to  Pont  Brillant. 
then,  I  thought  —  " 

"  That  is  true,"  said  David,  interrupting  Marguerite. 

Then,  addressing  Marie,  he  said : 

"  A  thousand  pardons,  madame,  for  having  given 
reason  for  the  mistake  which  has  caused  you  so  much 
anxiety.  The  story  is  simply  this :  I  had  charge  of 
some  boxes  of  books  that  1  was  to  deliver,  upon  my 
arrival  at  Senegal,  to  one  of  my  compatriots.  In  de- 
parting from  Xantes,  I  had,  in  my  preoccupation  of 
mind,  given  order  to  address  my  baggage  here ;  these 
boxes,  contrary  to  my  intention,  were  included  in  the 
list,  and  it  was  —  " 

"  To  return  them  to  Nantes  by  the  coach  which  passes 
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Pont  Brillant  that  you  asked  for  a  horse  and  cart,  was 
it  nut,  M.  David  ? "  said  the  old  servant. 

"  Exactly,  my  dear  Marguerite." 

"  It  is  the  fault  of  Andre,  too,"  said  the  servant.  "  He 
told  me  trunivs.  1  said  trunlvs  or  effects,  which  are  tlie 
same  thing,  but,  thank  God !  you  have  calmed  madame, 
and  you  must  stay,  M.  David,  because,  if  left  alone, 
she  will  have  trouble  with  poor  M.  Fredci'ick." 

During  this  interchange  of  explanation  between  Mar- 
guerite and  David,  Madame  Bastien,  altogether  encour- 
aged, came,  so  to  speak,  to  herself  entirely  ;  then  feeling 
lier  hair  float  over  her  half-naked  bosom,  she  thought 
of  the  disorder  of  her  attire ;  but  she  was  so  pure  and 
unaffected,  so  much  the  mother  more  than  the  woman, 
that  she  attached  no  importance  to  the  fact  of  her  noc- 
turnal interview  with  David ;  but  when  her  instinct  of 
natural  modesty  awakened,  she  reflected  upon  the  em- 
barrassment and  painful  awkwardness  of  running  to 
David's  chamber  in  her  night-dress,  and  she  saw  at  once 
the  delicacy  of  sentiment  which  he  had  obeyed  in  calling 
Marguerite  and  demanding  an  explanation  of  the  cir- 
cumstances. 

These  reflections  filled  her  mind  while  David  and 
Marguerite  were  conversing  upon  the  subject. 

Not  knowing  how  to  arrange  her  disordered  toilet 
without  being  seen  by  David,  and  feeling  that  any  at- 
tempt at  arrangement  was  a  tacit  avowal  of  her  emljar- 
rassment,  however  excusable,  the  young  woman  found  a 
way  out  of  the  complication. 

The  servant  wore  a  large  red  woollen  shawl.  Madame 
Bastien  took  it  and  silently  wrapped  it  around  herself, 
then,  as  many  of  the  women  of  the  country  do,  she  put 
it  over  her  head  and  crossed  it,  so  that  her  floating  hair 
was  half  hidden  and  she  was  enveloped  to  her  waist  in 
the  long  folds  of  the  shawl. 

This  was  done  with  so  much  quickness  that  David 
did    not    perceive    the    metamorphosis    in    Marie's    cos- 
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tume  until  she  said  to  her  servant,  with  affectionate 
familiarity  : 

"  My  good  Marguerite,  forgive  me  for  taking  your 
shawl,  but  to-night  is  freezing,  and  I  am  cold." 

If  David  had  found  the  young  woman  adorably  beauti- 
ful and  attractive  with  dishevelled  hair  and  all  in  white, 
he  behold  a  still  more  captivating  beauty  in  her  as  she 
stood  wrapped  in  this  mantle  of  scarlet;  nothing  could 
have  more  enhanced  the  soft  brilliancy  of  her  large  blue 
eyes,  the  lovely  colour  of  her  brown  hair,  and  the  deli- 
cate rose  of  her  complexion. 

"  Good  night,  M.  David,"  said  the  young  mother ; 
"  after  having  entered  your  room  in  despair,  I  leave  it 
greatly  encouraged,  since  you  tell  me  that  to-morrow 
will  be  a  day  of  decisive  experience  for  Frederick,  and 
perhaps  a  day  of  happiness  for  us," 

"  Yes,  madame,  I  have  good  hope,  and  if  you  will 
permit  it,  to-morrow  morning,  before  seeing  Frederick,  I 
would  like  to  meet  you  in  the  library." 

"I  will  await  you  there,  M.  David,  and  with  great 
impatience.  God  grant  that  our  anticipations  may 
not  be  mistaken.  Good  night  again,  ]\I.  David.  Gome, 
Marguerite." 

Long  after  the  young  woman  had  left  the  chamber  of 
David,  he  stood  motionless  in  the  same  place,  trembling 
with  rapture,  as  he  pictured  to  himself  the  enchanting 
loveliness  of  the  face  sheltered  under  the  folds  of  the 
scarlet  shawl. 
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The  next  morning  at  eight  o'clock  David  awaited 
Madame  Bastien  in  the  library  ;  she  soon  arrived  there. 

"•  Good  morning,  niadame,"  said  the  preceptor  to  her. 
"  AVell,  how  now  about  Frederick  ?  " 

"  Really,  M.  David,  I  do  not  know  if  T  ought  to  rejoice 
or  feel  alarmed,  for  last  night  something  very  strange 
happened." 

'•'  What  is  that,  madame  ?  " 

"  Overcome  by  the  emotions  of  yesterday  evening,  I 
slept  one  of  those  profound  and  heavy  sleeps,  the  awak- 
ening from  which  often  leaves  you  in  a  state  of  torpor 
for  a  few  moments,  and  yon  are  hardly  conscious  of  what 
is  passing  around  you.  Suddenly  it  seemed  to  me  that, 
half  awake,  I  do  not  know  why,  I  saw  indistinctly  by  the 
light  of  the  lamp  Frederick  leaning  over  my  bed.  He 
looked  at  me  and  was  weeping  as  he  said,  '  Good-bye, 
mother,  good-bye.'  I  wanted  to  speak  to  him  and  tried 
to  do  so,  but  the  torpor  against  which  I  was  struggling 
prevented  me  for  some  minutes.  At  last,  after  a  desperate 
effort  of  my  will,  I  woke,  thoroughly.  Frederick  had  dis- 
appeared. Still  quite  bewildered,  I  asked  myself  if  this 
apparition  was  a  dream  or  a  reality.  After  waiting  a 
while  I  went  to  my  son's  chamber.  He  was  sleeping  or 
pretended  to  be  sleeping  soundly.  In  my  doubt,  I  did 
not  dare  awake  him,  for  the  poor  child  sleeps  so  little 
now !  " 

"  And  have  you  mentioned  the  incident  of  last  night 
to  him  this  morning  ?  " 

'"•  Yes ;  but  he  appeared  to  be  so  sincerely  surprised  at 
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what  I  told  him,  and  declared  so  naturally  that  he  had 
not  left  his  chamber,  that  I  do  not  know  what  to  think. 
Have  I  been  the  dupe  of  an  illusion  ?  In  my  constant 
thought  of  Frederick,  could  I  have  taken  a  dream  for 
reality?  That  is  possible.  Yet  it  seems  to  me  I  can 
still  see  ray  son's  face  bathed  in  tears  and  hear  his  dis- 
tressed voice  say  to  me,  '  Good-bye,  mother,  good-bye  ! ' 
—  but  pardon  me,  monsieur,"  said  Madame  Bastien,  in 
an  altered  voice,  holding  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes, 
"  the  very  memory  of  this  word  '  good-bye '  makes  me 
wretched.  Why  these  good-byes  ?  Where  does  he  wish 
to  go  ?  Dream  or  reality,  this  word  distresses  me,  in 
spite  of  myself." 

"  Calm  yourself,  madame,"  said  David,  after  having 
listened  attentively  to  Madame  Bastien.  "  I  think,  with 
you,  that  the  apparition  of  Frederick  has  been  an  illusion 
produced  by  the  continual  tension  of  your  mind.  A 
thousand  exaniples  attest  the  possibility  of  such  hallu- 
cinations." 

"  But  this  word  —  good-bye  ?  Ah,  I  cannot  tell  you 
the  anguish  of  heart  it  has  caused  me,  the  gloomy  fore- 
boding that  it  leaves  with  me  still." 

"  Pardon  me,  madame,  but  do  not  attach  any  impor- 
tance to  a  dream.  I  say  dream,  because  it  is  difficult  to 
admit  the  reality  of  this  incident.  Would  Frederick 
come  and  weep  by  your  pillow,  and  tell  you  good  bye 
during  your  sleep  ?  Why  do  you  think  he  wishes  to 
leave  you  ?  Where  could  he  go,  now  that  our  united 
watchfulness  guards  his  every  step?" 

"That  is  true,  M.  David  ;  yet  —  " 

"  Pray,  take  courage,  madame,  and,  besides,  you  have 
just  told  me  that,  with  the  exce])tion  of  this  incident, 
you  did  not  know  whether  to  rejoice  or  feel  alarm, — 
what  is  the  cause  of  that  ?  " 

"  This  morning  Frederick  appeared  calm,  almost  con- 
tented ;  he  no  longer  had  an  air  of  dejection  ;  he  smiled, 
and  embraced  me  as  in  the  past,  with  tender  effusion, 
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imploring  ine  to  forgive  him  for  the  grief  he  had  caused 
me,  and  promising  to  do  everything  in  the  world  to  make 
me  forget  it.  So,  taking  your  assuring  words  of  yester- 
day, and  this  unexpected  language  of  my  son,  and  the 
kind  of  satisfaction  that  I  read  in  his  countenance, 
together,  I  ought  to  be  happy  —  very  happy." 

"  in  fact,  madame,  why  should  you  feel  alarmed  ? 
This  sudden  change,  which  agrees  with  my  hopes  and 
plans  so  marvellously,  ought,  on  the  contrary  —  " 

David  was  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  Frederick. 

Pale,  as  usual,  but  his  brow  serene  and  lips  smiling, 
he  advanced  to  his  preceptor  with  an  air  of  frankness, 
and  said,  with  a  mingling  of  deference  and  cordiality  : 

"  M.  David,  I  wish  to  ask  your  indulgence  and  your 
forgiveness  for  a  poor  half-foolish  boy,  who,  upon 
your  arrival  here,  said  such  words  to  you  as  would  have 
made  him  blush  with  shame  if  he  had  been  aware  of 
his  thoughts  and  actions.  Since  that  time  this  poor  boy 
has  become  less  rude,  although  he  has  remained  unim- 
pressed by  the  thousand  evidences  of  kindness  which 
you  have  given  him.  Of  all  these  wrongs  he  repents. 
Will  you  grant  me  his  pardon  ?  " 

"  With  all  my  heart,  my  brave  boy,"  replied  David, 
exchanging  a  look  of  surprise  and  happiness  with 
Madame   Bastion. 

"  Thank  you,  M.  David,"  replied  Frederick,  pressing 
with  emotion  the  hands  of  his  preceptor  in  his  own ; 
"  thank  you  for  my  mother  and  for  myself." 

"  Ah,  my  child,"  said  Madame  Bastien,  quickly,  "  I 
cannot  tell  you  how  happy  you  make  me ;  our  sad  days 
are  all  at  an  end." 

"  Yes,  mother ;  and  I  swear  to  you  that  it  will  not  be 
I  who  will  cause  you  sorrow." 

"  My  dear  Frederick,"  said  David,  smiling, "you  know 
that  I  am  not  an  ordinary  preceptor,  and  that  I  love  to 
take  the  fields  for  my  study-hall ;  the  weather  is  quite 
fine  this  morning,  suppose  we  go  out  for  a  walk." 
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Frederick  started  imperceptibly. 

Then  he  replied,  immediately  : 

"  1  am  at  your  service,  M.  David." 

And  turning  to  Madame  Bastien,  he  said  : 

"  Good-bye,  mother ! "  and  embraced  the  young 
woman. 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  what  Madame  Bastien  felt 
when  she  heard  the  words,  "  Good-bye,  mother." 

These  words  which,  the  night  before,  whether  illusion 
or  reality,  had  filled  her  heart  with  such  gloomy  fore- 
bodings ! 

Marie  thought,  too,  that  her  son,  so  to  speak,  made 
his  kisses  linger  longer  than  was  his  habit,  and  that  his 
hand  that  she  held  trembled  in  her  own. 

The  emotion  of  the  young  mother  was  so  intense  that 
her  face  became  deadly  pale,  and  she  exclaimed,  in  spite, 
of  herself,  with  an  accent  of  fright : 

"  My  God,  Frederick,  where  are  you  going?" 

David's  eyes  did  not  leave  Madame  Bastien  a  moment ; 
he  understood  all,  and  said  to  her,  with  the  most  natural 
air  in  the  world,  at  the  same  time  placing  intentional 
stress  on  certain  words  : 

"  Why,  madame,  Frederick  has  said  good-bye  to  you 
because  he  is  going  to  take  a  walk  with  me." 

"  Of  course,  mother,"  added  the  joung  man,  struck 
with  the  emotion  of  Madame  Bastien,  and  secretly 
throwing  on  her  an  anxious  and  penetrating  glance. 

David  surprised  this  glance,  and  he  made  an  express- 
ive sign  to  Madame  Bastien,  as  much  as  to  say : 

"  What  have  you  to  fear  ?     Am  I  not  there  ? " 

"  That  is  true  ;  my  fears  are  foolish,"  thought  Madame 
Bastien.     "  Is  not  M.  David  with  Frederick  ?  " 

All  this  passed  in  much  less  time  than  it  takes  to 
write  it.  The  preceptor,  taking  Frederick  by  the  arm, 
said  to  Madame  Bastien,  smiling : 

"  It  is  probable,  madame,  that  our  class  in  the  open 
field  will  last  until  breakfast.     You  see  that  I  am  with- 
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out  pity  for  my  pupil.     1  wish  to  bring  hiin  back  to  you 
weary  with  fatigue." 

Madame  Bastieii  opened  the  glass  door  which  led  into 
the  study  hall  under  the  grove. 

David  and  Frederick  went  out. 

The  youth  evaded  his  mother's  glance  a  second  time. 

For  a  long  time  the  young  woman  remained  sad  and 
thoughtful  on  the  threshold  of  the  door,  her  eyes  fixed 
on  the  road  that  her  son  and  David  had  taken. 

"  I  leave  the  choice  of  our  walk  to  you,  my  dear  child," 
said  David  to  Frederick,  when  they  had  reached  the  edge 
of  the  forest. 

"  Oh,  my  God,  M.  David,  it  matters  little  to  me," 
replied  Frederick,  honestly,  "  but  since  you  leave  the 
choice  to  me,  1  am  going  to  take  you  to  a  part  of  the 
wood  that  you  perhaps  are  not  acquainted  with,  —  look, 
—  near  that  clump  of  fir-trees  that  you  see  down  there 
on  the  top  of  the  hill." 

"  True,  my  child,  I  have  never  been  on  that  side  of 
the  forest,"  said  David,  walking  with  his  pupil  toward 
the  designated  spot. 

More  and  more  surprised  at  the  strange  coincidence 
between  his  hopes  and  the  sudden  alteration  in  the  son  of 
Madame  Bastien,  David  observed  him  attentively  and 
remarked  that  almost  always  he  held  his  head  down, 
although,  as  they  crossed  the  forest,  he  had  two  or  three 
times  turned  involuntarily  to  look  at  his  mother,  whom 
he  could  see  through  the  vista  of  tall  trees,  standing  in 
the  door. 

After  examining  him  for  some  minutes,  David  discov- 
ered that  this  calmness  of  Frederick  was  feigned.  Once 
out  of  the  presence  of  his  mother,  the  young  man  not 
only  did  not  control  himself  long  at  a  time,  but  became 
anxious  and  abstracted,  his  features  contracting  some- 
times in  pain,  and  again  assuming  an  expression  of  pain- 
ful serenity,  if  such  a  thing  can  be  said,  which  alarmed 
David  no  little. 
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Not  to  frighten  Madame  Bastien,  he  had  tried  to  per- 
suade her  that  the  apparition  of  Frederick,  on  the  preced- 
ing night,  was  only  a  dream.  But  David  did  not  so 
believe  ;  he  regarded  Frederick's  farewells  to  his  sleeping 
mother  a  reality.  This  circumstance,  with  what  he  had 
just  observed  in  the  lad,  made  him  fear  that  his  pupil's 
sudden  change  was  a  piece  of  acting,  and  might  conceal 
some  sinister  motive. 

"  But,  fortunately,"  thought  David,  "  I  am  here  with 
him." 

When  they  had  left  the  forest,  Frederick  took  a  road 
covered  with  turf,  across  the  fallow  ground,  which,  leav- 
ing the  wood  around  Pont  Brillant  to  the  right,  conducted 
him  to  the  crest  of  a  little  hill  where  stood  fiv^e  or  six 
isolated  fir-trees. 

"  My  dear  child,"  said  David,  at  the  end  of  a  few  min- 
utes, "  I  am  so  pleased  with  the  words  of  affectionate 
confidence  you  addressed  to  me  this  morning,  because 
they  could  not  have  come  at  a  better  time." 

"  Why  is  that,  M.  David  ? " 

"  Because,  secure  in  this  confidence  and  affection  that 
I  have  tried  to  inspire  in  you  up  to  this  time,  I  will  now 
be  able  to  undertake  a  task  which  at  first  seemed  very 
difficult." 

"  And  what  is  this  task  ?" 

"  To  make  you  as  happy  as  you  were  formerly." 

"  I !  "  exclaimed  Frederick,  involuntarily. 

«  Yes." 

"But,"  replied  Frederick,  with  self-repression,  "  I  am 
no  longer  unhappy,  I  said  so  this  morning  to  my  mother  ; 
the  malady  that  I  suffered  from,  and  which  has  embit- 
tered my  feelings,  has  disappeared  almost  entirely.  Be- 
sides, M.  Dufour  has  told  my  mother  that  it  is  at  an 
end." 

"Truly,  my  child,  you  are  no  longer  unhappy?  All 
your  sorrows  are  at  an  end  ?  Your  heart  is  free,  con- 
tented, and  joyous,  as  it  used  to  be  ? " 
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«  Monsieur  —  " 

"  Alas !  my  dear  Frederick,  the  integrity  of  your  heart 
will  prevent  your  dissimulating  a  long  time.  Yes,  al- 
though you  have  told  your  mother  this  morning  she  need 
have  no  fear,  you  are  suffering  this  very  hour,  and  per- 
haps more  than  in  the  past." 

Frederick's  features  contracted.  David's  penetration 
crushed  him,  and,  to  avoid  his  glances,  he  looked  down- 
ward. 

David  watched  him  closely,  and  continued : 

"  Even  your  silence,  my  dear  child,  proves  to  me  that 
the  task  which  T  have  undertaken,  to  render  you  as  happy 
as  you  have  been  in  the  past,  is  still  to  be  fulfilled.  No 
doubt  you  are  astonished  that  I  have  not  tried  to  under- 
take it  before.  The  reason  for  it  is  simple  enough.  I 
did  not  wish  to  venture  without  absolute  certainty,  and 
it  was  only  yesterday  that  I  arri\ed  at  a  certainty  of 
conviction  concerning  the  malady  which  oppresses  you. 
indeed,  which  is  killing  you.     Now  I  know  the  cause." 

Frederick  trembled  with  dismay.  This  dismay, 
mingled  with  surprise,  was  painted  in  every  look  he  cast 
upon  David. 

Then,  regretting  the  betrayal  of  his  feelings,  the  young 
man  relapsed  into  gloomy  silence. 

"  What  I  have  told  you,  my  child,  astonishes  you,  and 
it  ought  to  do  so,"  replied  David,  '^  but,"  added  he,  in  a 
tone  of  tender  reproach,  "  why  are  you  frightened  at  my 
penetration  ?  When  our  friend.  Doctor  Dufour,  healed 
you  of  a  mortal  ailment,  was  he  not  obliged,  in  order  to 
combat  your  disease,  to  know  the  cause  of  it?" 

Fredei'ick  said  nothing. 

During  several  minutes,  as  the  two  were  approaching 
the  hill  upon  which  stood  the  lonely  fir-trees,  the  son  of 
Madame  Bastien  had  from  time  to  time  glanced  slyly 
and  uneasily  at  his  companion.  He  seemed  to  fear  the 
miscarriage  of  some  project  which  he  had  been  contem- 
plating since  he  had  left  his  mother's  house. 
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Just  as  they  finished  talking,  David  observed  that  the 
road  bordering  on  the  crest  of  the  hill  changed  into  a 
narrow  path  which  skirted  the  clump  of  fir-trees,  and 
that  Frederick,  in  an  attitude  of  apparent  deference,  had 
stopped  a  moment,  as  if  he  did  not  wish  to  step  in  ad- 
vance of  his  preceptor.  David,  attaching  no  importance 
to  so  natural  and  trivial  an  incident,  passed  on  before 
the  youth. 

At  the  end  of  a  few  moments,  not  hearing  Frederick's 
step  behind  him,  he  turned  around. 

The  son  of  Madame  Bastien  had  disappeared. 
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David,  bewildered  with  astonishment,  continued  to 
look  around  him. 

At  his  right  extended  the  fallow  ground,  across  which 
meandered  the  road  which,  with  Frederick,  he  had  just 
followed  to  arrive  at  the  crest  of  the  hill,  and  he  discov- 
ered then  for  the  first  time,  as  he  took  several  steps  to 
the  left,  that  on  this  side  this  bend  of  the  ground  was 
cut  aluKJst  perpendicular,  in  a  length  of  three  or  four 
hundred  feet,  and  hung  over  a  great  wood,  the  highest 
summits  of  which  reached  only  to  a  third  of  the  escarp- 
ment. 

From  the  culminating  point  where  he  stood,  David, 
commanding  the  plain  a  long  distance,  satisfied  himself 
that  Frederick  was  neither  before  nor  behind  him,  nor 
was  he  on  his  right ;  he  must  then  have  disappeared  sud- 
denly by  the  escarpment  on  the  left. 

David's  anguish  was  insupportable  when  he  thought 
of  Madame  Bastien's  despair  If  he  should  return  to  her 
alone.  But  this  inactive  terror  did  not  last  long.  A  man 
of  great  coolness  and  of  a  determination  often  put  to  the 
test  in  perilous  journeys,  he  had  acquired  a  rapidity  of 
decision  which  is  the  only  hope  of  safety  in  extreme 
danger. 

In  a  second  he  made  the  following  argument,  acting, 
80  to  speak,  as  he  thought : 

"  Frederick  has  escaped  from  me  only  on  the  side  of 
the  escarpment;  he  has  not  thrown  himself  down  this 
precipice,  I  would  have  heard  the  sound  of  his  falling 
body  as  it  broke  the  branches  of  the  great  trees  1  see 
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there  below  me ;  he  has  then  descended  by  some  place 
known  to  himself ;  the  ground  is  muddy,  I  ought  to  dis- 
cover his  tracks ;  where  he  has  passed  I  will  pass,  he 
cannot  be  more  than  five  minutes  in  advance  of  me." 

David  had  travelled  on  foot  with  Indian  tribes  in 
North  America,  and,  more  than  once  in  the  chase,  sepa- 
rated from  the  main  body  of  his  companions  in  the  vir- 
gin forests  of  the  New  World,  he  had  learned  from  the 
Indians  with  whom  he  hunted  how,  by  means  of  rare 
sagacity  and  observation,  to  find  those  who  had  disap- 
peared from  his  sight. 

Returning  then  to  the  spot  where  he  had  first  perceived 
that  Frederick  had  disappeared,  David  saw  in  the  length 
of  five  or  six  metres,  no  other  than  that  made  by  his  own 
steps:  but  suddenly  he  recognised  Frederick's  tracks  turn- 
ing abruptly  toward  the  edge  of  the  escarpment,  which 
they  coasted  for  a  little,  then  disappeared. 

David  looked  down  below. 

At  a  distance  of  aV)out  fifteen  feet  the  top  of  an 
elm  extended  its  immense  arms  so  far  as  to  touch 
tbe  steep  declivity  of  the  escarpment.  Between  the 
thick  foliage  of  this  tree-top  and  the  spot  where  he  was 
standing,  David  observed  a  large  cluster  of  broom,  which 
one  could  reach  by  crawling  along  a  wide  gap  in  the 
clayey  soil ;  there  he  discovered  fi-esh  footprints. 

"  Frederick  succeeded  in  reaching  this  tuft  of  brush- 
wood," said  David,  taking  the  same  road  with  as  much 
agility  as  daring,  "  and  afterward,"  thought  he,  "  sus- 
pending himself  by  the  hands,  he  placed  his  foot  on  one 
of  the  largest  branches  at  the  top  of  the  elm,  and  from 
there  descended  from  branch  to  branch  until  he  reached 
the  foot  of  the  tree." 

In  David  the  action  accompanied  the  thought  always. 
In  a  few  minutes  he  had  glided  to  the  top  of  the  tree ; 
a  few  little  branches  broken  recently,  and  the  erosion  of 
the  bark  in  several  spots  where  Frederick  had  placed 
his  feet,  indicated  his  passage. 
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When  David  had  slowly  descended  to  the  foot  of  the 
tree,  the  thick  bed  of  leaves,  detached  by  the  autumn 
and  heaped  upon  the  soil,  rendered  the  exploration  of 
Frederick's  path  more  difficult ;  but  the  slight  depression 
of  this  foliage  where  he  had  stepped,  and  the  broken  or 
separated  underbrush,  very  thick  in  spots  he  had  just 
crossed,  having  been  carefully  noted  by  David,  served  to 
guide  him  across  a  vast  circumference.  When  he  came 
out  of  this  groimd  he  heard  a  hollow  sound,  not  far  dis- 
tant, but  quite  startling,  which  he  had  not  noticed  before 
in  the  midst  of  the  rustling  of  branches  and  dry  leaves. 

This  startling  noise  was  the  sound  of  many  waters. 

The  practised  ear  of  David  left  him  no  doubt  upon  the 
subject.  A  horrible  idea  entered  his  mind,  but  his  activ- 
ity and  resolution,  suspended  a  moment  by  fright,* re- 
ceived a  new  and  vigorous  impulse.  The  enclosure  from 
which  he  had  just  issued  bordered  on  a  winding  walk 
where  the  moist  soil  still  showed  the  tracks  of  Fred- 
erick's feet.  David  followed  it  in  great  haste,  because 
he  perceived  by  the  intervals  and  position  of  these  tracks 
that  in  this  spot  the  young  man  had  been  running. 

But  soon  a  hard,  dry  soil,  as  it  was  sandy  and  more 
elevated,  succeeded  the  soft  lowlands,  and  no  more  tracks 
could  be  seen. 

David  then  found  himself  in  a  sort  of  cross-roads 
where  he  could  hear  distinctly  the  sound  of  the  Loire, 
whose  waters,  swollen  to  an  unusual  degree  in  a  few 
days,  roared  with  fury. 

David  at  once  resolved  to  run  straight  to  the  river, 
guiding  himself  by  its  sound,  since  it  was  impossible  any 
longer  to  follow  Frederick  by  his  tracks.  Full  of  anguish 
and  concern  for  the  boy's  mother,  —  an  anguish  all  the 
more  intense  from  the  recollection  of  the  farewells  ad- 
dressed to  her  by  Frederick, —  he  darted  across  the  wood 
in  an  easterly  direction  according  to  the  roar  of  the 
river. 

At  the  end  of  ten  minutes,  leaving  the  undergrowth, 
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David  ran  across  a  prairie  whicli  ended  with  the  bhiff  of 
the  river.     This  bluff  he  cleared  in  a  few  bounds. 

At  his  feet  he  saw  an  immense  sheet  of  water,  yellow, 
rapid,  and  foaming,  the  waves  of  which  broke  and  died 
upon  the  sand. 

As  far  as  his  view  extended,  David,  panting  from  his 
precipitate  run,  could  discover  nothing. 

Nothing  but  the  other  shore  of  the  river  drowned 
in  mist. 

Nothing  but  a  gray  and  sullen  sky,  from  which  a  beat- 
ing rain  began  to  fall. 

Nothing  but  this  muddy  stream  muttering  like  distant 
thunder,  and  forming  towai'd  the  west  a  great  curve, 
above  which  rose  the  solid  mass  of  the  forest  of  Pont 
Brillant  dominated  by  its  immense  castle. 

Suddenly  reduced  to  enforced  inaction,  David  felt  his 
strong  and  valiant  soul  bow  beneath  the  weight  of  a 
great  despair. 

Against  this  despair  he  vainly  struggled,  hoping  that 
perhaps  Frederick  had  not  resolved  upon  this  terrible 
step.  He  even  went  so  far  as  to  attribute  the  disappear- 
ance of  tlie  young  man  to  a  schoolboy's  trick. 

Alas !  David  did  not  keep  this  illusion  long ;  a  sudden 
blast  of  wind  which  blew  violently  along  the  current  of 
the  river  brought  almost  to  David's  feet,  as  it  rolled  and 
tossed  it  upon  the  sand,  a  cap  of  blue  cloth  bound  with 
a  little  Scotch  border,  which  Frederick  had  worn  that 
morning. 

"  Unhappy  child  !  "  exclaimed  David,  his  eyes  full  of 
tears,  "and  his  mother,  his  mother!  oh,  this  is  ter- 
rible ! " 

Suddenly  he  heard,  above  the  roar  of  the  waters,  and 
brought  by  the  wind,  a  long  cry  of  distress. 

Remounting  at  once  the  bank  opposite  the  wind  which 
brought  this  cry  to  his  ears,  David  ran  with  all  his  might 
in  the  direction  of  the  call. 

Suddenly  he  stopped. 
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These  words,  uttered  with  a  heartrending  cry,  reached 
his  ear  : 

"  My  mother  !  oh,  my  mother  !  " 

A  hundred  steps  before  him,  David  perceived,  almost  at 
the  same  time,  in  the  middle  of  the  surging  waters,  the 
head  of  Frederick,  livid  !  frightful !  his  long  hair  matted 
on  his  temples,  his  eyes  horribly  dilated,  while  his 
arms,  in  a  last  struggle,  moved  convulsively  above  the 
abyss. 

Then  the  preceptor  saw  no  more,  save  a  wider,  deeper 
bubbling  in  the  spot  where  he  had  discovered  the  body. 

A  light  of  hope,  nevertheless,  illumined  David's  manly 
face,  but  feeling  the  imminence  of  the  peril  and  the 
danger  of  a  blind  precipitation,  —  for  he  had  need  of  all 
his  skill  and  all  his  strength,  and,  too,  of  all  possible 
freedom  from  restraint,  —  he  had  the  self-possession, 
after  having  thrown  off  his  coat  and  vest,  to  take  off 
his  cravat,  his  stockings,  and  even  his  suspenders. 

All  this  was  executed  with  a  sort  of  deliberate  quick- 
ness which  permitted  David,  while  he  was  removing  his 
garments,  to  follow  with  an  attentive  eye  the  current  of 
the  river,  and  coolly  to  calculate  how  far  Frederick 
would  be  carried  by  the  current.  He  calculated  correctly. 
He  saw  soon,  at  a  little  distance,  and  toward  the  middle 
of  the  river,  Frederick's  long  hair  lifted  by  the  waves, 
and  the  skirt  of  his  hunting  jacket  floating  on  the  water. 

Then  all  disappeared  again. 

The  moment  had  come. 

Then  David  with  a  firm  and  sure  gaze  measured  the 
distance,  threw  himself  in  the  stream,  and  began  to  swim 
straight  to  the  opposite  shore,  estimating,  and  with  rea- 
son, that  in  cutting  the  breadth  of  the  river,  keeping 
count  of  the  drift,  he  ought  to  reach  the  middle  of  the 
Loire  a  little  before  the  current  would  carry  Frederick's 
body  there. 

David's  foresight  made  no  mistake ;  he  had  already 
gained  the  middle  of  the  stream  when  he  saw  at  his  left, 
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drifting  between  two  waves,  the  body  of  ^fadame  Bastien's 
son,  entirely  unconscious. 

Seizing  Frederick's  long  hair  with  one  hand,  he  began 
to  swim  with  the  otlier  hand,  and  reached  the  shore  by 
means  of  the  most  heroic  efforts,  tortured  every  moment 
with  the  thought  that  perhaps,  after  all,  he  had  rescued 
only  a  corpse. 

At  last  he  trod  upon  the  shore.  Robust  and  agile,  he 
took  the  young  man  in  his  arms  and  laid  him  on  the 
turf,  about  a  hundred  steps  from  the  spot  where  he  had 
left  his  garments. 

Then,  kneeling  down  by  Frederick,  he  put  his  hand 
upon  the  poor  boy's  heart.  It  was  not  beating,  his  ex- 
tremities were  stiff  and  cold,  his  lips  blue  and  convul- 
sively closed,  nor  did  one  breath  escape  from  them. 

David,  terrified,  lifted  the  half-closed  eyelid  of  the 
youth :  his  eye  was  immovable,  dull  and  glassy. 

The  rain  continued  to  flow  in  torrents  over  this  inani- 
mate body.  David  could  no  longer  restrain  his  sobs. 
Alone,  on  this  solitary  shore,  with  no  help  near,  when 
help  was  so  much  needed,  —  powerful  and  immediate 
help,  even  if  one  spark  of  life  still  remained  in  the  body 
before  him ! 

David  was  looking  around  him,  in  desperate  need, 
when  at  a  little  distance  he  saw  a  thick  column  of 
smoke  rising  from  behind  a  projecting  angle  of  the 
embankment,  which,  no  doubt,  hid  some  inhabited  house 
from  his  sight. 

To  carry  Frederick  in  his  arms,  and,  in  spite  of  his 
heavy  burden,  to  run  to  this  hidden  habitation,  was 
David's  spontaneous  act.  When  he  had  passed  this 
angle,  he  perceived  at  a  little  distance  one  of  the 
brick-kilns  so  numerous  on  the  borders  of  the  Loire, 
as  brickmakers  find  in  this  latitude  all  the  necessary 
materials  of  clay,  sand,  water,  and  wood. 

Making  use  of  his  reminiscences  of  travel,  David 
recalled  the  fact  that  the  Indians  inhabiting  the  borders 

187 


THE    SEVEN    CARDINAL    SINS. 

of  the  great  lakes,  often  restore  theii-  half-drowned  com- 
panions to  life,  and  awaken  heat  and  circulation  of  the 
blood,  by  means  of  large  stones  which  are  made  hot, — 
a  sort  of  drying-place,  upon  which  they  place  the  body 
while  they  rub  the  limbs  with  spirits. 

The  brickmakers  came  eagerly  to  David's  assistance. 
Frederick,  enveloped  in  a  thick  covering,  was  extended 
on  a  bed  of  wai-m  bricks,  and  exposed  to  the  penetrating 
heat  which  issued  from  the  mouth  of  the  oven.  A  bottle 
of  brandy,  offered  by  the  head  workman,  was  used  in 
rubbiPi'g.  For  some  time  David  doubted  the  success 
of  his  efforts.  Nevertheless  some  little  symptoms  of 
sensibility  made  his  heart  bound  with  hope  and  joy. 

An  hour  after  having  been  carried  to  the  brick-kiln, 
Fredei'ick,  completely  restored,  was  still  so  feeble,  not- 
withstanding his  consciousness,  that  he  was  not  able  to 
utter  a  word,  although  many  times  he  looked  at  David 
with  an  expression  of  tenderness  and  unspeakable  grati- 
tude. 

The  preceptor  and  his  pupil  were  in  the  modest  cham- 
ber of  the  master  workman,  who  had  returned  to  his  work 
near  the  embankment,  and  with  his  labourei's  was  ob- 
serving the  level  of  the  stream,  which  had  not  reached 
such  a  height  in  many  years,  for  the  inhabitants  of  these 
shores  were  always  filled  with  fear  at  the  thought  of  an 
overflow  of  the  Loire. 

David  had  just  administered  a  warm  and  invigorating 
drink  to  Frederick,  when  the  youth  said,  in  a  feeble 
voice : 

"  M.  David,  it  is  to  you  that  I  shall  owe  the  happiness 
of  seeing  my  mother  again  !  " 

"  Yes,  you  will  see  her  again,  my  child,"  replied  the 
preceptor,  pressing  the  son's  hands  in  his  own,  "  but  why 
did  you  not  think  that  to  kill  yourself  was  to  kill  your 
mother  ?  " 

"  1  thought  of  that  too  late.     Then  I  felt  myself  lost, 
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and  I  cried,  '  My  mother ! '  when  1  should  have  cried, 
'Help!'" 

"  Fortunately,  that  supreme  cry  1  heard,  my  poor 
child.  But  now  that  you  are  calm,  I  implore  you,  tell 
me.—  " 

Then,  interrupting  himself,  David  added  : 

"  No,  after  what  has  })assed,  I  have  no  right  to  ques- 
tion you.  I  shall  wait  for  a  confession  which  1  wish  to 
owe  only  to  your  confidence." 

Frederick  felt  David's  delicacy,  for  it  was  evident  that 
his  preceptor  did  not  desire  to  abuse  the  intluence  given 
by  a  service  rendered,  by  forcing  a  confidence  from 
him. 

Then  he  said,  with  tears  in  his  eyes : 

"  M.  David,  life  was  a  burden  to  me.  I  judged  of  the 
future  by  the  past,  and  1  wished  to  end  it.  Yet,  that 
night,  when  during  my  mother's  sleep  I  bade  her  fare- 
well, my  heart  was  broken.  I  thought  of  the  sorrow 
that  I  would  cause  her  in  killing  myself,  and  for  a  mo- 
ment I  hesitated,  but  I  said  to  myself,  '  My  life  will  cost 
her  more  tears  perhaps  than  my  death,'  and  so  I  decided 
to  put  an  end  to  it.  This  morning  I  asked  her  to  for- 
give all  the  grief  I  had  caused  her,  I  also  asked  you  to 
forgive  me  for  the  wrongs  I  had  done  to  you,  M.  David. 
I  did  not  wish  to  carry  with  me  the  animadversion  of 
anybody.  To  remove  all  suspicion  I  affected  calmness, 
certain  of  finding  during  the  day  some  means  of  escap- 
ing your  watchfulness  and  that  of  my  mother.  Your 
invitation  to  go  out  this  morning  served  my  plans.  1 
was  acquainted  with  the  country.  I  directed  our  walk 
toward  a  spot  where  I  felt  sure  I  could  escape  from  you 
and  from  your  assistance,  and  I  do  not  know  how  it  was 
possible  for  you  to  find  a  trace  of  me,  M.  David." 

"  I  will  tell  you  that,  my  child,  but  continue." 

"  The  hurry,  the  eagerness  of  my  flight,  the  noise  of 
the  wind  and  the  waters,  seemed  to  intoxicate  me,  and 
then,  on  the  horizon,  I  saw  rise  up  before  me,  like  an 
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apparition,  the  —  "     Here  a  light  flush  coloured  Fred- 
erick's cheeks,  and  he  did  not  finish  his  sentence. 
David  mentally  supplied  it,  and  said  to  himself : 
"This  unhappy  child,  in  his  moment  of  desperation, 
saw,  as  it  commanded  the  shore  of  the  river  from  afar, 
the  castle  of  Pont  Brillant." 

After  a  short  silence,  Frederick  continued  : 
"  As  I  told  you,  M.  David,  I  seemed  intoxicated, 
almost  mad,  for  I  do  not  recollect  at  what  spot  on  the 
river  I  threw  myself  in.  The  cold  in  the  water  seized 
me,  I  thought  I  was  going  to  die,  and  then  I  was  afraid. 
Then  the  thought  of  my  mother  came  back  to  me.  I 
seemed  to  see  her,  as  in  a  dream,  throw  herself  upon  my 
cold,  dead  body.  I  did  not  want  to  die,  and  I  cried, 
'  My  mother  !  my  mother ! '  as  1  tried  to  save  myself, 
for  I  know  very  well  how  to  swim ;  but  the  cold  made 
me  numb,  and  I  felt  myself  sinking  to  the  bottom.  As 
I  heard  the  river  roar  above  my  head  I  made  a  desperate 
effort,  and  came  to  the  surface  of  the  water,  and  then  I 
lost  consciousness  until  T  found  myself  here,  M.  David, 
—  here  where  you  have  brought  me,  —  saved  me  as  if 
I  were  your  child,  —  here,  where  my  first  thought  has 
been  of  my  mother." 

And  Frederick,  fatigued  by  the  emotion  of  this  recital, 
leaned  his  elbow  on  the  bed  where  they  had  carried  him, 
and  remained  silent,  his  liead  resting  on  his  hand. 
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The  conversation  between  David  and  Frederick  vras 
interrupted  by  the  brickmaker,  who  entered  the  cham- 
ber, looking  very  much  frightened.  "  Monsieur,"  said 
he,  hurriedly,  to  David,  "  the  cart  is  ready.     Go  quick." 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?  "  asked  David. 

"  The  Loire  is  still  rising,  monsieur.  Before  two 
hours  all  my  little  furniture  and  effects  will  be  swept 
away." 

"  Do  you  fear  an  overflow  ?" 

"  Perhaps,  monsieur,  for  the  rising  of  the  waters  is 
becoming  frightful,  and,  if  the  Loire  overflows,  to-mor- 
row nothing  will  be  seen  of  my  brick-kiln  but  the 
chimneys.  So,  for  the  sake  of  ))rudence,  I  must  move 
you  out.  The  cart  which  takes  you  home,  will,  on  its 
return,  carry  my  furniture  away." 

"  Come,  my  child,"  said  David  to  Frederick,  "  have 
courage.     You  see  we  have  not  a  moment  to  lose." 

"  I  am  ready,  M.  David." 

"  Fortunately  our  clothes  are  dry,  thanks  to  this  hot 
furnace.     Lean  on  me,  my  child." 

As  they  left  the  house,  Frederick  said  to  the  brick- 
maker  : 

"  Pardon  me,  sir,  for  not  being  able  to  thank  you 
better  for  your  kind  attention,  but  I  will  return." 

"  May  Heaven  bless  you,  my  young  gentleman,  and 
grant  that  you  may  not  find  a  mass  of  rubbish  when  you 
T-eturn  to  this  place,  instead  of  this  house." 

David,  without  Frederick's  knowledge,  gave  two 
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gold    pieces    to   the   brickmaker,    as  he  said,  in   a  low 
voice : 

"That  is  for  the  cart." 

A  few  minutes  ela})sed,  and  the  son  of  Madame 
Bastien  left  the  brick-kiln  with  David  in  the  rustic  con- 
veyance filled  with  a  thick  layer  of  straw,  and  covered 
over  with  a  cloth,  for  the  rain  continued  to  fall  in 
torrents. 

The  cart  driver,  wrap))cd  in  a  wagoner's  coat,  and 
seated  on  one  of  the  shafts,  urged  the  gait  of  the  horse, 
that  trotted  slowly  and  heavily. 

David  insisted  that  Frederick  should  lie  down  in  the 
cart,  and  lean  his  head  on  his  knees ;  thus  seated  in  the 
back  of  the  cart,  he  held  the  youth  in  a  half  embrace, 
and  watched  over  him  with  paternal  solicitude. 

"  My  child,"  said  he,  carefully  wrapping  Frederick  in 
the  thick  covering  loaned  by  the  brickmaker,  "  are  you 
not  cold  ?  " 

"No,  M.  David." 

"  Now,  let  us  agree  upon  facts.  Your  mother  must 
never  know  what  has  haj)pened  this  morning.  We  will 
say,  shall  we  not,  that,  surprised  by  a  beating  rain,  we 
obtained  this  cart  with  great  difficulty  ?  The  brick- 
maker thinks  you  fell  in  the  water  by  imprudently  ven- 
turing too  near  the  slope  of  the  embankment.  He  has 
promised  me  not  to  noise  abroad  this  accident,  the 
reportp  of  which  might  frighten  your  mother.  Now, 
that  being  agreed  upon,  we  will  think  of  it  no  more." 

"  What  kindness !  what  generosity !  You  think  of 
everything.  You  are  right ;  my  mother  must  not  know 
that  you  have  saved  my  life  at  the  risk  of  your  own,  and 
yet-" 

"  What  your  mother  ought  to  know,  my  dear  Fred- 
crick,  what  she  ought  to  see,  is  that  I  have  kept  the 
jiromise  that  I  made  to  her  this  morning,  for  time 
presses." 

"  What  promise  ?  " 
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"  I  promised  her  to  cure  you." 

"  Cure  me ! "  and  Frederick  bowed  his  head  with 
grief.     "  Cure  me  !  " 

"  And  this  cure  must  be  accomplished  this  morning." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  1  mean  that  in  an  hour,  upon  our  arrival  at  the 
farm,  you  must  be  the  Frederick  of  former  times,  the 
glory  and  pride  of  your  mother." 

"  M.  David  !  " 

"  My  child,  the  moments  are  numbered,  so  listen  to 
me.  This  morning,  at  the  time  you  disappeared,  1  said 
to  you,  '  I  know  the  cause  of  your  illness.'  " 

"  You  did  say  that  to  me,  truly,  M.  David." 

"  Well,  now,  the  cause  is  envy  !  " 

"  Oh,  my  God  ! "  murmured  Frederick,  overwhelmed 
with  shame,  and  trying  to  slip  away  from  David's 
embrace. 

But  the  latter  pressed  Frederick  all  the  more  tenderly 
to  his  heart,  and  said,  quickly : 

"  Lift  up  your  head,  my  cliild,  —  there  is  no  need  for 
shame,  envy  is  an  excellent  quality." 

"  Envy  an  excellent  quality  !  "  exclaimed  Frederick, 
sitting  up  and  staring  at  David  with  bewildered  aston- 
ishment. "  Envy  !  "  repeated  he,  shuddering.  "  Ah. 
monsieur,  you  do  not  know  what  it  produces." 

"  Hatred  ?  so  much  the  better." 

"  So  much  the  better  !  but  hatred  in  its  turn  —  " 

"  Gives  birth  to  vengeance,  so  much  the  better  still." 

"  M.  David,"  said  the  young  man,  falling  back  on  his 
straw  couch  with  sadness,  "  you  are  laughing  at  me, 
and  yet  —  " 

"  Laughing  at  you,  poor  child  !  "  said  David,  in  a  voice 
full  of  emotion,  as  he  drew  Frederick  back  to  him,  and 
pressed  him  to  his  breast  with  affection.  "  T  laugh  at 
you  I  do  not  say  that.  To  me,  more  than  to  any  one  else, 
grief  is  sacred.  I  laugh  at  you.  You  do  not  know 
then,  at  first  sight  of  yon,  I  was  filled  with  compassion, 
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with  tenderness,  because,  you   see,  Frederick,  I  had  a 
young  brother  about  your  age  —  " 

And  David's  tears  flowed,  until,  choked  with  emotion, 
he  was  obliged  to  keep  silent. 

Frederick's  tears  flowed  also,  and  he  in  his  turn  em- 
braced David,  looking  at  him  with  a  heartbroken  expres- 
sion, as  if  he  wished  to  ask  pardon  for  making  him 
weep. 

David  understood  him. 

"  Be  calm,  my  child ;  these  tears,  too,  have  their 
sweetness.  Well,  the  brother  I  speak  of,  this  young 
])eloved  brother,  who  made  my  joy  and  my  love,  I  lost. 
That  is  why  I  felt  for  you  such  a  quick  and  keen  inter- 
est, that  is  why  I  wish  to  return  you  to  your  mother  as 
you  were  in  the  olden  time,  because  it  is  to  return  you 
to  happiness." 

The  accent,  the  countenance  of  David,  as  he  uttered 
these  words,  were  of  such  a  melancholy,  pathetic  sweet- 
ness that  Frederick,  more  and  more  affected,  answered, 
timidly : 

"  Forgive  me,  M.  David,  for  having  thought  you  were 
laughing  at  me,  but  —  " 

"  But  what  T  said  to  you  seemed  so  strange,  did  it  not, 
that  you  could  not  believe  that  I  was  speaking  seri- 
ously?" 

"  That  is  true." 

"  So  it  ought  to  be,  nevertheless  my  words  are  sincere, 
and  I  am  going  to  prove  it  to  you." 

Frederick  fixed  on  David  a  look  full  of  pain  and  eager 
curiosity. 

"  Yes,  my  child,  envy,  in  itself,  is  an  excellent  quality  ; 
only  you,  up  to  this  time,  have  applied  it  improperly, — 
you  have  envied  wickedly  instead  of  envying  well." 

"  Envy  well !  Envy  an  excellent  quality  !  "  repeated 
Frederick,  as  if  he  could  not  believe  his  ears.  "  Envy, 
frightful  envy,  which  corrodes,  which  devours,  which 
kills !  " 
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"  My  poor  child,  the  Loire  came  near,  just  now,  being 
your  tomb.  Had  that  misfortune  happened,  would  not 
your  mother  have  cried, '  Oh,  the  accursed  river  which 
kills,  —  accursed  river  which  has  swallowed  up  my 
son  ! ' " 

"  Alas,  M.  David  !  " 

"  And  if  these  fears  of  immdation  are  realised,  how 
many  despairing  hearts  will  cry,  '  Oh,  accursed  river ! 
our  houses  are  swept  away,  our  fields  submerged.'  Are 
not  these  maledictions  just  ?  " 

"  Only  too  just,  M.  David." 

"  Yes  ;  and  yet  this  river  so  cursed  fertilises  its  shores. 
It  is  the  wealth  of  the  cities  by  which  it  flows.  Thou- 
sands of  boats,  laden  with  provisions  of  all  sorts,  plough 
its  waves ;  this  river  so  cursed  accomplishes  truly  a  use- 
ful mission,  that  God  has  given  to  everything  he  has 
created,  because  to  say  that  God  has  created  rivers  for 
inundation  and  disaster  would  be  a  blasphemy.  No, 
no  !  It  is  man,  whose  ignorance,  whose  carelessness, 
whose  egotism,  whose  greed,  and  whose  disdain  change 
the  gifts  of  the  Creator  into  plagues." 

Frederick,  struck  with  his  preceptor's  words,  listened 
to  him  with  increasing  interest. 

"  Just  now,  even,"  continued  David,  "  unless  heat 
from  the  fire  had  penetrated  your  benumbed  limbs,  you 
would,  perhaps,  have  died,  yet  how  horrible  are  the 
ravages  of  fire  I  Must  we  curse  it  and  its  Creator  ? 
What  more  shall  I  say  to  you  ?  Shall  we  curse  steam, 
which  has  changed  the  face  of  the  earth,  because  it  has 
caused  so  many  awful— disasters  ?  Xo,  no !  God  has 
created  forces,  and  man,  a  free  agent,  employs  those 
forces  for  good  or  for  evil.  And  as  God  is  everywhere 
the  same  in  his  omnipotence,  it  is  with  passions  as  with 
elements ;  no  one  of  them  is  bad  in  itself,  they  are  levers. 
Man  uses  them  for  good  or  for  evil,  according  to  his 
own  free  will.  So,  my  child,  your  troubles  date  from 
your  visit  to  the  castle  of  Pont  Brillant,  do  they  not  ?  " 
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"  Yes,  M.  David." 

"  And  you  felt  envy,  keenly  and  deeply,  did  you  not, 
when  you  compared  the  obscurity  of  your  name  and  your 
poor,  humble  life  with  the  splendid  life  and  illustrious 
name  of  the  young  Marquis  of  Pont  Brillant?" 

"  It  is  only  too  true." 

"  Up  to  that  point,  these  sentiments  were  excellent." 

"  Excellent  ? " 

"  Excellent !  You  brought  with  you  from  the  castle 
living  and  powerful  forces ;  they  ouglit,  wisely  directed, 
to  have  given  the  widest  range  to  the  development  of 
your  faculties.  Unhappily,  these  forces  have  burst  in 
your  inexperienced  hands,  and  have  wounded  you,  poor 
dear  child !  Thus,  to  return  to  yourself,  all  your  pure 
and  simple  enjoyments  were  destroyed  l)y  the  constant 
remembrance  of  the  splendours  of  the  castle ;  then,  in 
your  grievous,  unoccupied  covetousness,  you  were  forced 
to  hate  the  one  who  possessed  all  that  you  desired ; 
then  vengeance." 

"  You  know  !  "  cried  Frederick,  in  dismay. 

"  I  know  all,  my  child." 

"  Ah,  M.  David,  pardon,  I  pray  you,"  murmured 
Frederick,  humiliated,  "  it  was  remorse  for  that  base 
and  horrible  act  that  led  me  to  think  of  suicide." 

"  I  believe  you,  my  child,  and  now  that  explains  to 
me  your  unconquerable  dejection  since  I  arrived  at  your 
mother's  house.     You  meditated  this  dreadful  deed  ?  " 

"  I  thought  of  it  for  the  first  time,  the  evening  of 
your  arrival." 

"  This  suicide  was  a  voluntary  expiation.  There 
are  more  profita])le  ones,  Frederick,  my  dear  boy.  Be- 
sides, I  am  certain  that  if  envy  was  the  germ  of  your 
hatred  toward  Raoul  de  Pont  Brillant,  the  terrible  scene 
in  the  forest  was  brought  about  by  circumstances  that 
I  am  ignorant  of,  and  which  ought  to  extenuate  your 
culpable  act." 

Frederick  hung  his  head  in  silence. 
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"  Of  that  we  will  speak  later,"  said  David.  "  Now, 
let  us  see,  my  child  ;  what  did  you  envy  the  most  in  the 
young  Marquis  of  Pont  Brillant  ?  His  riches  ?  So 
much  the  better.  Envy  them  ardently,  envy  them  sin- 
cerely, and  in  this  incessant,  energetic  envy,  you  will 
find  a  lever  of  incalculable  power.  You  will  overcome 
all  obstacles.  By  means  of  labour,  intelligence,  and 
probity,  you  will  become  rich.  Why  not  ?  Jacques 
Lafitte  was  poorer  than  you  are.  He  wished  to  be 
rich,  and  he  became  a  millionaire  twenty  times  over. 
His  reputation  is  without  a  stain,  and  he  always  ex- 
tended a  hand  to  poverty,  always  favoured  and  endowed 
honest,  courageous  work.  How  many  similar  examples 
I  could  cite  you  !  " 

Frederick  at  first  looked  at  his  preceptor  with  pro- 
found surprise ;  then,  beginning  to  comprehend  the 
significance  of  his  words,  he  put  his  hands  on  his  fore- 
head, as  if  his  mind  had  been  dazzled  by  a  sudden  light. 

David  continued  : 

"  Let  us  go  farther.  Did  the  wealth  of  the  marquis 
fill  your  heart  only  with  covetous  desire,  instead  of  a 
sentiment  of  hatred  and  revolt  against  a  society  where 
some  abound  with  superfluous  possession,  while  others 
die  for  want  of  the  necessaries  of  life  ?  Very  well,  my 
child,  that  is  an  excellent  sentiment ;  it  is  sacred  and 
religious,  because  it  inspired  the  Fathers  of  the  Church 
with  holy  and  avenging  words.  So,  at  the  voice  of  great 
revolutions,  the  divine  principle  of  fraternity,  of  human 
equality,  has  been  proclaimed.  Yes,"  added  David, 
with  a  bitter  sadness,  "  but  proclaimed  in  vain.  Priests, 
denying  their  humble  origin,  have  become  accomplices 
of  wealth  and  power  in  the  hands  of  kings,  and  have 
said  to  the  people,  '  Fate  has  devoted  you  to  servitude, 
to  misery,  and  to  tears,  on  this  earth.'  Was  not  this 
a  blasphemy  against  the  fatherly  goodness  of  the  Cre- 
ator, —  a  base  desertion  of  the  cause  of  the  disinherited  ? 
But  in  our  day   this  cause  has  valiant  defenders,   and 
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blessed  are  these  sentiments  that  the  sight  of  wealth 
inspires  in  you,  if  it  throws  you  among  the  people  of 
courage  who  fight  for  the  imperishable  cause  of  equality 
and  human  brotherhood." 

"Oh!  "  cried  Frederick,  with  clasped  hands,  his  face 
radiant,  and  his  heart  throbbing  with  generous  enthu- 
siasm, "  I  understand,  I  understand." 

"  Let  us  see,"  pursued  David,  with  increasing  anima- 
tion ;  "  for  what  else  did  you  envy  this  young  marquis  ? 
The  antiquity  of  his  name  ?  Envy  it,  envy  it,  by  all 
means.  You  will  have  what  is  better  than  an  ancient 
name ;  you  will  make  your  own  name  illustrious,  and 
more  widely  celebrated  than  that  of  Pont  Brill  ant.  Art, 
letters,  war !  how  many  careers  are  open  to  your  ambi- 
tion I  And  you  will  win  reputation.  I  have  studied 
your  works ;  I  know  the  extent  of  your  ability,  when 
it  is  increased  tenfold  by  the  might  of  a  determined 
and  noble  emulation." 

"  My  God !  my  God  !  "  cried  Frederick,  with  enthu- 
siasm, his  eyes  filled  with  tears,  "  I  cannot  tell  what 
change  has  come  over  me.  The  darkness  of  night  has 
been  turned  to  day,  —  the  day  of  the  past,  and  even 
brightei-  than  the  past.     Oh,  my  mother  I  my  mother  !  " 

"  Let  us  go  on,"  continued  David,  unv^illing  to  leave 
the  least  doubt  in  Fi-ederick's  mind  ;  "  does  the  envy 
you  feel  when  you  hear  the  ancient  name  of  Pont  Bril- 
lant  manifest  itself  l)y  a  violent  hatred  of  aristocratic 
tradition,  always  springing  up,  sometimes  feudal,  and 
sometimes  among  the  citizenship  ?  Exalt  this  envy, 
my  child.  Jean  Jacques,  in  protesting  against  the 
inequality  of  material  conditions,  was  sublimely  envious, 
and  our  fathers,  in  destroying  the  privileges  of  the 
monarchy,  were  heroically,  immortally  envious." 

"  Oh  !  "  exclaimed  Frederick,  "  how  my  heart  beats 
at  your  noble  words,  M.  David  I  What  a  revelation ! 
What  was  killing  me,  I  realise  now,  was  a  cowardly, 
barren    envy.     Envy    for    me    was   indolence,    despair, 
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death.  Envy  ought  to  be  action,  hope,  and  life.  In 
my  impotent  rage  1  only  knew  how  to  curse  myself, 
others,  and  my  own  nonentity.  Envy  ought  to  give 
me  the  desire  and  strength  to  come  out  of  my  obscurity, 
and  1  will  come  out  of  it." 

"  Good  I  good  I  dear,  brave  child  I  "  exclaimed  David, 
in  his  turn,  pressing  Frederick  to  his  breast.  "  Oh,  I 
was  certain  1  could  cure  you !  An  easy  task  with  a 
generous  nature  like  yours,  so  long  cherished  by  the 
most  admirable  of  mothers.  Tender  and  excellent 
heart !  "  added  he,  no  longer  able  to  restrain  his  tears. 
"This  morning,  as  you  were  about  to  drown,  your  last 
cry  was,  '  My  mother  !  my  mother ! '  You  are  born 
again  to  hope  and  life,  and  your  first  cry  is  still,  '  My 
mother  !  my  mother  ! '  " 

"  I  owe  you  my  life,"  murmured  Frederick,  respond- 
ing to  the  ardent  embrace  of  his  preceptor.  "  1  owe 
you  the  life  of  my  body  as  well  as  the  life  of  my  soul, 
M.  David." 

"  Frederick,  my  child,"  said  David,  with  inexpres- 
sible emotion,  "  call  me  your  friend.  That  name  I  de- 
serve now,  do  I  not  ?  It  will  replace  the  sweet  and 
cherished  name  I  can  never  hear  again,  —  my  brother  !  " 

"  Oh,  my  friend  ! "  cried  Frederick,  with  exaltation, 
"  and  you  will  see  me  worthy  of  the  name  of  friend." 

A  moment  of  silence  succeeded  this  outburst  of  sen- 
timent, as  David  and  Frederick  held  each  other  in  close 
embrace. 

The  preceptor  was  the  first  to  speak. 

"  Now,  my  dear  child,  I  must  appeal  to  your  candour 
on  a  last  and  important  matter.  It  may  be  severe,  even 
relentless  to  me,  but  not  unjust.     Tell  me,  if  —  " 

David  could  not  finish.  p]ntirely  absorbed  in  their 
conversation,  the  preceptor  and  his  pupil  had  not  no- 
ticed the  route,  until  the  cart  suddenly  stopped  a  short 
distance  from  the  farm  gate. 

Marie  Bastien,  greatly  distressed  at  the  prolonged 
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absence  of  her  son,  had  been  standing  long  under  the 
rustic  porch  of  her  house,  eagerly  looking  for  his  return. 

At  the  sight  of  the  covered  cart,  as  it  approached 
the  farm,  an  inexplicable  presentiment  told  the  young 
woman  that  her  son  was  there.  Then,  divided  between 
fear  and  joy,  she  ran  to  meet  the  cart,  and  exclaimed : 

"  Frederick,  is  it  you  ? " 

David  was  interrupted  in  his  remarks,  and  the  cart 
stopped. 

With  one  bound,  the  son  of  Madame  Bastien  leaped 
from  the  cart,  threw  himself  on  his  mother's  neck,  cov- 
ered it  with  kisses  and  tears,  as  he  cried,  with  a  voice 
broken  by  sobs : 

"  Mother,  saved  !  No  more  trouble !  saved,  mother, 
saved ! " 
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At  these  words  of  Frederick,  "  Saved,  mother,  saved," 
Marie  Bastien  looked  at  her  son  with  mingled  feelings 
of  joy  and  surprise ;  already  he  seemed  another  person, 
almost  transfigured,  his  head  lifted,  his  smile  radiant,  his 
look  ins(»ired ;  his  beautiful  eyes  were  illuminated  by  an 
inward  joy ;  the  young  mother  was  amazed.  Scarcely 
had  her  son  cried,"  Saved,"  when  Marie  divined  by  David's 
attitude,  his  countenance,  and  the  serenity  of  his  face, 
that  he  had  brought  Frederick  back  to  her,  truly  regen- 
erated. 

What  means,  what  miracle  could  have  produced  so 
rapid  and  so  unexpected  a  result?  Marie  did  not  ques- 
tion herself.  David  had  given  Frederick  back  to  her  as 
he  used  to  be,  so  she  said.  Then,  in  an  almost  religious 
outburst  of  gratitude,  she  threw  herself  at  David's  feet ; 
when  he  extended  his  hands  to  raise  her,  Marie  seized 
them,  ))rcssed  them  passionately  in  her  own,  and  cried  in 
a  voice  trembling  with  all  the  emotions  of  maternal  love: 

"  My  life,  my  whole  life,  M.  David,  you  have  given 
me  back  my  son  !  " 

"  Oh,  my  mother!     Oh,  my  friend  !  "  cried  Frederick. 

And,  with  an  irresistible  emltrace,  he  pressed  both 
Marie  and  David  to  his  heart ;  David,  sharing  the  impul- 
sive joy  of  the  young  man,  united  with  him  in  the  same 
long  caress. 

Madame  Bastien  was  not  informed  of  the  danger  which 
her  son  had  incurred  that  morning.  Frederick  nnd  David 
removed  their  damp  clothing,  and  then  rejoined  Madame 
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Bastien,  who,  plunged  in  a  sort  of  ecstasy,  was  wonder- 
ing how  David  had  wrought  the  miracle  of  Frederick's 
cure. 

At  the  sight  of  each  other,  the  mother  and  son  renewed 
their  demonstrations  of  affection,  and  in  this  ineffable 
embrace,  the  young  woman  sought  the  glance  of  David, 
almost  involuntarily,  as  if  to  associate  him  with  her  mater- 
nal caresses,  and  to  i-ender  him  thanks  for  the  happiness 
she  enjoyed. 

Frederick,  looking  around  him,  appeared  to  contem- 
plate every  object  in  the  little  library  with  affection. 

"  Mother,"  said  he,  after  a  moment  of  silence,  with  a 
smile  full  of  charm,  "  you  will  think  1  am  silly,  but  it 
seems  to  me  I  cannot  tell  the  time  since  I  entered  this 
room,  so  long  it  seems,  since  the  evening  we  went  to  the 
castle  of  Pont  Brillant.  Our  books,  our  drawings,  our 
piano,  even  my  old  armchair  in  which  I  used  to  work, 
seem  like  so  many  friends  that  I  have  met  again  after 
a  long  absence." 

"  I  understand  you,  Frederick,"  said  Madame  Bastien, 
smiling.  "  We  are  like  the  sleepers  in  the  story  of  the 
'  Sleeping  Beauty.'  Our  sleep,  not  so  long  as  hers,  has 
lasted  five  months.  Bad  dreams  have  disturbed  it,  but 
we  awake  as  happy  as  we  were  before  we  went  to  sleep, 
do  we  not  ? " 

'•Happier,  mother!"  added  Frederick,  taking  David's 
hand.     "  At  our  awakening,  we  found  one  friend  more." 

"  You  are  right,  my  child,"  said  the  young  mother,  giv- 
ing David  a  look  beaming  with  rapture. 

Then,  seeing  Frederick  open  the  glass  door  which  led 
to  the  grove,  she  added  : 

"What  are  you  going  to  do?  The  rain  has  stopped, 
but  the  weather  is  still  overcast  and  misty." 

"  The  weather  overcast  and  misty  ?  "  cried  Frederick, 
going  out  of  the  house  and  looking  at  the  century-old 
grove,  with  delight.  "  Oh,  mother,  can  you  say  the 
weather  is  gloomy  ?     Well,  I  must  seem  foolish  to  you, 
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but  our  dear  old  grove  looks  to  me  as  bright  and  smiling 
as  it  does  under  the  sun  of  springtime." 

The  young  man  did  appear  to  be  born  again ;  his 
features  expressed  such  true,  radiant  happiness,  that 
his  mother  could  only  look  at  him  in  silence.  She  saw 
him  again  as  handsome,  as  sprightly,  as  joyous  as  for- 
merly, although  he  was  pale  and  thin,  and  yet  every 
moment  his  checks  would  flush  with  some  sweet  emotion. 

David,  for  whom  every  word  of  Frederick  had  a  sig- 
nificance, enjoyed  this  scene  intensely. 

Suddenly  the  young  man  stopped  a  moment  as  if  in  a 
dream,  before  a  group  of  wild  thorns  which  grew  on  the 
edge  of  the  grove ;  after  some  moments  of  reflection,  he 
sought  his  mother's  eyes,  and  said  to  her,  no  longer 
cheerful,  but  with  a  sweet  melancholy  : 

"  Mothei",  in  a  few  words,  I  am  going  to  tell  you  of 
my  cure.  So,"  added  he  turning  to  David,  "you  will 
see  that  I  have  profited  from  your  teaching,  my  friend." 

For  the  first  time,  Marie  noticed  that  her  son  called 
David  his  friend.  The  satisfaction  she  felt  at  this 
tender  familiarity  was  easily  read  on  her  countenance, 
as  Frederick  continued : 

"  Mother,  it  was  M.  David  who  asked  me  to  call  him, 
hereafter,  my  friend.  He  was  right ;  it  would  have  been 
difficult  for  me  to  have  said  '  M.  David  '  any  longer  ;  now, 
mother,  listen  to  me  well,  —  do  you  see  that  clmnp  of 
blackthorn  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  child." 

"  Nothing  seems  more  useless  than  this  thorn  with  its 
darts  as  sharp  as  steel, —  does  it,  mother  ?" 

'*  You  are  right,  my  child." 

"  But  let  our  good  old  Andre,  our  gardener  and  chief 
of  husbandry,  insert  under  the  bark  of  this  wild  bush  a 
little  branch  of  a  fine  pear-tree,  and  you  will  see  this 
thorn  soon  transformed  into  a  tree  laden  with  flowers, 
and  afterward  with  delicious  fruit.  And  yet,  mother,  it 
is  always  the  same  root,  sucking  the  same  sap  from  the 
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same  soil.  Only  this  sap,  this  power,  is  utilised.  Do 
you  couiprchend  ?  " 

"Admirably,  my  child.  It  is  important  that  forces 
or  powers  should  be  well  employed,  instead  of  remaining 
barren  or  injurious." 

"  Yes,  madame,"  answered  David,  exchanging  a  smile 
of  intelligence  with  Frederick,  "  and  to  follow  this  dear 
child's  comparison,  1  will  add  that  it  is  the  same  with 
those  passions  considered  the  most  dangerous  and  most 
powerful,  because  tliey  are  the  most  deeply  implanted  in 
the  heart  of  man,  God  has  put  them  there  ;  do  not  tear 
them  out;  only  graft  this  thorny  wild  stock,  as  Fred- 
erick has  said,  and  make  it  flower  and  fructify  by  means 
of  the  sap  which  the  Creator  has  put  in  them." 

"  That  reminds  me,  M.  David,"  said  the  young 
woman,  imj^ressed  with  this  reasoning,  "  that  in  speak- 
ing of  hatred,  you  have  told  me  that  there  were  hatreds 
which  were  even  noble,  generous,  and  heroic." 

"  Well,  mother,"  said  Frederick,  resolutely,  "  envy, 
like  hatred,  can  become  fruitful,  heroic,  —  sublime." 

"  Envy  !  "  exclaimed  Marie  Bastien. 

"  Yes,  envy,  because  the  malady  which  was  killing  me 
was  envy ! " 

"  You,  envious,  you  ?  " 

"  Since  our  visit  to  the  castle  of  Pont  Brillant,  the 
sight  of  those  wonders  —  " 

"  Ah ! "  interrupted  Marie  Bastien,  suddenly  enlight- 
ened by  this  revelation,  and  shuddering,  so  to  speak, 
with  retrospective  fear.  "  Ah,  now  I  understand  all, 
unhappy  child  ! " 

"  Happy  child,  mother,  because  this  envy,  for  want  of 
culture,  has  been  a  long  time  as  black  and  cruel  as  the 
thorn  of  which  we  were  speaking.  Just  now,  our  friend," 
added  Frederick,  turning  to  David,  with  an  ineffable 
smile  of  tenderness  and  gratitude,  "  yes,  our  friend  has 
grafted  this  envy  with  brave  emulation,  generous  ambi- 
tion, and  you  shall  see  the  fruits  of  it,  mother ;  you  shall 

204 


ENVY. 

see  that  by  dint  of  courage  and  labour,  I  will  make  jour 
and  my  name  illustrious,  —  this  humble  name  whose 
obscurity  is  galling  to  me.  Oh,  glory !  renown !  my 
mother,  what  a  brilliant  future !  To  enable  you  to  say 
with  joy,  with  pride,  '  This  is  my  son  ! '  " 

"•My  child,  oh,  my  beloved  child!''  exclaimed  Marie, 
in  a  transport  of  joy.  "  I  now  comprehend  the  cure,  as 
I  have  comprehended  the  disease." 

Then  turning  to  the  preceptor  she  could  only  say : 

"  M.  David  !  Oh,  M.  David  !  " 

And  tears,  sobs  of  joy,  forbade  her  utterance. 

''  Yes,  thank  him,  mother,"  continued  Frederick,  car- 
ried away  by  emotion.  "  Love  him,  cherish  him,  bless 
him,  for  you  do  not  know  what  goodness,  what  delicacy, 
what  lofty  and  manly  reason,  what  genius  he  has  shown 
in  accomplishing  the  cure  of  your  son.  His  words  are 
engraven  upon  my  heart  ineffaceably  ;  they  have  recalled 
me  to  life,  to  hope,  and  to  all  the  elevated  sentiments  I 
owe  to  you.  Ob  I  thanks  should  be  given  to  you,  mother, 
for  it  is  your  hand  still  which  chose  my  saviour,  this 
good  genius  wdio  has  returned  me  to  you,  worthy  of 
you." 

There  are  joys  impossible  to  describe.  Such  was  the 
end  of  this  long  day  for  David,  Marie,  and  her  son. 

Frederick  was  too  full  of  gratitude  and  admiration 
toward  his  friend  not  to  wnsh  to  share  his  sentiments 
with  his  mother ;  the  words  of  his  preceptor  were  so 
present  to  his  thought  that  he  repeated  to  her,  word  for 
word,  all  their  long  conversation. 

Very  often  Frederick  was  on  the  point  of  confessing 
to  his  mother  that  he  owed  to  David,  not  only  the  life  of 
his  soul,  but  the  life  of  his  body.  He  was  prevented 
only  by  the  promise  made  to  his  friend,  and  the  fear  of 
undue  excitement  in  the  mind  of  his  mother. 

As  to  Marie,  taking  in  at  one  glance  the  conduct  of 
David,  from  the  first  hour  of  his  devotion  to  the  hour 
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of  unhoped  for  triumph ;  recalling  his  gentleness,  his 
simplicity,  his  delicacy,  his  geneixjus  perseverance, 
crowned  with  such  dazzling  success,  —  a  success  ob- 
tained only  by  the  ascendency  of  a  great  heart,  and 
an  elevated  mind,  —  what  she  felt  for  David  would  be 
difficult  to  express ;  it  was  mingled  affection,  tender- 
ness, admiration,  respect,  and  especially  a  passionate 
gratitude,  for  she  owed  to  David,  not  only  the  cure  of 
Frederick,  but  that  future  to  which  she  looked  forward, 
as  illustrious  and  glorious,  nothing  doubting,  now,  that 
Frederick,  excited  by  the  ardour  of  his  own  ambition, 
directed  by  the  wisdom  and  skill  of  David,  would  one 
day  achieve  a  brilliant  destiny. 

From  this  moment,  David  and  Frederick  became 
inseparable  in  Marie's  heart,  and  without  taking  precise 
account  of  her  feelings,  the  young  woman  felt  that  her 
life  and  that  of  her  son  were  identified  with  the  life  of 
David. 

We  leave  to  the  imagination  the  delightful  evening 
that  passed  in  the  library  with  the  mother,  tlie  son,  and 
the  preceptor.  Only  as  certain  joys  as  much  as  grief 
oppress  the  heart,  and  demand,  so  to  speak,  digestion 
in  reflection,  Marie  and  her  son  and  David,  separated 
earlier  than  usual,  saying  "  to-morrow  "  with  the  sweet 
anticipation  of  a  joyous  day. 

David  went  to  his  little  chamber.  He  had  need  of 
being  alone. 

The  words  that  Frederick  had  uttered  in  the  trans- 
port of  his  gratitude,  as  he  spoke  to  his  mother  of  the 
preceptor,  —  "  Love  him,  cherish  him,  bless  him,"  — 
words  to  which  Marie  Bastien  had  responded  by  a 
glance  of  inexpressible  gratitude,  became  the  joy  and 
the  sorrow  of  David. 

He  had  felt  the  inmost  fibres  of  his  heart  thrill  many 
times,  in  meeting  the  large  blue  eyes  of  Marie,  as  they 
welled  over  with  maternal  solicitude  ;  he  had  trembled 
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in  seeing  her  lavish  caresses  upon  her  son,  and  he  could 
but  dream  of  the  wealth  of  ardent  affection  which  this 
pure  and  at  the  same  time  passionate  nature  possessed. 

•'  What  love  like  hers,"  said  he  to  himself,  "  if  there 
is  a  place  in  her  heart  for  any  other  sentiment  besides 
that  of  maternity !  How  beautiful  she  was  to-day,  what 
bewitching  expressions  animated  her  face  !  Oh  !  I  feel 
it,  now  is  my  hour  of  peril,  of  struggle,  and  of  suffer- 
ing !  Yes,  the  tears  of  Marie  are  consecrated !  I  felt  it 
was  a  sacrilege  to  lift  my  eyes  to  this  young  weeping 
mother,  so  beautiful  in  her  tears.  Yet  she  is  now 
radiant  with  the  joy  she  owes  to  me,  and  in  her  ingenu- 
ous gratitude,  her  tender  eyes  sought  me  whenever  she 
looked  upon  Frederick.  And  think  of  what  her  son 
said  to  her,  — '  Love  him,  cherish  him,  bless  him,'  —  and 
the  expressive  silence,  the  pathetic  glance  of  this  adorable 
woman,  perhaps,  may  make  me  believe  some  day  —  " 

David,  not  daring  to  pursue  this  thought,  resumed 
with  sadness : 

"  Oh,  yes,  the  hour  of  sufferiug,  the  hour  of  resigna- 
tion has  come.  Confess  my  love,  or  let  Marie  suspect 
it,  when  she  owes  so  much  to  me  ?  Lead  her  to  believe 
that  my  devotion  to  her  concealed  another  design  ? 
Lead  her  to  believe  that,  instead  of  yielding  spontane- 
ously to  the  interest  this  poor  child  inspired,  —  thanks 
to  the  memory  of  my  lamented  brother,  —  1  made  a 
cloak,  a  pretext  of  this  interest  to  surprise  the  maternal 
confidence  of  a  young  woman  ?  In  fact,  to  lose,  in  her 
eyes,  the  only  merit  of  my  devotion,  my  sudden  loyalty, 
—  indiscreet,  yes,  very  indiscreet,  I  see  it  all  now,  — 
alas,  shall  I  degrade  myself  in  the  eyes  of  Marie  ?  never ! 


never 


"  Between  her  and  me  will  be  always  her  son. 
"  To  fly  from  this  love,  shall  I  leave  the  house  where 
this  love  is  always  growing  ? 
"  No,  I  cannot  do  so  yet. 

^'  Frederick  to-day,  in  the  intoxication  of  this  revela- 
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tion  which  has  changed  his  gloomy  despair  into  a  will 
full  of  faith  and  enthusiasm,  —  Frederick,  suddenly  lifted 
from  the  abyss  where  he  had  fallen,  experiences  the 
delight  of  the  prisoner  all  at  once  restored  to  liberty 
and  light,  yet  does  not  this  cure  need  to  be  established  ? 
Will  it  not  be  necessary  to  moderate  the  impetuosity  of 
this  young  and  ardent  imagination  in  its  enthusiastic 
conceptions  of  the  future? 

"  And  then,  it  may  be,  the  first  exultation  passed,  — 
to-morrow  perhaps,  —  Frederick,  on  the  other  hand, 
more  self-reliant,  and  better  comprehending  the  generous 
efforts  necessary  to  reach  the  fountainhead  of  envy, 
will  remember  with  more  bitterness  than  ever  the  dread- 
ful deed  that  he  wished  to  commit,  —  his  desire  to  mur- 
der Raoul  de  Pont  Brillant.  A  fruitful  and  generous 
expiation,  then,  is  the  only  thing  which  can  appease 
this  remorse  which  has  tempted  Fi-ederick  to  commit 
suicide. 

"  No,  no,  I  cannot  abandon  this  child  yet ;  I  love  him 
too  sincerely,  I  have  the  completion  of  my  work  too 
much  at  heart. 

"  I  must  remain. 

"  Remain,  and  each  day  live  this  intimate,  solitary 
life  with  Marie,  —  she  who  came  so  innocently  to  this 
chamber  in  the  middle  of  the  night  in  a  dishevelled 
state,  the  recollection  of  which  thrills  me,  even  in  the 
sleep  where  I  vainly  seek  for  rest." 

To  this  dangerous  sleep  David  yielded,  nevertheless, 
as  the  emotions  and  fatigues  of  the  day  had  been  very 
exhausting. 

The  day  was  just  breaking. 

David  started  out  of  sleep,  as  he  heard  several  violent 
knocks  at  his  door,  and  recognised  the  voice  of  Frederick, 
who  said  : 

"  My  friend,  open,  open  your  door,  please  !  " 
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David  hastened  to  i)ut  on  his  clothes  and  opened  the 
door.  He  saw  Frederick,  his  face  pale  and  distorted 
with  fright. 

"  My  child,  what  is  the  matter  ? " 

"  Ah,  my  friend,  what  a  misfortune  !  " 

"  A  misfortune  ?  " 

''  The  Loire  —  " 

"  Well  ? " 

"  The  inundation  we  were  speaking  of  yesterday  at  the 
brickmaker's  —  " 

"  An  overflow,  —  that  is  frightful !  What  a  disaster, 
my  God,  what  a  disaster  !  " 

"  Come,  come,  my  friend,  you  can  no  longer  see  the 
valley  at  the  edge  of  the  forest ;  it  is  all  a  lake  of  water  !  " 

David  and  Frederick  descended  precipitately,  and 
found  Madame  Bastien  in  the  library.  Sbe  also  had 
risen  in  haste.  Marguerite  and  the  gardener  were 
groaning  in  terror. 

"  The  water  is  gaining  on  us." 

"  The  house  will  be  swept  away,"  they  cried. 

"  And  the  poor  farmers  in  the  valley,"  said  Madame 
Bastien,  her  eyes  filled  with  tears.  "  Their  houses,  so 
isolated,  are  perhaps  already  submerged,  and  the  mis- 
erable people  in  them,  surprised  in  the  night  by  the 
overflow,  cannot  get  away." 

"  Then,  madame,"  said  David,  "  we  must  at  once  go 
to  the  rescue  of  the  valley  people.  Here  there  is  no 
danger." 

"  F^ut  the  water  is  already  within  a  mile  and  a  half,  M. 
David,"  cried  old  Marguerite. 
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"  And  it  continues  to  rise,"  added  Andr^. 

"  Be  calm,  madamc,"  answered  David.  "  T  have, 
since  my  stay  here,  gone  through  the  country  enough 
to  be  certain  that  the  overflow  will  never  reach  this 
house,  —  the  level  of  the  land  is  too  high.  You  can  set 
your  mind  at  rest." 

"  But  the  farmhouses  in  the  valley,"  cried  Frederick. 

"  The  overflow  has  had  time  to  reach  the  house  of 
Jean  Francois,  the  farmer,  a  good,  excellent  man,"  cried 
Marie.     "  His  wife,  his  children  are  lost." 

"  Where  is  this  farmhouse,  madame  ?  "  asked  David. 

"  More  than  a  mile  from  here  in  the  flats.  You  can 
see  it  from  the  edge  of  the  forest  which  overlooks  the 
fields.  Alas  !  you  can  see  it  if  the  overflow  has  not 
swept  it  away." 

"  Come,  madame,  come,"  said  David,  "  we  must  iim 
to  find  out  where  it  is." 

In  an  instant,  Frederick,  his  mother,  and  David  fol- 
lowed by  the  gardner  and  Marguerite  arrived  at  the 
edge  of  the  forest,  a  spot  much  higher  than  the  valley. 

What  a  spectacle ! 

As  far  as  the  eye  could  reach  in  the  north  and  the 
east,  one  saw  only  an  immense  sheet  of  yellow,  nuiddy 
water,  cut  at  the  horizon  by  a  sky  overcast  with  dark 
clouds  rapidly  hurried  along  by  a  freezing  wind.  At 
the  west  the  forest  of  Font  Brillant  was  half  submerged, 
while  the  tops  of  a  few  poplars  on  the  plain  could  be 
discerned  here  and  there  in  the  middle  of  a  motionless 
and  limitless  sea. 

This  devastation,  slow  and  silent  as  the  tomb,  was 
even  more  terrible  than  the  lirilliant  ravages  of  a 
conflagration. 

For  a  moment  the  spectators  of  this  awful  disaster 
stood  still  in  mute  astonishment. 

David,  the  first  to  recover  from  this  unavailing  grief, 
said  to  Madame  Bastien : 

"  Madame,  I  will  return  in  a  moment." 
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Some  minutes  after  he  ran  back,  bringing  an  excellent 
field-ulass  that  had  served  him  in  many  a  voyage. 

"  The  fog  on  the  water  prevents  my  distinguishing 
objects  at  a  great  distance,  madame,"  said  David  to 
Marie.  "  In  what  direction  is  the  farmhouse  you  spoke 
of  just  now  ?" 

"In  the  direction  of  those  poplars  down  there  on  the 
left,  M.  David." 

The  preceptor  directed  his  field-glass  toward  the  point 
designated,  carefully  observing  the  scene  for  some 
minutes,  then  he  cried  : 

"  Ah  I  the  unfortunate  creatures  !  " 

"  Heaven,  they  are  lost !  "  said  Marie,  quickly. 

"  The  water  has  reached  half-way  up  the  roof  of  the 
house,"  said  David.  "They  are  on  the  roof  clinging  to 
the  chimney.    I  see  a  man,  a  woman,  and  three  children." 

"  My  God ! "  cried  Marie  with  clasped  hands,  falling 
on  her  knees  with  her  eyes  raised  to  heaven,  "  My  God, 
help  them,  have  pity  on  them  !  " 

"  And  no  means  of  saving  them !  "  cried  Frederick  ; 
"  we  can  only  groan  over  such  a  disaster." 

"  Poor  Jean  Francois,  a  good  man,"  said  Andre. 

"  To  see  his  three  little  children  die  with  him,"  sobbed 
Marguerite. 

David,  calm,  grave,  and  silent,  as  was  his  habit  in  the 
hour  of  danger,  struck  his  field-glass  convulsively  in 
the  palm  of  his  hand,  and  seemed  to  be  lost  in  thought ; 
all  eyes  were  turned  to  him.  Suddenly  his  ])row  cleared, 
and  with  that  authority  of  accent  and  promptness  of 
decision  which  distinguish  the  man  made  to  command, 
he  said  to  Marie: 

"  Madame,  permit  me  to  give  orders  here,  the 
moments  are  precious." 

"  They  will  obey  you  as  they  obey  me,  M.  David." 

"  Andre,"  called  the  preceptor,  "  get  the  cart  and 
horse  at  once." 

"  Yes,  M.  David." 
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•'  On  the  pond  not  far  from  the  house,  I  have  seen  a 
little  boat ;   is  it  there  stiU  ?  " 

"Yes,  M.  David." 

"  Is  it  light  enough  to  be  carried  on  the  cart  ?  " 

"  Certainly,  M.  David." 
.  "  Frederick  and  I  will  assist  you  in  placing  it  there. 
Run  and  hitch  up ;  we  will  join  you." 

Andre  hurried  to  the  stable. 

"  Now,  madame,"  said  David  to  Marie,  "  please  have 
prepared  immediately  some  bottles  of  wine  and  two  or 
three  coverings.  We  will  carry  them  in  the  boat ;  for 
these  poor  people,  if  we  succeed  in  saving  them,  will 
be  dying  of  cold  and  want.  Have  some  beds  and  a  fire 
made  ready,  too,  that  every  care  can  be  given  to  them 
when  we  arrive.  Now,  Frederick,  we  will  assist  Andre, 
and  go  as  quickly  as  possible  to  the  pond." 

While  David  hastily  disappeared  with  Frederick, 
Madame  Bastien  and  Marguerite  eagerly  executed  David's 
orders. 

The  horse,  promptly  hitched  to  the  cart,  took  David 
and  Frederick  to  the  pond. 

"  My  friend,"  said  the  young  man  to  his  preceptor,  his 
eyes  glowing  with  ardour  and  impatience,  "  we  will  save 
these  unfortunate  people,  will  we  not  ?  " 

"I  hope  so,  my  child,  but  the  danger  will  l)e  great; 
when  we  pass  this  stagnant  water,  we  will  enter  the 
current  of  the  overflow,  and  it  must  be  as  rapid  as  a 
torrent." 

"  Well,  what  matters  danger,  my  friend  ?" 

'♦  We  must  know  it  to  triumph  over  it,  my  child. 
Now,  tell  me,"  added  David,  with  emotion, '^  do  you  not 
think  that,  in  thus  generously  exposing  your  own  life, 
you  will  more  worthily  expiate  the  dreadful  deed  you 
wished  to  commit,  than  by  seeking  a  fruitless  death  in 
suicide  ?" 

A  passionate  embrace  on  the  part  of  Frederick  made 
David  see  that  he  was  understood. 
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The  cart  just  at  this  moment  crossed  a  highway  in 
order  to  reacli  the  pond  in  time. 

A  gendarme,  urging  his  horse  to  a  galoj),  arrived  at 
full  speed. 

"  Is  the  overflow  still  rising  ? "  cried  David  to  the 
soldier,  making  a  sign  to  him   with  his  hand  to  stop. 

"  The  water  is  rising  all  the  time,  sir,"  i-eplied  the 
gendarme,  panting  for  breath ;  "  tiie  embankments  are 
just  broken.  There  is  thirty  feet  of  water  in  the  valley 
—  the  route  to  Pont  Brillant  is  cut  off  —  the  only  boat 
that  we  had  for  salvage  has  just  capsized  with  those  who 
manned  it.  All  have  perished,  and  1  am  hurrying  to  the 
castle  for  more  men  and  boats." 

And  the  soldier  plunged  his  rowels  into  the  horse, 
which  was  covered  with  foam,  and  galloped  away. 

"Oh!"  cried  Frederick,  with  enthusiasm,  '^  we  will 
arrive  before  the  j)eople  from  the  castle,  will  we  not?" 

"  You  see,  my  child,  envy  has  some  good  in  it,"  said 
David,  who  penetrated  the  secret  thought  of  Frederick. 

The  cart  soon  arrived  at  the  pond.  Andre,  Frederick, 
and  David  easily  placed  the  little  boat  on  the  convey- 
ance. At  the  same  time  David,  with  that  foresight 
wdiich  never  forsook  him,  carefully  examined  the  oars, 
and  the  tholes  which  serve  to  keep  the  oars  in  place. 

"  Andre,"  said  he  to  the  gardener,  "  have  you  a 
knife  ? " 

"  Yes,  M.  David." 

"  Give  it  to  me.  Now,  you,  Frederick,  return  to  the 
house  with  Andre  ;  hasten  the  speed  of  the  horse  as 
much  as  possible,  for  the  water  rises  every  minute,  and 
will  swallow  up  the  poor  people  below." 

"  But  you,  my  friend  ?  " 

"  I  see  here  some  young  branches  of  oak  ;  I  am  going 
to  cut  them  so  as  to  repair  the  tholes  of  the  boat ;  they 
are  old,  the  green  wood  is  stronger  and  more  pliant. 
Go,  go,  I  will  join  you  in  haste." 

The    cart    drove    away ;    the    old    horse,    vigorously 
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belaboured  with  the  whip,  and  smelling  the  house,  as 
they  say,  began  to  trot.  David  chose  the  wood  neces- 
sary for  his  work,  soon  joined  the  cart,  which  he  followed 
on  foot,  as  did  Frederick,  not  willing  to  overburden  the 
horse.  As  they  walked,  the  preceptor  gave  the  tiioles  a 
suitable  shape ;  Frederick  looked  at  him  with  surprise. 

"  You  think  of  everything,"  said  he. 

"•  My  dear  child,  when  on  my  travels  over  the  great 
lakes  of  America,  I  fre(|uently  saw  terril)le  inundations. 
I  ha.c  rieiped  the  Indians  in  several  salvages  and  I 
le'd  lied  then  that  a  little  precaution  often  spares  one 
ma!  v  perils.  So  I  have  prepared  three  sets  of  tholes, 
foi  it  is  probable  we  may  break  some,  and  as  the  sailor's 
proverb  says  :  '  A  broken  thole,  a  dead  oar.'  " 

"  it  is  true  that  when  an  oar  lacks  a  solid  support,  it 
becomes  almost  useless." 

"  And  what  would  become  of  us  in  the  middle  of  the 
gulf  with  one  oar?  We  should  be  lost." 

"  That  is  true,  my  fi-iond." 

"  Now  we  must  prepare  to  row  vigorously,  for  we  shall 
encounter  trees,  and  steep  banks  in  roads  and  other 
obstructions  which  may  give  a  violent  j(jlt  to  our  oars 
and  perhaps  break  them.     Have  you  no  si)aie  oars?" 

"  There  is  another  one  at  the  house." 

"  We  will  carry  it  with,  us,  because,  if  we  should  lack 
an  oar,  the  rescue  of  these  poor  people  would  become 
impossible  and  our  loss  certain.  You  row  well,  do 
you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  friend,  one  of  my  greatest  pleasures  was  to 
row  mother  across  the  pond." 

"  You  will  be  at  home  with  the  oars  then ;  I  will 
sound  the  water  and  direct  the  boat  by  means  of  a 
boat-hook.  I  explain  to  you  now  my  child,  every  essen- 
tial point,  as  I  shall  not  have  time  to  address  a  word  to 
you,  when  we  are  on  the  water.  Do  not  let  your  oars 
drag.  After  each  stroke  of  the  oar,  lift  them  liorizon- 
tally  ;  they  might  become  entangled  or  break  on  some 
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obstacle  between  wind  and  water,  which  renders  naviga- 
tion so  dangerous  on  these  submerged  lands." 

"  I  will  forget  nothing,  my  friend ;  make  yourself 
easy,"  replied  Frederick,  to  whom  the  coolness  and 
experience  of  David  gave  unlimited  courage. 

When  the  cart  reached  the  house,  David  and  Frederick 
met  a  great  number  of  peasants  weeping  bitterly,  and 
driving  before  them  all  kinds  of  animals.  Some  were 
walking  by  the  side  of  wagons  laden  with  furniture  piled 
pell-mell,  kitchen  utensils,  mattresses,  clothing,  barrels, 
sacks  of  grain,  all  snatched  in  haste  from  the.  devouring 
waves  of  the  overflow. 

Some  women  carried  nursing  children,  others  had 
little  boys  and  girls  on  their  backs,  while  the  men  were 
trying  to  guide  the  frightened  beasts. 

"  Does  the  water  continue  to  rise,  my  poor  people  ?  " 
asked  David,  without  stopping,  and  walking  along  by 
their  side. 

"  Alas,  monsieur,  it  is  still  rising  ;  the  bridge  of  Blemur 
has  been  carried  off  by  the  waves,"  said  one. 

"  There  was  already  four  feet  of  water  in  the  village 
when  we  left  it,"  said  another. 

"  The  great  floats  of  wood  in  the  basin  of  St.  Pierre  have 
been  swept  into  the  current  of  the  valley,"  said  a  third. 

"  They  came  down  like  a  thunderbolt,  struck  two  large 
boats  manned  with  sailors  coming  to  aid  the  people,  and 
capsized  them." 

"  All  those  brave  men  were  drowned,"  said  another, 
"  for  the  Loire  at  its  highest  water  is  not  half  as  rapid 
as  the  current  of  the  overflow." 

"And  those  unhappy  people  below!"  said  Frederick, 
impatiently.  "  Shall  we  arrive  in  time  ?  My  God  !  Oh, 
if  the  men  from  the  castle  get  there  before  we  do ! " 

The  cart  was  at  the  farm  ;  while  they  were  putting  pro- 
visions and  coverings  in  the  little  boat,  David  asked  Andr^ 
for  a  hedging  knife,  and  went  to  select  a  long  branch  of 
the  ash-tree,  from   which  he  cut  about  ten  feet,  light, 
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supple,  and  easily  handled.  An  iron  hook,  which  had 
served  as  a  pulley  for  a  bucket,  was  solidly  fastened  to 
the  end  of  this  improvised  instrument,  which  would  an- 
swer to  tow  the  boat  from  apparent  obstacles,  or  to  sustain 
it  Sihmg  the  roof  of  the  submerged  house ;  the  long  well- 
rope  was  also  laid  in  the  little  boat,  as  well  as  two  or 
three  light  planks,  solidly  bound  together,  and  capable 
of  serving  as  a  buoy  of  salvage  in  a  desperate  case. 

David  occupied  himself  with  these  details,  with  thought- 
ful activity,  and  a  fruitfulness  in  expedients,  which  sur- 
prised Madame  Bastien  as  much  as  it  did  her  son.  When 
all  was  ready,  David  looked  attentively  at  each  article, 
and  said  to  Andre  : 

"  Drive  now  as  quick  as  possible  to  the  shore  ;  Freder- 
ick and  I  will  join  you,  and  will  help  you  in  unloading 
the  boat  and  setting  it  afloat." 

The  cart,  moving  along  the  edge  of  the  forest  where 
stood  David,  Frederick,  and  his  mother,  took  the  direc- 
tion of  the  submerged  i)lain,  which  could  be  seen  at  a 
great  distance.  The  slope  being  quite  steep,  the  horse 
began  to  trot. 

While  the  cart  was  on  its  way,  David  took  the  field-glass 
that  he  had  left  on  one  of  the  rustic  benches  in  the  grove, 
and  looked  for  the  farmhouse.  The  water  was  within 
two  feet  of  the  comb  of  the  roof,  where  the  farmer's 
family  had  taken  refuge. 

David  laid  his  field-glass  on  the  bench,  and  said  in  a 
firm  voice  to  Frederick: 

"  My  child,  euil)race  your  mother,  and  let  us  go ;  time 
presses." 

Marie  trembled  in  every  limb,  and  turned  deadly 
pale. 

For  a  second  there  was  in  the  soul  of  the  young  woman 
a  terrible  struggle  between  duty,  which  urged  her  to  allow 
Frederick  to  accomplish  a  generous  action  at  the  risk  of 
his  life,  and  the  voice  of  nature,  which  urged  her  to 
prevent  her  son's  braving  the  danger  of   death.     This 
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struggle  was  so  painful  that  Frederick,  who  had  not 
taken  his  eyes  from  his  mother,  saw  her  grow  weak, 
frightened  at  the  thought  of  losing  the  son  now  so 
worthy  of  her  love. 

So  Marie,  holding  Frederick  in  her  arms  to  prevent  his 
departuie,  cried,  with  a  heartrending  voice  : 

"  No,  no,  I  cannot  let  him  go  !  " 

"  Mother,"  said  Frederick  to  her,  in  a  low  voice,  "  I 
once  wished  to  kill,  and  there  are  people  there  whom 
I  can  save  from  death." 

Marie  was  heroic. 

"  Go,  my  child ;  we  will  go  together,"  said  she. 

And  she  took  a  step  which  indicated  her  desire  to  go 
with  the  boat. 

"  Madame,"  cried  David,  divining  her  purpose,  "  this 
is  impossible  I " 

"  M.  David,  I  will  not  abandon  my  son." 

"  Mother ! " 

"  Where  you  go,  Frederick,  1  will  go." 

"  Madame,"  answered  David,  "  the  boat  can  only  hold 
five  persons.  There  is  a  man,  a  woman,  and  three 
children  to  save  ;  to  accompany  us  in  the  boat  is  to 
force  us  to  leave  to  certain  death  the  father,  the  mother, 
and  the  children." 

At  these  words,  Madame  Bastien  said  to  her  son, 
"  Go  then  alone,  my  child." 

And  the  mother  and  son  mingled  their  tears  and  their 
kisses  in  a  last  embrace. 

Frederick,  as  he  left  his  mother's  arms,  saw  David,  in 
spite  of  his  firmness,  weeping. 

"  Mother  I  "  said  Frederick,  showing  his  friend  to 
her.     "  Look  at  him." 

"  Save  his  body  as  you  have  saved  his  soul  I "  cried 
the  young  woman,  pressing  David  convulsively  against 
her  palpitating  bosom.  "  Bring  him  back  to  me  or  I 
shall  die." 

David  was  worthy  of  the  chaste  and  sacred  embrace 
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of  this  young  woman,  who  saw  her  son  about  to  brave 
death. 

It  was  a  weeping  sister  that  he  pressed  to  his  heart. 

Then,  takhig  Frederick  by  the  hand,  he  darted  in  the 
direction  of  the  cart;  both  gave  a  last  look  at  Madame 
Bastien,  whose  strength  was  exhausted,  as  she  sank 
upon  one  of  the  rustic  benches  in  the  grove. 

This  attack  of  weakness  past,  Marie  rose  and  stood, 
following  her  son  and  David  with  her  eyes  as  long  as 
she  could  see  them. 
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In  a  quarter  of  an  hour  the  little  boat  was  lifted  from 
the  cart,  and  soon  after  was  set  afloat  on  the  dead  waters 
of  the  inundation. 

"  Andre,  stay  there  with  the  cart,"  said  the  preceptor, 
"  because  the  miserable  people,  to  whose  rescue  we  are 
going,  will  be  altogether  too  feeble  to  walk  to  Madame 
Bastien's  house." 

'-  Well,  M.  David,"  said  the  old  man. 

And  he  added  with  emotion  : 

"  Good  courage,  my  poor  M.  Frederick." 

"  My  child,"  said  David,  just  as  the  boat  was  leaving 
the  shore,  "  in  order  to  be  prepared  for  an}'  emergency, 
do  as  I  do.  Take  off  your  shoes  and  stockings,  your 
coat  and  your  cravat ;  throw  your  coat  over  your 
shoulders  to  prevent  your  taking  cold.  Whatever  hap- 
pens to  me,  do  not  concern  yourself  about  me.  I  am  a 
good  swimmer,  and  in  trying  to  save  me,  you  would 
drown  us  both.  Now,  my  child,  at  your  oars,  and  row 
hard,  but  not  too  fast ;  husband  your  strength.  I  will 
be  on  the  watch  in  front,  and  will  sound  the  waters. 
Come  now,  with  calmness  and  presence  of  mind,  all  will 
go  well." 

The  boat  now  had  left  the  shore. 

Courage,  energy,  and  the  consciousness  of  the  noble 
expiation  he  was  about  to  attempt,  supplied  Frederick 
with  all  the  strength  that  he  had  lost  during  his  long 
illness  of  mind  and  body. 

His  beautiful  features  animated  with  enthusiasm,  his 
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eyes  fixed  on  David,  watching  for  every  order,  the  son 
of  Madame  Bastien  rowed  with  vigour  and  precision. 
At  eacli  stroke  of  the  oar,  the  little  hoat  advanced 
rajjidly  and  without  obstruction. 

Qavid,  standing  in  ivont,  straightening  his  tall  form 
to  its  utmost  height,  his  head  bare,  his  black  hair  float- 
ing in  the  wind,  his  eye  sometimes  fixed  on  the  almost 
submerged  farmhouse,  and  sometimes  on  objects  which 
might  prove  an  obstacle  in  their  course,  —  cool,  prudent 
and  attentive,  showed  a  calm  intrepidity.  For  some 
moments  the  progress  of  the  boat  was  unimpeded,  but 
suddenly  the  preceptor  called  :     "  PI  old  oars  !  " 

Frederick  executed  this  order,  and  after  a  few  seconds 
the  boat  stopped. 

David,  leaning  over  the  craft  in  front,  sounded  with 
his  boat-hook  the  spot  where  he  had  seen  light  bubbles 
rising  to  the  surface,  for  fear  the  boat  might  break 
against  some  obstacle  under  the  water. 

In  fact,  David  discovered  that  the  boat  was  almost 
immediately  over  a  mass  of  willow  branches,  in  which 
the  little  craft  might  have  become  entangled  if  it  had 
been  going  at  its  highest  speed.  Leaning  then  his  boat- 
hook  against  a  log  he  met  in  the  water,  David  turned 
his  i)oat  out  of  the  way  of  this  perilous  obstruction. 

''  Now,  my  child,"  said  he,  "  row  in  front  of  you, 
turning  a  little  to  the  left,  so  as  to  reach  those  three 
tall  poplars  you  see  down  there,  half  submerged  in  the 
water.  Once  arrived  there,  we  will  enter  the  middle  of 
the  overflow's  current,  which  we  feel  even  here,  although 
we  are  still  in  dead  water." 

At  the  end  of  a  few  minutes  David  called  again : 

"  Hold  oars  !  " 

And  with  these  words  David  hooked  his  boat-hook 
among  the  branches  of  one  of  the  poplars  toward  which 
Frederick  was  rowing ;  these  trees,  thirty  feet  in  height, 
were  three-quarters  submerged.  Sustained  by  the  boat- 
hook,  the  little  craft  remained  immovable. 
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"  What  I  we  are  going  to  stop,  M.  David  ? "  cried 
Frederick. 

"  You  must  rest  a  moment,  my  child,  and  drink  a 
few  swalluws  of  this  wine." 

Then  David,  with  remarkable  coolness,  uncorked  a 
bottle  of  wine,  which  he  offered  to  his  pupil. 

"•  Stop  to  rest !  "  cried  Frederick,  '•  while  those  poor 
people  are  waiting  for  us  !  " 

"  My  child,  you  are  panting  for  breath,  your  forehead 
is  covered  with  perspiration,  your  strength  is  being 
exhausted ;  I  perceived  it  by  the  shaking  of  your  oars. 
We  will  reach  these  people  in  time  ;  the  water  is  not 
rising  any  longer,  I  have  seen  by  sure  signs.  We  are 
going  to  need  all  our  energy  and  all  our  strength. 
Now,  five  minutes'  rest  taken  at  the  right  time  may 
ensure  those  jiersons'  safety  as  well  as  our  own.  Come, 
drink  a  few  swallows  of  wine." 

Frederick  followed  this  advice,  and  realised  the  bene- 
fit of  it,  for  already,  without  having  dared  confess  it  to 
David,  he  felt  in  the  joints  of  his  arms  that  numbness 
and  rigidity  which  always  succeed  too  much  fatigue  and 
muscular  tension. 

During  this  period  of  enforced  delay  the  preceptor  and 
his  pupil  looked  upon  the  scene  around  them  with  silent 
horror. 

From  the  point  where  they  were  they  commanded  an 
immense  extent  of  water,  no  longer  dead,  such  as  they 
had  just  passed  over,  but  rapid,  foaming,  impetuous  as 
the  course  of  a  torrent. 

From  this  vast  expanse  of  water  arose  such  a  roar 
that  from  one  end  of  the  little  boat  to  the  other  Fred- 
erick and  David  were  obliged  to  shout  aloud,  in  order  to 
hear  each  other. 

In  the  distance  a  line  of  dark  gray  water  was  the  only 
thing  which  marked  the  horizon. 

About  six  hundred  steps  from  the  boat  they  saw  the 
farmhouse. 

221 


THE   SEVEN   CARDINAL    SINS. 

The  roof  had  almost  completely  disappeared  under  the 
waters,  and  human  forms  grouped  around  the  chimney 
could  be  vaguely  distinguished. 

Every  moment,  at  a  little  distance  from  the  craft, 
protected  from  collision  by  the  three  poplars,  which 
served  as  a  sort  of  natural  palisade,  thanks  to  David's 
foresight,  floated  all  kinds  of  rubbish,  carried  along  on 
the  current  which  the  little  boat  was  to  cross  in  a  few 
moments. 

On  one  side,  beams  and  girders,  and  fragments  of 
carpentry  proceeding  from  the  crumbling  buildings;  on 
the  other  side,  enormous  haycocks  and  stacks  of  straw, 
lifted  from  their  base  and  dragged  solidly  along  by  the 
waters,  like  so  many  floating  mountains,  submerging 
everything  they  encountered  ;  again,  gigantic  trees,  torn 
up  by  the  roots,  rushed  rapidly  by  as  lightly  as  bits  of 
straw  upon  a  bab))ling  brook,  while  in  tlnnr  rear  followed 
doors  unloosed  from  their  hinges,  furniture,  mattresses, 
and  casks,  and  sometimes  in  the  midst  of  these  wrecks 
could  be  seen  cattle,  some  drowned,  others  struggling 
above  the  abyss  soon  to  disappear  under  it,  and,  in  strange 
contrast,  domestic  ducks,  instinctively  following  the  other 
animals,  floated  over  the  water  in  undisturbed  tranquil- 
lity. Elsewhere,  heavy  carts  were  whirled  above  the 
gulf,  and  sometimes  sank  under  the  irresistible  shock 
of  immense  floats  of  wood  a  hundred  feet  long  and 
twenty  feet  wide  borne  along  with  the  drift. 

It  was  in  the  midst  of  these  floating  perils,  upon  an 
impetuous  and  irresistible  current,  that  David  and  Fred- 
erick were  forced  to  direct  their  boat  in  order  to  reach 
the  farmhouse. 

Then  the  danger  of  the  salvage  was  becoming  more 
imminent. 

Frederick  felt  it,  and  as  he  saw  David  survey  the 
terrible  scene  with  an  expression  of  distress,  he  said,  in 
a  firm  and  serious  tone: 

"  You  were  right,  my  friend,  we  shall   soon  need  all 
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our  strength  and  all  our  energy.  This  rest  was  neces- 
sary, but  it  seems  cruel  to  take  a  rest  with  such  a  spec- 
tacle under  our  eyes." 

"  Yes,  my  child,  courage  is  necessary  even  to  take 
rest ;  blind  recklessness  does  not  see  and  does  not  try 
to  see  the  danger,  but  true  courage  coolly  looks  at  the 
chances.  Hence,  it  generally  triumphs  over  danger. 
If  we  had  not  taken  some  rest,  we  would  certainly  be 
dragged  into  the  middle  of  the  gulf  that  we  are  about  to 
cross,  and  we  would  be  destroyed." 

Thus  speaking,  David  examined  with  minute  care  the 
equipment  of  the  boat  and  renewed  one  of  the  tholes, 
which  had  split  under  the  pressure  of  Frederick's  oar. 
For  greater  surety,  David,  by  means  of  two  knots  of 
cord  sufficiently  loose,  fastened  the  oars  to  the  gunwale 
a  little  below  their  handle  ;  in  this  way  they  could  have 
free  play, .without  escaping  from  Frederick's  hands  in 
the  accident  of  a  violent  collision. 

The  rest  of  the  five  minutes  had  reached  its  end  when 
Frederick,  uttering  an  exclamation  of  involuntary  sur- 
prise, became  deathly  pale,  and  could  not  conceal  the 
distortion  of  his  features. 

David  raised  his  head,  followed  the  direction  of  Fred- 
erick's eyes,  and  saw  what  had  alarmed  his  pupil. 

As  we  have  said,  the  inundation,  without  limit  in  the 
north  and  the  east,  was  bounded  in  the  west  by  the  border 
of  the  forest  of  Pont  Brillant,  whose  tall  trees  had  dis- 
appeared half-way  under  the  waters. 

One  of  the  woods  of  this  forest,  advancing  far  into  the 
inundated  valley,  formed  a  sort  of  promontory  above 
the  sheet  of  water. 

For  some  time,  Frederick  had  observed,  issuing  from 
this  promontory,  so  to  speak,  and  rowing  against  the 
current,  a  long  canoe,  painted  the  colour  of  goat  leather, 
and  relieved  by  a  wide  crimson  railing  or  guard. 

On  the  benches,  six  oarsmen,  wearing  chamois  skin 
jackets  and  crimson  caps,  were  rowing  vigorously ;  the 
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cockswain  seated  at  the  back,  where  he  controlled  the 
canoe,  seemed  to  follow  the  orders  of  a  young  man,  who, 
erect  upon  one  of  the  benches,  with  one  hand  in  the 
p(j('ket  of  his  mackintosh  of  a  whitish  colour,  indicated 
with  the  index  linger  of  the  other  hand  a  point  which 
could  be  nothing  else  than  the  submerged  farmhouse,  as, 
in  that  part  of  the  valley,  no  other  building  could  be 
seen. 

David's  little  boat  was  too  far  from  this  canoe  to 
enable  him  to  distinguish  the  features  of  the  person 
who  evidently  directed  the  manoeuvre,  but  from  the 
expression  of  Frederick's  countenance  he  did  not 
doubt  that  the  master  of  the  bark  was  Raoul  de  Pont 
Brillant. 

The  presence  of  the  marquis  on  the  scene  of  the 
disaster  was  explained  by  the  message  that  the  gendarme, 
whom  David  met,  had  carried  in  haste  to  thti  castle,  de- 
manding boats  and  men. 

At  the  sight  of  Raoul  de  Pont  Brillant,  whose  i)resence 
affected  Frederick  so  suddenly,  David  felt  as  much  sur- 
prise as  satisfaction ;  the  meeting  with  the  young  mar- 
quis seemed  providential,  and,  fixing  a  penetrating  glance 
on  his  pupil,  David  said  to  him  : 

"  My  child,  you  recognise  the  Marquis  de  Pont  Bril- 
lant?" 

"  Yes,  my  friend,"  answered  the  young  man. 

And  he  continued  to  follow,  with  a  keen  and  restless 
eye  the  movements  of  the  yawl,  which,  evidently,  was 
trying  to  reach  the  submerged  farmhouse,  from  which  it 
was  more  distant  than  the  little  boat.  However,  the  six 
oarsmen  of  the  patrician  craft  were  rapidly  diminishing 
the  distance. 

"•  Come,  Frederick,"  said  David,  in  a  firm  voice,  "  the 
Marquis  de  Pont  Brillant,  like  us  is  going  to  the  help  of 
the  unfortunate  farmer.  It  is  brave  and  generous  of  him. 
Now  is  the  time  for  you  to  envy,  to  be  jealous  of  the 
young  marquis  indeed  !  " 
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"  Oh,  I  will  get  there  before  he  does ! "  exclaimed 
Frederick,  with  an  indescribable  exaltation. 

"  To  your  oars,  my  child !  One  last  thought  of  your 
mother,  and  forward !    The  hour  has  come." 

So  saying,  David  disengaged  his  boat-hook  from  the 
entanglement  of  the  branches  of  the  poplar-trees. 

The  little  boat,  set  in  movement  by  the  vigorous  mo- 
tion of  the  oars,  in  a  few  minutes  arrived  in  the  middle 
of  the  current  it  must  cross  in  order  to  reacli  the  farm- 
house. 
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Then  liegan  a  terrible,  obstinate  struggle  against  the 
danuers  thi-eatenod  by  the  elements  of  nature. 

While  Frederick  rowed  with  incredible  energy,  over- 
excited at  the  sight  of  the  canoe  of  the  marquis,  on 
which  from  time  to  time  he  would  cast  a  look  of  gen- 
erous emulation,  David,  sitting  in  front  of  the  boat, 
guarded  it  from  shocks  with  an  address  and  presence 
of  mind  which  was  marvel  Ions. 

Already  he  had  approached  the  farmhouse  near 
enough  to  see  distinctly  the  unfortunate  family  clinging 
to  the  roof,  when  an  enormous  stack  of  straw,  carried 
by  the  waters,  advanced  on  the  right  of  the  boat,  which 
presented  to  the  obstacle  its  breadth  in  cutting  the 
current. 

"  Double  your  strokes,  Frederick ! "  cried  David. 
"  Coui-age !  let  us  avoid  that  stack  of  straw." 

The  son  of  Madame  Bastion  obeyed. 

Already  the  i)row  of  the  little  boat  had  gone  beyond 
the  stack  of  straw,  which  was  not  more  than  ten  steps 
distant,  when  the  young  man,  stiffening  his  arm  as  he 
threw  himself  violently  back,  so  as  to  give  more  power 
to  his  stroke,  made  too  sudden  a  movement,  and  broke 
his  right  oar.  Soon,  the  left  oar  forming  a  lever,  the 
boat  turned  about,  and,  instead  of  her  breadth,  pre- 
sented her  prow  to  the  stack,  which  threatened  to 
engulf  her  beneath  its  weight. 

David,  surprised  by  the  sudden  jolt,  lost  for  a  mo- 
ment his  equilibrium,  but  had  time  to  cry : 

"  Row  firmly  with  the  oar  left  to  you." 
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Frederick  obeyed  more  by  instinct  than  by  reflection. 
The  little  boat  turned  again,  presented  its  breadth,  and, 
halt"  raised  by  the  eddy  around  the  spheroid  mass  which 
had  already  touched  the  prow,  swung  on  the  single  oar 
as  if  it  had  been  a  i)lvot,  thus  describing  a  half  circle 
around  the  floating  obstruction,  and  escaping  from  it 
in  such  a  way  as  to  receive  only  a  slight  shock. 

While  all  this  was  taking  place  wHth  the  rapidity  of 
thought,  David,  seizing  a  spare  oar  from  the  bottom  of 
the  boat,  fixed,  it  in  the  thole,  saying  to  Frederick,  who 
was  excited  by  the  frightful  danger  he  had  just  escaped  : 

"  Take  this  new  oar  and  go  forward  ;  the  canoe  is 
gaining  on  us." 

Frederick  seized  the  oar,  at  the  same  time  throwing 
a  glance  on  the  craft  of  the  young  marquis. 

It  was  going  directly  toward  the  farmhouse,  standing 
in  the  current,  while  the  little  boat  was  cutting  it 
crosswise. 

So,  supposing  they  were  of  equal  speed,  the  two 
craft,  whose  course  formed  a  right  angle,  would  meet 
at  the  farmhouse. 

But,  as  we  have  said,  the  canoe,  although  it  ascended 
the  current,  being  managed  by  six  vigorous  oarsmen, 
was  considerably  in  advance,  thanks  to  the  accident  to 
which  the  little  boat  had  nearly  fallen  a  victim. 

Frederick,  seeing  the  marquis  precede  him,  reached 
such  a  degree  of  excitement  that  for  a  given  time  his 
natural  strength  was  raised  to  an  irresistible  power,  and 
enabled  him  to  accomplish  wonders. 

One  would  have  said  that  the  son  of  Madame  Bastien 
had  communicated  his  feverish  ardour  to  inanimate  ob- 
jects, and  that  the  little  craft  trembled  with  impatience 
in  its  entire  frame,  while  the  oars  seemed  to  receive 
not  only  motion,  but  life,  with  such  precision  and  har- 
mony did  they  obey  Frederick's  every  movement. 

David  himself,  surprised  at  this  incredible  energy, 
continued  to  watch  in  front  of  the  little  boat,  casting  a 
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radiant  look  on  his  pupil,  whose   heroic  emulation  he 
understood  so  well. 

Suddenly  Frederick  uttered  an  exclamation  of  pro- 
found joy. 

The  little  boat  was  only  twenty-five  steps  from  the 
farmhouse,  while  the  yawl  was  still  distant  about  a 
hundred  steps. 

Suddenly,  prolonged  cries  of  distress,  accompanied 
by  a  terrible  crash,  rose  above  the  sound  of  the  roaring 
waters. 

One  of  the  gable  ends  of  the  farmhouse,  undermined 
by  the  force  of  the  current,  fell  down  with  a  loud  noise, 
and  a  part  of  the  roof  was  giving  way  at  the  same 
time. 

Then  the  family  grouped  around  the  chimney  had  no 
other  support  for  their  feet  than  some  fragments  of  car- 
pentry, the  slow  oscillations  of  which  predicted  their 
speedy  fall. 

In  a  few  minutes,  the  gable  end  where  the  chimney 
was  built,  in  its  turn,  sank  into  the  abyss. 

The  unfortunate  sufferers  presented  a  heartrending 
picture,  worthy  of  the  painter  of  the  Deluge. 

The  father  standing  half  clothed,  livid,  his  lips  blue, 
his  eye  haggard,  holding  on  to  the  tottering  chimney 
with  his  left  hand  ;  two  of  the  eldest  children,  locked  in 
each  other's  arms,  he  bore  upon  his  shoulders ;  around 
his  right  wrist  was  wrapped  a  rope,  which  he  had  been 
able  to  fasten  to  the  opposite  side  of  the  chimney ;  by 
means  of  this  rope,  which  girded  the  loins  of  his  wife, 
he  supported  her,  and  prevented  her  fall  into  the  water ; 
for  the  poor  woman,  paralysed  by  cold,  fatigue,  and 
terror,  had  lost  almost  all  consciousness ;  maternal 
instinct  enabled  her  to  press  her  nursing  infant  in 
her  rigid  arms  to  her  bosom,  and,  in  her  desperation, 
the  better  to  hold  it,  she  had  caught  between  her  teeth 
the  woollen  skirt  of  the  child's  dress,  to  which  she  clung 
with  the  tenacity  of  a  convulsion. 
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The  agony  of  these  wretched  beings  had  already  lasted 
five  hours.  Overcome  by  terror,  they  seemed  no  longer 
to  see  or  to  hear. 

When  David,  arriving  within  the  range  of  the  voice, 
called  out  to  them,  "  Try  to  seize  the  rope  that  I  throw 
to  you  !  "  there  was  no  response.  Those  whom  he  had 
come  to  save  seemed  absolutely  petrified. 

Realising  that  the  shipwrecked  were  often  incapable 
of  assisting  in  their  own  rescue,  David  acted  promptly, 
for  the  gable  end,  as  well  as  the  remainder  of  the  i"Oof, 
threatened  to  sink  in  the  abyss  every  moment. 

The  little  boat,  pushed  by  the  current,  was  managed 
in  such  a  way  as  to  touch  the  ruins  of  the  building  on 
the  side  opposite  to  that  most  likely  to  fall ;  then,  while 
Frederick,  hanging  on  with  both  hands  to  a  projecting 
beam,  held  the  craft  on  the  side  of  the  roof,  David,  one 
foot  on  the  prow,  and  the  other  on  the  unsteady  rafters, 
took  hold  of  the  mother  witli  a  strong  arm,  and  placed 
her  and  the  child  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat.  Then  the 
intelligence  of  the  poor  people,  stupefied  by  cold  and 
fright,  seemed  suddenly  to  awaken. 

Jean  Francois,  holding  by  one  hand  to  the  rope,  handed 
his  two  children  over  into  the  arms  of  David  and  Fred- 
erick, and  then  descended  himself  into  the  little  boat, 
and  stretched  himself  out  by  the  side  of  his  wife  and 
children  under  the  warm  covering,  —  all  remaining  as 
motionless  as  possible  for  fear  of  upsetting  the  craft 
in  its  passage  to  the  dead  waters.  Scarcely  had  Freder- 
ick taken  up  his  oars  to  row  away  from  the  ruins  of  the 
farmhouse,  when  the  whole  mass  was  engulfed. 

The  reflux  caused  by  the  sinking  of  this  mass  of  ruins 
was  so  violent,  that  a  tremendous  surge  lifted  the  little 
boat  a  moment,  then,  when  it  sank,  Frederick  discovered, 
about  ten  steps  from  him  in  the  middle  of  a  wave  of 
spouting  foam,  the  yawl  of  the  marquis,  turned  half-way 
on  its  gunwale,  and  ready  to  capsize  under  the  weight  of 
an  entanglement  of  carpentry  and  stones,  for  the  canoe 
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had  touched  the  farmhouse  ruins  just  about  the  time  of 
the  final  wreck. 

Frederick,  at  the  sight  of  the  canoe's  danger,  sus- 
pended the  motion  of  his  oars  an  instant,  and  cried,  as 
he  turned  around  to  David  : 

"  Wliat  is  to  be  done  to  help  them  ?  INIust  I  —  " 

He  did  not  finish. 

He  left  his  oars,  and  leaped  to  the  front  of  the  little 
boat,  and  plunged  into  the  water. 

To  seize  the  oars  so  im))rudently  abandoned  by  Fred- 
erick and  row  with  desperate  energy  to  the  spot  where 
the  young  man  had  just  disappeared  was  David's  first 
movement ;  at  the  end  of  two  minutes  of  inexpressible 
anguish,  he  saw  Frederick  rise  above  the  gulf,  swimming 
vigorously  with  one  hand,  and  dragging  a  body  after 
him. 

With  a  few  strokes  of  the  oar,  David  joined  his  pupil. 

The  latter,  seizing  the  prow  of  the  little  l>oat  with  the 
hand  with  which  he  had  been  swimming,  sustained  with 
the  other  hand,  above  the  water,  Raoul  de  Pont  Brillant, 
pale,  inanimate,  and  his  face  covered  with  blood. 

The  marquis,  struck  on  the  head  by  a  piece  of  the 
■wreck  which  came  near  sinking  the  yawl,  had  been,  by 
the  same  violent  blow,  thrown  into  the  water,  while  the 
frightened  oarsmen  were  occupied  in  relieving  the  craft 
from  the  timber  which  encumbered  it.  The  canoe  had 
hardly  recovered  her  ecpiilibrium,  when  the  coxswain, 
seeing  that  his  master  had  disappeared,  looked  around  the 
craft  in  consternation,  and  at  last  discovered  the  marquis 
as  he  was  held  by  the  rescuing  hnnd  of  Frederick. 

The  six  oarsmen  soon  gained  the  sj)ot  where  the  little 
boat  lay,  and  took  on  board  Raoul  de  Pont  Brillant,  who 
had  fainted. 

Frederick,  with  David's  assistance,  came  out  of  the 
water,  and  entered  the  little  boat,  when  the  oarsmen 
from  the  castle  cried  out  to  him  in  terror  : 

"  Take  care  !  a  float  of  wood  I  " 
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Ill  fact,  the  floating  mass,  coming  rapidly  behind  the 
little  boat,  had  not  been  seen  by  David,  who  was  entirely 
occupied  with  Frederick. 

At  this  new  danger  the  preceptor  recovered  his  pres- 
ence of  mind  ;  he-  threw  his  boat-hook  on  the  canoe  of 
the  marquis,  and  by  means  of  this  support  drew  himself 
to  her,  and  thus  escaped  the  shock  threatened  by  the 
float  of  wood. 

"  Ah,  monsieur,"  said  the  coxswain  of  the  oarsmen, 
while  the  little  boat  was  lying  some  seconds  by  the  side 
of  the  canoe,  "  what  is  the  name  of  the  courageous 
young  man  who  has  just  saved  the  marquis?" 

"  The  wound  of  the  Marquis  de  Pont  Brillant  may  be 
serious,"  said  David,  without  answering  the  coxswain's 
question.  "  It  is  the  most  prudent  thing  to  return  to  the 
castle  without  delay." 

Then,  disengaging  the  boat-hook  from  the  canoe,  so  as 
to  give  freedom  of  action  to  the  little  boat,  David  said  to 
Frederick,  who  with  radiant  countenance  was  throwing 
back  his  long  hair  dripping  with  water : 

"  To  your  oars,  my  child.  Ood  is  with  us.  When  we 
once  reach  the  dead  waters,  we  are  safe." 

God^as  David  had  said,  was  protecting  the  little  boat. 
They  reached  the  dead  waters  without  further  accident. 
There  danger  ceased  almost  entirely. 

The  preceptor,  finding  his  watch  at  the  prow  no  longer 
necessary,  took  the  oars  from  the  weary  hands  of  Fred- 
erick, who  hastened  to  make  the  unfortunate  sufferers 
drink  a  little  wine. 

Ten  minutes  after,  the  little  boat  landed  upon  the 
shore. 
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At  their  disembarking  David  and  Frederick  found 
Madame  Bastien. 

The  young  woman  had  assisted  at  a  few  of  the  epi- 
sodes of  this  courageous  salvage,  by  the  aid  of  David's 
field-ghiss,  leaving  the  scene,  and  taking  another  view  by 
turns,  as  the  danger  seemed  imminent  or  surmounted. 

Sometimes  Marie  found  her  strength  unequal  to  the 
sight  of  the  heroic  struggle  of  her  son,  whom  she  could 
not  encourage  by  word  or  gesture. 

Again,  she  would  yield  to  the  irresistible  desire  to 
know  if  Frederick  had  escaped  the  dangers  which  threat- 
ened him  every  moment. 

During  this  period  of  admiration,  tears,  transports, 
hope,  and  agonies  of  terror,  Marie  had  more  than  one 
opportunity  of  judging  of  David's  brave  solicitude  for 
Frederick,  and  it  would  be  hardly  possible  to  describe 
the  joy  of  the  young  mother  when  she  saw  the  little  boat 
land,  and  welcomed  not  only  David  and  her  son,  but  the 
unfortunate  sufferers  whom  they  had  so  courageously 
rescued. 

But  Marie's  happiness  became  a  sort  of  religious  medi- 
tation when  she  learned  from  David  that  Raoul  de  Pont 
Brillant  owed  his  life  to  Frederick. 

Thus  had  the  unhappy  child  providentially  expiated 
the  crime  of  his  attempted  homicide. 

Thus  disappeared  from  his  life  the  only  stain  which 
his  restoration  had  not  been  able  utterly  to  efface. 

The  farmer  and  his  family,  loaded  with  favours  and 
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the  sympathetic  care  of  Madame  Bastien,  were  installed 
at  the  farm,  for  the  miserable  beings  had  nothing  left 
in  the  world. 

Nor  did  that  day  or  that  night  see  the  end  of  Madame 
Bastien's  provident  care. 

The  higliways,  cut  olf  by  this  sudden  inundation  against 
which  it  was  impossible  to  provide,  rendered  the  means  of 
salvage  very  scarce,  and  within  the  radius  of  country 
called  the  Valley,  the  little  boat  belonging  to  Frederick 
was  the  sole  resource. 

The  lowland,  almost  entirely  submerged,  contained  a 
great  number  of  isolated  farmhouses ;  some  were  com- 
pletely destroyed  and  their  inmates  drowned,  other 
houses  resisted  the  impetuosity  of  the  waters,  but  were 
so  near  as  to  be  invaded  by  the  rising  of  the  overflow, 
and  Frederick  and  David  in  the  afternoon  of  the  same 
day  and  in  the  next  day  accomplished  the  salvage  of 
many  families,  and  carried  clothing  and  provisions  to 
other  victims  of  the  disaster  who  had  taken  refuge  in 
their  garrets  while  the  waters  held  possession  of  the 
lower  story. 

In  these  numerous  expeditions  Frederick  and  David 
displayed  indefatigable  perseverance,  which  was  the 
means  of  rescue  for  many,  and  won  the  admiration  of 
those  people  whom  the  advancing  waters  had  driven 
back  on  the  upland,  where  the  farm  of  Madame  Bastien 
was  situated. 

David's  instructions  did  indeed  bear  good  fruit. 

The  valour  and  generosity  of  Frederick  were  excited 
to  almost  incredible  deeds  by  his  envy  of  the  more  exalted 
position  of  the  Marquis  de  Pont  Brillant. 

''  I  am  only  a  half  peasant ;  I  am  not  rich  and  am  not 
a  marquis ;  I  have  no  bark  painted  crimson  and  no 
oarsmen  in  livery,  nor  ancestors  to  look  back  to.  I  have 
only  the  encouragement  of  my  mother,  the  support  of  my 
friend,  my  two  arms,  and  my  energy,"  said  the  young 
man  to  himself,  '•  but  by  means  of  my  devotion  to  the 
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victims  of  this  scourge,  iny  obscure  and  plebeian  name 
may  become  one  day  as  well  known  in  this  country  as 
the  illustrious  name  of  Pont  Brillant.  All  my  regret  is 
that  the  wound  of  the  manjuis  keoi)s  him  at  the  castle. 
I  would  have  so  much  liked  to  rival  liim  in  zeal  and 
courage  before  the  face  of  everybody  !  " 

In  fact  the  wound  which  Raoul  de  Pont  Brillant  had 
received  was  serious  enough  to  confine  him  to  the  bed, 
to  his  own  great  regret,  for  at  the  first  news  of  the  inun- 
dation he  had  valiantly  jumped  into  his  yawl  and  ordered 
It  to  the  spot  where  it  would  prove  the  most  useful. 

But  when  the  marquis  became  incapable  of  taking 
command  aud  directing  and  ins|)iring  his  ])eople  his  own 
inaction  extended  to  the  rest  of  the  house,  and  the  dow- 
ager of  Pont  Brillant,  interested  only  in  the  suffering  of 
her  grandson,  gave  herself  no  further  concern  about  the 
disastei-,  and  roundly  rebuked  the  cockswain  of  the  bark 
for  not  having  ojjposed  the  foolish  temerity  of  Raoul. 

Madame  Bastien  understood  the  duties  of  a  mother 
otherwise.  With  a  firm  eye  she  saw  her  son  go  to  brave 
new  perils ;  she  sought  distraction  from  her  own  fears 
only  in  the  care  and  comfort  whicli  she  administered 
with  adoi-al>le  zeal  to  those  whom  Providence  threw  in 
her  way. 

Thus  did  she  spend  her  long  days  of  anxious  concern 
for  her  son. 

The  day  after  the  overflow,  when  it  had  somewhat 
abated,  the  roads  were  renderd  practicable,  and  a  few 
bridges  repaired  by  carj>enters  permitted  the  organisation 
of  moi-e  efficient  means  of  aid  to  the  sufferers. 

As  the  waters  retired,  the  unfortunate  people  whom 
the  deluge  had  driven  away  from  their  homes  returned 
broken  in  heart,  and  hastening  in  bitter  impatience  to 
see  the  extent  of  their  disasters. 

So  it  hapi)ened  that  the  evening  of  the  third  day  the 
farm  of  Madame  Bastien,  which  had  served  as  a  place  of 
refuge  for  all,   became   as  solitary  as  in  the   past,   the 
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faniilj  of  Jean  Francois  being  the  only  ones  left  in  the 
house,  because  they  had  no  other  shelter. 

When  the  route  of  Font  Brillant  became  free  again 
Doctor  Dufour,  whose  anxiety  had  been  extreme,  hastened 
to  the  farm,  to  learn  with  joy  and  surprise  that,  notwith- 
standing the  fatigues  and  excitements  of  these  two  ter- 
rible days,  not  one  of  the  three  friends  had  need  of  his 
attention.  He  learned  also  from  Marie  of  Frederick's 
wonderful  cure,  and  after  two  hours  of  delightful  confi- 
dences he  left  the  happy  home,  whose  imiiates  were  about 
to  take  that  repose  so  nobly  bought. 

Raoul  de  Pont  Brillant  soon  learned  that  the  young 
man  who  had  snatched  him  from  an  almost  certain  death 
was  Frederick  Bastien. 

The  dowager  had  not  renounced  her  project  of  giving 
this  charming  little  commoner,  so  near  her  castle,  and 
whose  husband  was  always  absent,  to  her  grandson  as 
a  mistress ;  so,  finding,  as  she  said  to  Zerbinette,  an  ex- 
cellent opportunity  for  undertaking  the  affair,  she  went 
again  to  see  Madame  Bastien,  at  whose  house  she  had 
twice  before  presented  herself  in  vain,  taking  her  maid 
with  her  in  her  elegant  carriage. 

This  time  it  was  not  necessary  for  Marguerite  to  lie 
in  order  to  declare  to  the  dowager  that  Madame  Bastien 
was  not  at  home.  In  fact,  for  several  days  the  young 
woman  was  continually  absent  from  her  home,  occupied 
in  lavishing  on  all  sides  her  blessings  of  material  comfort 
and  spiritual  consolation. 

The  marquise,  provoked  at  the  futility  of  this  visit, 
said  to  her  faithful  Zerbinette,  as  she  entered : 

"  This  is  bad  luck ;  by  my  faith  one  would  say  this 
little  fool  is  trying  not  to  meet  me.  These  obstacles 
make  me  impatient,  and  I  must  finish  my  undertaking 
without  considering  Raoul,  whether  he  knows  how  to  go 
about  it.  It  is  an  excellent  beginning  to  be  fished  up  by 
this  blockhead.  Indeed,  in  the  name  of  gratitude  to  her 
son,  Raoul  has  the  right  not  to  stir  from  his  mother's 
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house  until  he  has  everything  in  hand.     It  is  a  famous 
opportunity.     I  must  give  this  dear  boy  a  lesson." 

It  was  the  31st  of  December,  fifteen  days  after  the 
overflow.  The  damage  had  been  incalculable,  especially 
for  a  multitude  of  unfortunate  sufferers,  who,  returning 
to  their  ruined  hovels,  covered  with  mud  and  slime,  found 
only  the  walls,  saturated  with  water  and  barely  i)rotected 
by  a  broken  roof. 

The  ruin  was  general. 

One  had  lost  all  his  little  store  of  grain  gathered  from 
the  gleaning,  or  bought  by  great  privation  for  the  winter's 
nourishment. 

Another  had  seen  the  waters  carry  away  his  pig  or  his 
cow,  treasures  of  the  proletary  of  the  fields ;  again,  there 
w^re  those  who  had  lost  the  only  Ijed  upon  which  the 
family  slept ;  in  fact,  almost  all  had  to  deplore  the  sand- 
banks strewn  over  the  little  field  from  which  they  li^ed 
and  paid  the  rent  of  the  farm. 

Besides,  the  vines  were  torn  up  by  the  roots,  and  the 
wine,  carefully  preserved  to  pay  the  hire,  was  carried  off 
with  the  casks  that  contained  it ;  in  short,  all  those 
labourers,  who,  from  the  rising  to  the  setting  sun, 
worked  with  the  indefatigable  energy  of  necessity,  and 
could  hardly  make  botli  ends  meet,  felt  bitterly  that  this 
scourge  of  forty-eight  hours  would  last  for  many  years 
upon  their  lives,  and  render  their  existence  still  more 
miserable. 

The  Marquis  of  Pont  Brillant  and  his  grandmother 
acted  more  than  royally ;  they  sent  tv>T'nty  thousand 
francs  to  the  mayor,  and  twenty  thousand  to  the  parson, 
the  day  after  the  inundation. 

Marie,  as  we  have  said,  never  possessed  any  other 
money  than  the  small  monthly  allowance  given  to  her 
by  M.  Bastion,  for  the  maintenance  of  herself  and 
her  son ;  a  sum  from  which  she  had  little  to  spare  for 
alms.     She  wrote  then  immediately  to  her  husband,  who 
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was  detained  by  business  in  Berri,  and  besought  him  to 
send  her  at  once  two  or  three  thousand  francs,  that  she 
might  come  to  the  assistance  of  the  sufferers. 

M.  Bastien  replied  by  asking  his  wife  if  she  was  mak- 
ing a  jest  of  him,  because  he  had,  as  he  said,  ten  acres 
of  the  best  land  in  the  valley  ruined  by  the  sand ;  so  far 
from  coming  to  tbe  assistance  of  others,  he  hoped  to  be 
included  among  those  sufferers  who  would  be  the  most 
largely  indemnified,  and  as  soon  as  his  business  was 
ended  he  was  coming  to  the  farm  to  draw  up  a  state- 
ment of  his  losses  so  as  to  estimate  the  amount  of  his 
claim  upon  the  government. 

Madame  Bastien,  more  distressed  than  surprised  at 
her  husband's  reply,  had  recourse  to  other  expedients. 

She  possessed  a  few  jewels,  inherited  from  her  mother; 
there  were  at  the  farm  about  fifteen  plates  and  a  few 
other  pieces  of  silver ;  the  young  woman  sent  Marguerite 
to  sell  this  silver  and  jewels  at  Pont  Brillant ;  the  whole 
brought  about  two  thousand  francs ;  David  asked  Marie's 
permission  to  double  the  amount,  and  this  money,  em- 
ployed with  rare  intelligence,  proved  the  salvation  of  a 
large  number  of  familifes. 

Going  through  the  country  with  her  son,  while  David 
was  busy  making  purchases,  Marie  saw  for  herself  and 
doubled  the  value  of  her  benefits  by  her  kind  words,  a 
sack  of  grain  for  some,  a  few  pieces  of  furniture  for 
others,  and  for  others  still,  linen  and  clothing.  All 
was  distributed  by  the  young  woman  with  as  much 
discretion  as  discernment,  and  all  was  suitable  to  the 
needs  of  each. 

Jacques  Bastien  owned  a  large  and  beautiful  forest 
of  fir-trees.  The  young  woman,  although  she  expected 
nothing  less  than  the  fury  of  her  husband  at  the  dread- 
ful outrage,  resolved  to  diminish  by  one  thousand  the 
number  of  these  splendid  firs,  and  many  houses  without 
roofs  were  at  least  solidly  covered  for  the  winter  with 
beams  and  rafters  of  this  rustic  material,  on  which  was 
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extended  a  thick  layer  of  wild  broom,  woven  together 
with  long  and  supple  twigs  of  willow. 

It  was  David,  who  had  seen  in  his  travels  through  the 
Alps  shelters  thus  constructed  so  as  to  resist  the  winds 
and  snows  of  the  mountains,  who  gave  the  peasants 
these  ideas  for  the  construction  of  roofs  ;  directing  and 
sharing  their  work,  he  was  able  to  api)ly  and  utilise  a 
number  of  facts  acquired  in  his  extensive  peregrinations. 

As  the  overflow  had  swept  away  many  mills  and  the 
greater  part  of  the  ovens  lielonging  to  the  isolated 
houses,  ^ — these  ovens  being  built  outside  and  projecting 
from  the  gable  end, —  the  peasants  were  compelled  to 
buy  bi'cad  in  the  town,  at  some  distance  from  the  houses 
scattered  through  the  valley.  They  bought  it  dearly, 
since  almost  a  whole  day  was  required  to  go  and  return, 
and  time  was  precious  after  such  a  disaster.  David  had 
seen  the  Egyptian  nomads  crushing  corn,  after  they  had 
moistened  it,  between  two  stones,  and  preparing  cakes 
of  it,  which  they  cooked  in  the  hot  ashes.  He  taught 
this  process  to  the  families  whose  ovens  had  been 
destroyed,  and  they  had  at  least,  during  the  first  days, 
sufficient  and  comfortable  food. 

But,  in  everything,  David  was  admirably  seconded  by 
Frederick,  and  took  pains  to  efface  himself  so  as  to 
attract  gratitude  toward  his  puj)il,  that  he  might  be  more 
and  more  encouraged  in  the  noble  way  in  which  he  was 
walking. 

And  besides,  even  when  David  had  neglected  this  deli- 
cate solicitude  for  his  pujtil,  Frederick  displayed  such 
courage,  such  perseverance,  and  showed  himself  so  affec- 
tionate and  so  compassionate  toward  those  whose  suffer- 
ings he  and  his  mother  were  relieving  by  every  means  in 
their  power,  that  his  name  was  in  every  month  and  his 
memory  in  every  heart. 

During  the  fortnight  which  followed  the  overflow, 
every  day  was  employed  by  Madame  Bnstien,  her  son, 
and  David  in  benevolent  work. 
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When  night  came  they  returned  home  much  fatigued, 
sometimes  wet  and  covered  with  snow,  and  each  made  a 
toilet  whose  cleanliness  was  its  only  luxury. 

Marie  J3astien  then  would  return  to  the  library,  her 
magnificent  hair  beautifully  arranged,  and  according  to 
her  custom  almost  always  dressed  in  a  gown  of  coarse, 
shaded  blue  cloth,  marvellously  fitting  her  nymph-like 
figure.  The  dazzling  whiteness  of  two  broad  cuffs,  and 
a  collar  fastened  by  a  little  cravat  of  cherry  or  orange 
coloured  silk,  relieved  the  dark  shade  of  this  gown,  which 
sometimes  permitted  one  to  see  a  beautiful  foot,  always 
freshly  clad  in  Scotch  thread  stockings,  white  as  snow, 
over  which  were  crossed  the  silk  buskins  of  a  little  shoe 
made  of  reddish  brown  leather. 

This  active  life  passed  continually  in  the  open  air,  the 
cheerfulness  of  spirit,  the  gaiety  of  heart,  the  habitual 
expression  of  charitable  sentiments,  the  serenity  of  soul, 
had  not  only  effaced  from  the  lovely  features  of  Marie 
Bastien  the  last  trace  of  past  suffering,  but,  like  certain 
flowers,  which,  after  having  languished  somewhat,  often 
revive  to  greater  freshness,  the  beauty  of  Marie  became 
dazzling,  and  David  frequently  forgot  himself  as  he  con- 
templated it  in  silent  adoration. 

The  same  causes  produced  the  same  results  in  Freder- 
ick ;  he  was  more  charming  than  ever,  in  youth,  vigour, 
and  grace. 

Marie,  her  son,  and  David  were  accustomed  to  assem- 
ble in  the  library  after  these  long  days  of  active  and 
courageous  devotion,  in  order  to  talk  over  the  events 
of  the  morning  while  waiting  for  dinner,  to  which  they 
cheerfully  did  honour,  without  reflecting  that  the  modest 
silver  had  been  replaced  by  a  brilliant  imitation.  After 
the  repast,  they  went  to  visit  a  workroom,  where  Marie 
joined  several  women  who  were  employed  to  prepare 
linen  and  clothing.  This  economy  enabled  her  to 
double  her  gifts.  This  last  duty  accomplished,  they 
v. ti lined    to    spend    the    long   winter   evenings    in    the 
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library  around  a  glowing  fireside,  while  the  bitter  north 
wind  whistled  out  of  doors. 

The  days  thus  spent  passed  delightfully  to  these  three 
persons  united  by  sacred  indissoluble  ties. 

Sometimes  they  discussed  plans  for  Frederick's  future, 
for  after  these  fifteen  days  of  arduous  labour,  he  was 
about  to  begin  new  studies  under  David's  direction. 

The  preceptor  had  travelled  over  two  hemispheres, 
and  often  spoke  of  his  voyages,  and  replied  to  the 
untiring  questioning  of  his  associates,  with  interesting 
accounts  of  cities,  armies,  and  costumes  which  he  some- 
times portrayed  with  an  accurate  pencil. 

An  appropriate  reading  or  the  execution  of  some  piece 
of  music  terminated  the  evening,  for  David  was  an  excel- 
lent musician,  and  frequently  entertained  his  hearers 
with  the  national  airs  of  different  countries,  and  ro- 
mances charming  in  their  freshness  and  simplicity. 

In  these  familiar  conversations,  mingled  with  intimate 
confidences,  David  learned  to  appreciate  more  and  more 
the  exquisite  character  and  loftiness  of  ^ladame  Bas- 
tien's  soul.  Freed  from  all  |)reoccuj)ation,  she  had 
regained  her  liberty  of  mind,  while  the  preceptor  observed 
with  renewed  pleasure  the  influence  he  had  exercised 
over  Frederick's  ideas,  and  prepared  new  plans  of  study 
which  he  cheerfully  submitted  to  the  mother  and  son. 

Indeed,  every  day  increased  David's  affection  for  his 
pupil,  and  he  bestowed  upon  him  all  the  treasure  of 
tenderness  which  had  filled  his  heart  since  the  lamented 
death  of  his  young  brother.  In  thus  loving  passionately 
the  son  of  ]\[adame  Bastien,  David  deceived  himself  by 
these  fraternal  memories,  just  as  one  is  often  deceived 
by  vain  regrets  in  falling  in  love  with  a  resemblance. 

Not  infrequently  midnight  sounded,  and  the  happy 
trio  looked  at  each  other  in  surprise,  deploring  the 
rapid  flight  of  time,  as  they  exclaimed : 

"  Already ! " 

And  they  would  always  say  to  each  other  in  parting : 
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"  To-morrow  ! " 

Marie  would  retire  to  her  own  room,  but  Frederick 
would  conduct  David  to  his  chamber,  and  there,  how 
many  times,  standing'  within  the  embrasure  of  the  door, 
the  preceptor  and  pupil  forgot  themselves  in  the  charm  of 
a  long  friendly  chat ;  one  listening  with  faith,  respond- 
ing with  eagerness,  questioning  with  the  ardour  of  his 
age,  the  other  speaking  with  the  tender  solicitude  of 
the  mature  man,  who  smiles  compassionately  on  youth, 
impatient  to  try  the  mysterious  path  of  destiny. 

How  many  times  old  Marguerite  was  obliged  to  ascend 
to  the  Hoor  upon  which  David's  chamber  was  situated, 
and  say  to  Frederick  : 

'•  Indeed,  monsieur,  it  is  midnight,  it  is  one  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  and  you  know  very  well  that  madame 
never  goes  to  bed  before  you  do." 

And  Frederick  would  press  David's  hand  and  descend 
to  his  mother's  chamber. 

There,  David  would  still  be  the  subject  of  long  con- 
versations between  the  young  woman  and  her  son. 

"  Mother,"  Frederick  would  say,  "  how  interesting  was 
his  account  of  his  travels  in  Asia  Minor." 

''  Oh,  yes,  nothing  could  be  more  so,"  Marie  would 
answer.  "And  besides,  Frederick,  what  curious  things 
M.  David  has  taught  us  about  the  vibrations  of  sound, 
and  all  that,  too,  by  a  few  chords  on  this  broken  old 
piano." 

"  Mother,  what  a  charming  account  he  gave  us,  in 
comparing  the  properties  of  sound  and  light." 

"  And  that  delightful  strain  from  Mozart  that  he 
played.  Do  you  remember  the  choir  of  spirits  in  the 
'  Enchanted  Flute  ?'  It  was  so  aerial,  so  light.  What  a 
pleasure  for  poor  savages  like  us,  who  have  never  known 
anything  of  Mozart ;  it  is  like  discovering  a  treasure  of 
harmony." 

"  And  how  touching  his  anecdote  about  the  old  age 
of  Haydn.     And  what  he  told  us  of  the  association  of 
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the  Moravian  oretliien  in  Aniei'ica.  How  much  less 
misery,  how  much  benefit  to  poor  people  if  those  ideas 
could  be  applied  in  our  country  !  " 

"  And,  mother,  did  you  notice  that  his  eyes  filled  with 
tears  when  he  spoke  ot  the  happiness  which  might  be 
the  portion  of  so  many  people  who  are  now  in  want?" 

'•  Ah,  my  poor  child,  his  is  the  noblest  lieart  in  the 
world." 

*■'  Yes,  mother,  and  how  we  ought  to  cherish  it!  Oh, 
we  must  love  him  so  much,  you  see  ;  yes,  so  very  much 
that  it  will  be  inii)ossil(le  for  him  to  leave  us.  He  has 
no  family  ;  his  best  friend,  Doctor  Dufour,  is  our  neigh- 
bour. Where  could  M.  David  find  a  better  home  than 
with  us  'i " 

"  Leave  us  !  "  exclaimed  Marie,  "  leave  us  !  why,  it  is 
he  who  gives  us  our  strength,  our  faith,  our  confidence 
in  the  future.     Is  it  possible  he  can  al>andon  us  now?" 

Then  old  Marguerite  was  obliged  to  interpose  again. 

"  For  the  love  of  God,  niadame,  do  go  to  bed ;  why,  it 
is  two  o'clock  in  the  morning,"  said  the  old  servant. 
"  You  rose  at  six  o'clock,  and  so  did  M.  Frederick,  and 
then  so  must  work  all  day  long !  Besides,  it  is  not  good 
sense  to  sit  up  so  late !  " 

"  Marguerite  is  right  to  scold  us,  my  child,"  said 
Marie,  smiling,  and  kissing  her  son  on  the  forehead, 
"  we  are  foolish  to  go  to  bed  so  late." 

And  the  next  day,  again  Marguerite's  recriminations 
cut  short  the  conversations  of  the  mother  and  son. 

Two  or  three  times  Marie  w'ent  to  bed  in  a  sweetly 
pensive  mood. 

One  evening,  while  Frederick  was  reading,  his  friend, 
thoughtful  and  sedate,  his  elbows  on  the  table,  was 
leaning  over  with  his  forehead  on  his  hand  ;  the  light 
of  the  lamp,  concentrated  by  the  shade,  shone  brightly 
upon  the  noble  and  expressive  face  of  David. 

Marie,  a  moment  distracted  from  the  reading,  directed 
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lier  gaze  to  the  guardian  of  her  son,  and  looked  at  him 
a  long  time.  By  degrees,  the  young  woman  felt  her 
eyes  grow  moist,  her  l)eautiful  bosom  palpitate  suddenly, 
while  a  delicate  l)lush  mounted  her  snowy  brow. 

Just  at  this  moment,  David  accidentally  raised  his 
eyes  and  met  Marie's  glance. 

The  young  woman  immediately  cast  her  eyes  down, 
and   blushed  scarlet. 

Another  time  David  was  at  the  piano,  accompanying 
Frederick  and  Marie,  who  were  singing  a  duet ;  the 
young  woman  turned  the  page,  just  as  David  had  the 
same  intuition,  and  their  hands  met. 

At  this  electric  contact,  she  trembled,  her  blood 
rushed  toward  her  heart,  and  a  cloud  passed  before  her 
eyes. 

Notwithstanding  these  suggestive  indications,  the 
young  mother  slept  that  evening,  pensive  and  dreamy, 
but  full  of  calm  and  chaste  serenity. 

As  always  before,  she  kissed  her  son  on  the  forehead, 
without  blushing. 

Thus  passed  the  last  fortnight  of  December. 

Upon  the  eve  of  the  new  year,  David,  Marie,  and  her 
son  were  preparing  to  go  out,  in  order  to  carry  a  few 
last  remembrances  to  their  dependents,  when  Marguerite 
handed  her  mistress  a  letter  which  the  xpr  sr  had  just 
brought. 

At  the  sight  of  the  handwriting,  Marie  could  not  hide 
her  surprise  and  fear. 

This  letter  was  from  M.  Bastien,  who  wrote  as 
follows : 

"  Madame,  my  Wife  (with  whom  I  am  not  at  all  sat- 
isfied) :  —  My  business  in  Berri  has  ended  sooner  than 
I  anticipated.  I  am  now  at  Pont  Brillant,  with  my 
boon  companion,  Bridou,  occupied  in  verifying  accounts. 
We  will  leave  soon  for  the  farm,  where  Bridou  will  stay 
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a  few  days  with  me,  in  order  to  assist  me  in  estimating 
the  indemnity  due  me,  out  of  the  sum  allotted  to  the 
sufferers  from  the  overflow,  because  we  must  get  some 
good  out  of  so  much  evil. 

"  We  will  arrive  in  time  for  dinner. 

"  Take  care  to  have  a  leg  of  mutton  with  an  abun- 
dance of  clove  of  garlic  in  the  best  style,  and  some  fine 
cabbage  soup,  as  1  am  fond  of  it,  with  plenty  of  hot 
salted  pork,  and  plenty  of  Blois  sausage ;  attend  espe- 
cially to  that,  if  you  please. 

"  Nota  bene.  I  shall  arrive  in  a  very  bad  humour, 
and  very  much  disposed  to  box  my  son's  ears,  in  case 
his  fits  of  melancholy  and  coxcomb  airs  are  not  at  an 
end. 

"  Your  husband,  who  has  no  desire  to  laugh, 

'^  Jacques  Bastien. 

"  P.  S.  Bridou  is  like  me ;  he  likes  cheese  that  can 
walk  alone.  Tell  Marguerite  to  provide  it,  and  do  you 
attend  to  it." 

Madame  Bastien  had  not  recovered  from  the  surprise 
and  regret  produced  by  the  unexpected  announcement 
of  M.  Bastien's  return,  when  she  was  drawn  from  her 
unhappy  reflections  by  a  tumultuous  and  constantly 
increasing  excitement  that  she  heard  outside.  One 
would  have  declared  that  an  assemblage  had  surrounded 
the  house.  Suddenly  Marguerite  entered,  running,  her 
eyes  sparkling  with  joy,  as  she  cried : 

"  Ah,  madame  !  come,  —  come  and  see !  " 
Marie,    more     and    more     astonished,   automatically 
followed  the  servant. 
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The  weather  was  clear,  the  winter  sun  radiant. 
Marie  Bastien,  as  she  went  out  on  the  rustic  porch, 
built  above  the  front  door  of  the  house,  saw  about  one 
hundred  persons,  men,  women,  and  children,  almost  all 
clothed  in  coarse,  but  new  and  warm  garments,  filing  in 
order,  and  ranging  themselves  behind  the  little  garden. 

This  procession  was  ended  by  a  cart  ornamented  with 
branches  of  fir,  on  which  was  placed  what  was  called 
by  the  country  people,  a  ferry-boat  —  a  little  flat  boat, 
resembling  the  one  Frederick  and  David  so  bravely 
used  during  the  overflow. 

Behind  the  cart,  which  stopped  at  the  garden  gate, 
came  an  empty  open  carriage,  drawn  by  four  horses, 
and  mounted  by  two  postilions  in  the  livery  of  Pont 
Brillant ;  two  footmen  were  seated  behind. 

At  the  head  of  the  procession  marched  Jean  Francois, 
the  farmer,  leading  two  of  his  little  children  by  the 
hand ;  his  wife  held  the  smallest  child  in  her  arms. 

At  the  sight  of  Madame  Bastien,  the  farmer 
approached. 

"  Good  day,  Jean  Francois,"  said  the  young  woman  to 
him,  affectionately.  "  What  do  these  good  people  who 
accompany  you  want?" 

"  We  wish  to  speak  to  M.  Frederick,  madame." 

Marie  turned  to  Marguerite,  who,  with  a  triumphant 
air,  was  standing  behind  her  mistress,  and  said  to  her : 

"  Run  and  tell  my  son,  Marguerite." 

"  It  will  not  take  long,  madame ;  he  is  in  the  library 
with  M.  David." 
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While  the  servant  went  in  quest  of  Frederick,  Marie, 
who  saw  then  for  the  fii'st  time  the  handsomely  equipped 
carriage  standing  before  the  garden  gate,  wondered  what 
could  be  its  purpose. 

Frederick  hastened,  not  expecting  the  spectacle  which 
awaited  him. 

"  What  do  you  want,  mother?"  said  he,  quickly. 

Then,  seeing  the  crowd  which  had  gathered  in  the  little 
garden,  he  stopped  suddenly,  with  an  interrogative  look 
at  his  mother. 

"  My  child  —  " 

But  the  young  woman,  whose  heart  was  beating  with 
joy,  could  say  no  more ;  overcome  by  emotion,  she  had 
just  discovered  that  the  assemblage  was  composed  entirely 
of  those  unfortunate  people  vvliom  she  and  her  son  and 
David  had  helped  in  the  time  of  the  overflow. 

Then  Marie  said : 

"  My  child,  it  is  Jean  Francois  who  wishes  to  speak  to 
you,  —  there  he  is  !  " 

And  the  happy  mother  withdrew  behind  her  son, 
exchanging  a  glance  of  inexpressible  delight  with  David, 
who  had  followed  his  pupil,  and  stood  half  hidden  under 
the  porch. 

Frederick,  whose  astonishment  continued  to  increase, 
made  a  step  toward  Jean  Francois,  who  said  to  the  young 
man,  in  a  voice  full  of  tears : 

"  M.  Frederick,  it  is  we  poor  valley  people,  who  have 
come  to  thank  you  with  a  free  heart,  as  well  as  your 
mother  and  your  friend,  M.  David,  who  have  been  so 
kind.  As  I  owe  you  the  most,"  continued  the  farmer, 
with  a  voice  more  and  more  broken  by  tears,  and 
pointing  to  his  wife  and  children  with  an  expressive 
gesture,  "  as  I  owe  you  the  most,  M.  Frederick,  the 
others  have  told  me  —  and  —  I  —  " 

The  poor  man  could  say  no  more.  Sobs  stifled  his 
voice. 

Other  sobs  of  tenderness  from  the  excited  crowd 
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responded  to  the  tears  of  Jean  Francois,  and  broke 
the  ahnost  religious  silence  which  reigned  for  several 
minutes. 

Frederick's  heart  was  melted  to  tears  of  joy.  He 
threw  himself  upon  his  mothci's  neck,  as  if  he  wished 
to  turn  toward  her  these  testimonials  of  gratitude  Ijy 
which  he  was  so  profoundly  touched. 

At  a  sign  from  Jean  Fi-ancois,  who  had  dried  his  eyes 
and  tried  to  regain  his  self-possession,  several  men  of 
the  assemblage  approached  the  cart,  and,  taking  the 
ferry-boat,  brought  it  in  their  arms  and  laid  it  before 
Frederick. 

It  was  a  simple  and  rustic  little  boat  with  two  oars  of 
unpolished  wood,  and  on  the  inner  railing  were  written 
in  rude  and  uneven  letters,  cut  into  the  fi-amework,  the 
words :  "  The  poor  people  of  the  valley  to  AL  Frederick 
Bastien." 

Then  followed  the  date  of  the  overflow. 

Jean  Fran9ois,  having  subdued  his  emotion,  said,  as 
he  showed  the  boat  to  the  son  of  Madame  Bastien  : 

"  M.  Frederick,  we  united  with  each  other  in  making 
this  little  boat,  which  almost  looks  like  the  one  which 
served  you  in  saving  us  and  our  effects.  Excuse  the  lib- 
erty, M.  Frederick,  but  it  is  with  good  intention  and  warm 
friendship  that  we  bring  this  little  boat  to  yon.  When 
you  use  it,  you  will  think  of  the  j)oor  people  of  the  valley, 
and  upon  those  who  will  always  love  you,  M.  Frederick  ; 
they  will  teach  your  name  to  their  little  children,  who, 
when  they  are  grown,  will  some  day  teach  it  to  theirs, 
because  that  name,  you  see,  M.  Frederick,  is  now  the 
name  of  the  good  saint  of  the  country." 

Frederick  allowed  his  tears  to  flow,  as  a  silent  and 
eloquent  response.  David  then,  leaning  over  his  pupil's 
ear,  whispered  to  him  : 

"  My  child,  is  not  this  rude  procession  worth  all  the 
splendour  of  the  brilliant  hunting  procession  of  St. 
Hubert  ?  " 
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At  the  moment  Frederick  turned  toward  David  to 
press  his  hand,  he  saw  a  movement  in  the  crowd,  which, 
suddenly  separating  itself  with  a  murmur  of  surprise  and 
curiosity,  gave  passage  to  Raoul  de  Pont  Brillant. 

The  marquis  advanced  a  little  in  front  of  Jean  Fran- 
cois ;  then,  with  perfect  ease  and  grace,  he  said  to 
Frederick  : 

"  I  have  come,  monsieur,  to  thank  you  for  saving  my 
life,  because  this  is  my  first  day  out,  and  it  was  my  duty 
to  dedicate  it  to  you.  I  met  these  good  people  on  the 
way,  and  after  learning  from  one  of  them  the  purpose  of 
their  assemblage  I  joined  them,  since,  like  these  good 
people,  I  am  of  the  valley,  and  like  several  of  them,  I  owe 
my  life  to  you." 

After  these  words,  uttered  with  an  accent  pei'haps 
more  polished  than  emotional,  the  Marquis  de  Pont 
Brillant,  with  exquisite  tact,  again  mingled  with  the 
multitude. 

"  Ah,  well,  my  child,"  whispered  David  to  Frederick, 
"  is  it  not  the  Marquis  de  Pont  Brillant  now  who  ought 
to  envy  you  ?  " 

Frederick  pressed  David's  hand,  but  was  possessed  by 
the  thought :  "  He  whom  I  basely  desired  to  murder  is 
there,  ignorant  of  my  dastardly  attempt,  and  he  has 
come  to  thank  me  for  saving  his  life." 

■  Then  the  son  of  Madame  Bastien,  addressing  the  people 
of  the  valley,  said  to  them,  in  an  impassioned  voice, 
as  he  mingled  with  them,  and  cordially  pressed  their 
hands : 

"  My  friends,  what  I  have  done  was  done  at  the  sug- 
gestion of  my  mother,  and  with  the  aid  of  my  friend,  M. 
David.  It  is,  then,  in  their  name,  as  well  as  my  own, 
that  I  thank  you  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart  for  these 
evidences  of  affection.  As  to  this  little  boat,"  added 
the  young  man,  turning  toward  the  boat  which  had  been 
deposited  in  the  middle  of  the  garden,  and  contemplating 
it  with  as  much  sadness  as  joy,  "  it  shall  be  consecrated 
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to  the  pleasure  of  my  mother,  and  this  touching  inscrip- 
tion will  remind  us  of  the  inliabitants  of  the  valley,  whom 
we  love  as  much  as  they  love  us." 

Then  Frederick,  addressing  in  turn  all  those  who  sur- 
rounded him,  asked  one  if  his  fields  were  in  a  tillable 
condition,  another  if  he  hoped  to  preserve  a  great  part 
of  his  vineyard,  another  still  if  the  slime  deposited  on 
his  land  by  the  Loire  had  not  somewhat  compensated  for 
the  disaster  from  which  he  had  suffered.  To  all  Fred- 
erick said  some  word  which  proved  that  he  had  their 
interest  and  their  misfortunes  at  heart. 

Marie,  on  her  part,  speaking  to  the  women  and  mothers 
and  children,  found  a  word  of  affection  and  solicitude 
for  all,  and  proved  that  like  her  son  she  had  a  perfect 
acquaintance  with  the  sorrows  and  needs  of  each  one. 

Frederick  hoped  to  join  the  Marquis  de  Pont  Brillant ; 
he  earnestly  longed  to  press  the  hand  of  the  man  whom 
he  had  so  long  pursued  with  bitter  hatred ;  it  seemed  to 
him  that  this  frank  expression  ought  to  efface  from  his 
mind  the  last  mexnory  of  the  dreadful  deed  he  had  con- 
templated ;  luit  he  could  not  find  the  marquis,  whose 
carriage  had  also  disappeared. 

After  the  departure  of  the  valley  people,  Frederick, 
entering  the  house  with  his  mother  and  David,  found 
Marguerite,  who  proudly  handed  him  a  letter. 

"  What  is  this  letter.  Marguerite  ?  "  asked  the  young 
man. 

"  Read,  M.  Frederick." 

"  You  permit  me,  mother  ?  and  you  also,  my  friend  ?  " 

Marie  and  David  made  a  sign  in  the  affirmative. 

Frederick  immediately  cast  his  eyes  upon  the  signa- 
ture and  said : 

"It  is  from  the  Marquis  de  Font  Brillant." 

"  The  very  same,  M.  Frederick,"  interposed  Marguerite. 
"  Before  departnig  in  his  carriage  he  came  through  the 
grove  and  asked  to  write  you  a  word." 

"  Come  in  the  library,  my  child,"  said  Marie  to  her  son 
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David,  Frederick,  and  his  mother  being  alone,  the 
young  man  said,  innocently  : 

"  I  am  going  to  read  it  aloud,  mother." 

"  As  you  please,  my  child." 

"  Ah,  but  now  I  think  it  is  doubtless  a  letter  of 
thanks,"  said  Frederick,  smiling,  "  and  should  not  be 
read  aloud." 

'•  You  are  right ;  you  would  su|tpress  three-fourths  of 
it,"  said  Marie,  smiling  in  her  turn.  "  Give  the  letter 
to  M.  David,  he  will  read  it  bettei-  than  you." 

"Come,"  answered  Frederick,  gaily,  "my  modesty 
serves  me  ill.  If  it  is  praise,  it  will  still  seem  very 
sweet  to  me." 

•'  That  will  be  a  punishment  for  your  humility,"  said 
David,  laughing,  and  he  read  what  follows : 

" '  As  I  had  the  honour  of  telling  you,  monsieur,  I  left 
my  house  in  the  hope  of  expressing  my  gratitude  to  you. 
I  met  the  valley  people,  who  were  on  their  way  to  make 
an  ovation  for  you,  —  you,  monsieur,  whose  name  has 
rightfully  become  so  popular  in  our  country  since  the 
inundation.  I  thought  I  ought  to  join  these  people  and 
wait  the  opportunity  to  thank  you  personally. 

" '  I  should  have  accomplished  this  duty  to-day,  mon- 
sieur, without  this  interesting  circumstance. 

'• '  As  I  heard  you  thank  the  good  people  of  the  valley 
in  a  voice  so  full  of  emotion,  it  seemed  to  me  I  recog- 
nised the  voice  of  a  person  whom  I  met  at  night  in  the 
depth  of  the  forest  of  Pont  Brillant  about  two  months 
ago,  for,  if  1  remember  correctly,  this  meeting  took  place 
in  the  first  week  of  November.' " 

"  Frederick,  what  does  that  mean  ? "  asked  Madame 
Bastion,  interrupting  David. 

"  Presently,  mother,  I  will  tell  you  all.  Please  go  on, 
my  friend." 

David  continued : 
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" '  It  is  possible,  monsieur,  and  I  earnestly  hope  it, 
that  this  passage  in  my  letter  relating  to  this  meeting 
may  appear  incomprehensible  to  you  ;  in  that  case  please 
attach  no  importance  to  it,  and  attribute  it  to  a  mistake 
caused  by  a  resemblance  of  voice  and  accent  which  is 
very  unusual, 

"  '  If,  on  the  contrary,  monsieur,  you  comprehend  me  ; 
if  you  are,  in  a  word,  the  person  whom  1  met  at  night 
in  a  very  dark  spot  where  it  was  impossible  to  distin- 
guish your  features,  you  will  condescend,  no  doubt,  mon- 
sieur, to  explain  to  me  the  contradiction  (apparent,  I 
hope)  which  exists  between  your  conduct  at  the  time  of 
our  meeting  in  the  forest  and  at  the  time  of  the  inun- 
dation. 

" '  T  await,  then,  monsieur,  with  your  permission,  the 
elucidation  of  this  mystery,  that  I  may  know  with  what 
sentiments  I  can  henceforth  have  the  honour  of  sub- 
scribing myself.  Your  very  humble  and  ol>edient  servant, 
"  '  R.,  Marquis  de  Pont  Brillant.'  " 

The  reading  of  this  letter,  written  with  assurance  and 
aggressive  pride,  was  scarcely  ended  when  the  son  of 
Madame  Bastien  ran  to  a  table  and  wrote  a  few  lines 
spontaneously,  folded  the  paj)er,  and  returned  to  his 
mother. 

"  I  am  going,  mother,"  said  he,  '•  to  relate  to  you  in 
a  few  words  the  adventure  in  the  forest ;  afterward  you 
and  my  friend  wall  judge  if  my  reply  to  the  Marquis  de 
Pont  Brillant  is  proper." 

And  Frederick,  without  mentioning  the  conversation 
between  the  dowager  and  Zerbinette  which  he  had  sur- 
prised (for  that  would  have  outraged  his  mother),  told 
the  young  woman  and  David  all  that  happened  on  the 
fatal  day  to  which  the  marquis  alluded  ;  how  the  marquis, 
having  refused  to  fight  in  the  darkness  with  an  unknown 
person,  and  wishing  to  escape  from  the  persistence  of 
Frederick,  had  overthrown  him  with  the  breast  of  his 
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horse;  how  Frederick,  hi  a  dehrium  of  rage,  had  lain  iu 
ambuscade  near  a  spot  where  the  marquis  would  pass,  iu 
order  to  kill  him. 

This  recital  terminated,  without  justifying  Frederick, 
but  at  least  explaining  to  his  mother  and  David  by  what 
sequence  of  sentiments  and  deeds  he  had  been  led  to 
conceive  the  idea  of  a  dastardly  ambush  unknown  to  the 
Marquis  of  Pont  Brillant,  Frederick  said  to  his  mother : 

"  Now,  here  is  my  answer  to  the  letter  of  the  Marquis 
de  Pont  Brillant." 

Marie  Bastien  read  the  following : 

"  Monsieur  :  —  I  provoked  you  without  cause  ;  I  am 
ashamed  of  it.  I  saved  your  life ;  I  am  glad  of  it. 
There  is  the  whole  mystery. 

"■  Your  very  humble  servant, 

"  Frederick  Bastien." 

"  Well,  my  child,"  said  David,  earnestly,  "  you  nobly 
confess  a  wicked  intention  that  you  have  paid  for  at  the 
peril  of  your  life." 

"  When  I  think  of  this  rehabilitation  and  of  all  that 
has  just  occurred,"  said  Marie,  with  profound  emotion, 
"  when  I  realise  that  it  is  all  your  work,  M.  David,  and 
that  fifteen  days  ago  my  son  was  killing  himself  —  his 
heart  consumed  with  hatred  —  " 

"  And  yet  you  do  not  know  all,  mother,"  interrupted 
Frederick,  "  no,  you  do  not  know  all  that  I  owe  to  this 
good  genius  who  has  come  to  change  our  grief  to  joy." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  my  child  ?  " 

"  Frederick!  "  added  David,  with  a  tone  of  reproach, 
suspecting  the  intention  of  Madame  Bastien's  son. 

"  My  friend,  to-day  is  the  day  of  confessions,  and, 
besides,  I  see  my  mother  so  happy  that  — ■" 

Then,  interrupting  himself,  he  asked  : 

"  You  are  happy,  are  you  not,  mother  ?  " 

Marie  replied  by  embracing  her  son  with  ecstasy, 
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'^  So  you  see,  my  friend,  my  mother  is  so  happy  mat 
a  danger  past  cannot  give  her  cause  for  sorrow,  espe- 
cially when  she  will  have  one  reason  more  for  loving 
you  and  blessing  you." 

"  Frederick,  once  again  I  beseech  you  —  " 

"•  My  friend,  the  only  reason  which  has  made  me  con- 
ceal this  secret  from  my  mother  was  the  fear  of  distress- 
ing her." 

"•  1  beg  you,  dear  child,  explain  yourself,"  cried 
Marie. 

"Ah,  well,  mother,  those  farewells  at  night,  you 
remember  ?  —  it  was  not  a  dream." 

"  Why,  did  you  really  come  to  me  that  dreadful 
night?" 

"  Yes,  to  bid  you  farewell." 

"  My  God  !  and  where  were  you  going  ?  " 

"  I  was  going  to  kill  myself." 

Marie  uttered  a  shriek  of  fright,  and  turned  pale. 

"  Frederick,"  said  David,  "  you  see  what  impru- 
dence —  " 

"  Xo,  no,  M.  David,"  interrupted  the  young  woman, 
trying  to  smile.  "It  is  I  who  am  absurdly  weak. 
Have  I  not  my  son  here  in  my  arms,  on  my  heart  ?" 

As  she  said  these  words,  Marie  pressed  her  son  in  her 
arms,  as  they  sat  together  on  the  sofa;  then  kissing 
him  on  the  forehead,  she  added,  in  a  tremblng  voice : 

"  Oh,  I  have  you  in  my  arms.  Now  I  have  no  more 
fear,  I  can  hear  all." 

"Well,  mother,  devoured  by  envy,  and  more  than 
that,  pursued  by  remorse,  which  always  awakened  at  the 
sound  of  your  voice,  I  wanted  to  kill  myself.  I  went 
out  with  M.  David,  I  escaped  from  him.  He  succeeded 
in  finding  my  tracks.  I  had  run  to  the  Loire,  and  when 
he  arrived  — -  " 

"  Ah  !  unhappy  child  I  "  cried  Marie,  "  but  for  him 
you  would  have  drowned  !  " 

"  Yes,  and  when  I  was  about  to  drown  I  called  you, 
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mother,  as  one  calls  for  help.  He  heard  my  cries,  and 
threw  himself  in  the  Loire,  and  —  " 

Frederick  was  interrupted  by  Marguerite. 

The  old  servant  this  time  did  not  present  herself 
smiling  and  triumphant,  but  timid  and  alarmed,  as  she 
whispered  to  her  mistress,  as  if  she  were  announcing 
some  fatal  news : 

"  Madame,  madame,  monsieur  has  come  !" 
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These  words  of  Marguerite,  "Monsieur  has  come!" 
announcing  the  arrival  of  Jacques  Bastien  at  the  very 
moment  in  which  Marie  realised  that  she  owed  to  David 
not  only  the  moral  restoration  hut  the  life  of  her  son,  so 
appalled  the  young  woman  that  she  sat  mute  and  motion- 
less, as  if  struck  l)y  an  unexpected  lilow  ;  for  the  inci*- 
dents  of  the  morning  had  Ijanished  from  her  mind  every 
thought  of  her  husband's  letter.  Frederick,  on  his  part, 
felt  a  sad  surprise.  Thanks  to  his  mother's  reticence  he 
was  ignorant  of  much  of  his  father's  unkindness  and  in- 
justice, but  certain  domestic  scenes  in  which  the  natural 
brutality  of  Jacques  Bastien's  character  had  been  mani- 
fested, and  the  unwise  severity  with  which  he  exercised 
his  paternal  authority  in  his  rare  visits  to  the  farm, 
united  in  rendering  the  relations  of  father  and  son  very 
strained. 

David  also  saw  the  arrival  of  M.  Bastien  wiht  pro- 
found apprehension ;  although  prepared  to  make  all 
possible  concessions  to  tbis  man,  even  to  the  })oint  of 
utter  self-effacement,  it  pained  him  to  think  that  the 
continuity  of  his  relations  with  Frederick  and  his  mother 
de|)ended  absolutely  on  the  caprice  of  Jacques  Bastien. 

Marguerite  was  so  little  in  advance  of  her  mast(>r  that 
David,  Marie,  and  hei-  son  were  still  under  the  effects  of 
their  astonishment  and  jiainful  reflections,  when  Jac(|ues 
Bastien  entered  the  library,  accompanied  by  his  com- 
panion, Bridou,  the  bailiff  of  Pont  Brillant. 

Jacques  Bastien,  as  we  have  said,  was  an  obese  Hr>r- 
cules ;  his  large  head,  covered  with  a  forest  of  reddish 
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blond  curls,  was  joined  close  to  his  broad  shoulders  by 
the  neck  of  a  bull ;  his  face  was  large,  florid,  and  almost 
beardless,  as  is  frequently  the  case  in  athletic  physiques ; 
his  nose  big,  his  lips  of  the  kind  called  blubber,  and  his 
eye  at  the  same  time  sbrewd,  wicked,  and  deceitful. 
The  blue  blouse,  which,  according  to  his  custom,  he  wore 
over  his  riding-coat,  distinctly  delineated  the  prominence 
of  his  Falstaff-like  stomach  ;  he  wore  a  little  caj)  of  fox 
hair,  with  ear-protectors,  trousers  of  cheap  velvet,  and 
iron-tipped  boots  that  had  not  been  cleaned  for  several 
days ;  in  one  of  his  short,  yet  enormous  hands,  broader 
than  they  were  long,  he  carried  a  stick  of  holly-wood, 
fastened  to  his  wrist  by  a  greasy  leather  string ;  and  if 
Mie  truth  must  be  told,  this  man,  a  sort  of  mastodon,  at 
ten  paces  distant,  smelled  like  a  goat. 

His  boon  companion,  Bridou,  also  clad  in  a  blouse 
over  his  old  black  coat,  and  wearing  a  round  hat,  was  a 
small  man,  with  spectacles,  lank,  covered  with  freckles, 
with  a  cunning,  sly  expression,  pinched  mouth,  and  high 
cheek-bones :  one  might  have  taken  him  for  a  ferret 
wearing  eyeglasses. 

At  the  sight  of  Jacques  Bastien,  David  shuddered 
with  pain  and  apprehension,  as  he  tho\ight  that  Marie's 
life  was  for  ever  linked  to  the  life  of  this  man,  who  even 
lacked  the  generosity  of  remaining  absent  from  the 
unhappy  woman. 

Jacques  Bastien  and  Bridou  entered  the  library  with- 
out salutation  ;  the  first  words  that  the  master  of  the 
domicile,  with  an  angry  frown  and  rude  voice,  addressed 
to  his  wife,  who  rose  to  receive  him,  were  these : 

'•  Who  gave  the  order  to  fell  my  fir-trees?" 

"  What  fir-trees,  monsieur  ? "  asked  Marie,  without 
knowing  what  she  said,  so  much  was  she  upset  by  her 
husband's  arrival. 

"•Flow,  what  fir-trees?"  replied  Jacques  Bastien. 
"What  but  my  fir-trees  on  the  road?  Do  I  speak 
enigmas  ?     In  passing  along  the  road  I  have  just  seen 
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that  more  than  a  thousand  of  the  finest  trees  on  the 
border  of  the  plantation  have  been  cut  down !  I  ask 
you  who  has  allowed  them  to  be  sold  without  my 
order  ?  " 

"  They  have  not  been  sold,  monsieur,"  replied  Marie, 
regaining  her  self-possession. 

"  If  they  have  not  been  sold,  why  were  they  cut  down  ? 
Who  ordered  them  cut  down  ? " 

"  I  did,  monsieui'." 

«  You  ?  " 

And  Jacques  Bastien,  overwhelmed  with  astonishment, 
was  silent  a  moment ;  then  he  said  : 

"  Ah  I  so  it  was  you,  madame  !  A  new  performance, 
forsooth !  You  are  drawing  it  I'ather  strong.  What  do 
you  say  about  it,  Bridou?" 

"  Bless  me,  Jacques,  you  had  better  look  into  it." 

"  That  is  just  what  1  am  going  to  do ;  and  what  use 
did  you  have  for  the  money,  madame,  that  you  had 
more  than  a  thousand  of  my  finest  firs  cut  down,  if 
you  please  ? " 

"  Monsieur,  it  would  he  better,  I  think,  to  talk  of  busi- 
ness when  we  are  alone.  You  must  see  that  my  son's 
preceptor,  M.  David,  is  present." 

And  Madame  Bastien  indicated  by  her  glance  David, 
who  was  sitting  apart  from  the  company. 

Jacques  Bastien  turned  around  abruptly,  and  after 
having  contemptuously  measured  David  from  head  to 
foot,  said  to  him,  rudely : 

"  Monsieur,  I  wish  to  speak  with  my  wife." 

David  bowed  and  went  out,  and  Frederick  followed 
him,  outraged  at  the  treatment  received  by  his  friend. 

"  Come,  madame,"  continued  Jacques  Bastien,  "  you 
see  your  Latin  si)ittcr  has  departed ;  are  you  going  to 
answer  me  at  last : " 

"  When  we  are  alone,  monsieur." 

"  If  it  is  I  who  restrain  you,"  said  Bridou,  walking 
toward  the  door,  "  I  am  going  to  march  out." 
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"  Come  now,  Bridou,  do  you  make  a  jest  of  every- 
body ?     Please  stay  where  you  are,"  cried  Jacques. 

Then,  turning  to  Marie,  he  said : 

"  My  companion  knows  my  business  as  well  as  I  do ; 
now,  madame,  we  are  talking  of  business,  for  a  thou- 
sand firs  on  the  edge  of  my  farm  is  a  matter  of  business, 
and  a  big  one,  too ;  so  Bridou  will  remain." 

"  As  you  please,  monsieur ;  then  I  will  tell  you  before 
M.  Bridou  that  T  thought  it  my  duty  to  have  your  fir- 
trees  cut  down,  in  order  to  give  them  to  the  unfortunate 
valley  people,  that  they  might  rebuild  their  dwellings 
half  destroyed  by  the  overflow." 
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From  Jacques  Bastien's  point  of  view,  the  thing  was 
so  outrageous  that  it  was  incomprehensible  to  him,  as 
he  artlessly  said  to  the  bailiff,  "  Bridou,  do  you  under- 
stand it  ?  " 

"  Why,  bless  me,  yes,"  replied  Bridou,  with  an  air  of 
assumed  good  nature,  "  madame,  your  wife,  has  made  a 
present  of  your  fir-trees  to  the  sufferers  from  the  over- 
flow ;  that  is  true,  is  it  not,  madame  ?  " 

"  Yes,  monsieur." 

Bastien,  almost  choked  with  anger  and  astonishment, 
at  first  could  do  nothing  but  stammer  as  he  looked 
furiously  at  his  wife : 

"  You  —  have  —  dared  —  what !  You  —  " 

Then  stamping  his  foot  with  rage,  he  made  a  step 
toward  his  wife,  shaking  his  great  fists  with  such  a 
threatening  air,  that  the  bailiff  jumped  before  him,  and 
cried :  "  Come,  Jacques,  what  in  the  devil  are  you 
doing  ?  You  will  not  die  of  it,  old  fellow ;  it  is  only  a 
present  of  about  two  thousand  francs  that  your  wife  has 
given  to  the  sufferers." 

"  And  you  think  1  shall  let  it  go  like  that  ?  "  replied 
Jacques,  trying  to  restrain  himself.  "  You  must  be  a 
fool  if  you  thought  you  could  hide  it.  This  destruc- 
tion of  my  firs  was  plain  enough  before  my  eyes  as  I 
passed.     You  forgot  that,  eh  ? " 

"  If  you  had  been  here,  monsieur,"  answered  Marie, 
softly,  for  fear  of  irritating  Bastien  still  more,  "  like  me, 
you  would  have  been  a  witness  of  this  terrible  disaster 
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and  the  evils  it  caused,  and  you  would  have  done  the 
same,  I  do  not  doubt." 

"  I,  by  thunder,  when  I  myself  have  a  part  of  my  land 
ruined  with  sand." 

"  But,  monsieur,  there  is  enough  land  and  wood  left 
you,  while  these  poor  people  whom  we  helped  were  with- 
out bread  and  shelter. 

"  Ah,  indeed ;  then  it  is  my  business  to  give  bread 
and  shelter  to  those  who  have  not  got  it!"  cried 
Bastien,  exasperated ;  "  upon  my  word  of  honour,  it  is 
making  a  tool  of  me.     Do  you  hear  her,  Bridou  ?  " 

"  You  know  very  well,  old  fellow,  that  ladies  under- 
stand nothing  about  business,  and  they  had  better  not 
meddle  with  it  at  all,  ha,  ha,  ha!  especially  in  cutting 
wood,"  replied  the  bailiff  with  a  mellifluous  giggle. 

"  But  did  I  tell  her  to  meddle  with  it  ? "  replied 
Jacques  Bastien,  whose  fury  continued  to  rise ;  "  could 
I  suppose  she  would  ever  have  the  audacity  to  —  But 
no,  no,  there  is  something  else  at  the  bottom  of  it, 
she  must  have  her  head  turned.  Ah,  by  thunder !  I 
came  just  in  time.  By  this  sample,  it  appears  that 
wonderful  things  have  been  going  on  here  in  my  absence. 
Come,  come,  I  shall  have  trouble  enough ;  fortunately 
I  am  equal  to  it,  and  I  have  a  solid  fist." 

Marie,  looking  up  at  Jacques  with  an  expression  of 
supplicating  sweetness,  said  to  him  : 

"  I  cannot  regret  what  I  have  done,  monsieur,  only 
I  do  regret  that  an  act  which  seems  to  me  to  merit  your 
approval,  should  cause  you  such  keen  disappointment 
and  annoyance.  Besides,"  added  the  young  woman, 
trying  to  smile,  '•  i  am  certain  that  you  will  forget  this 
trouble  when  you  learn  how  courageously  Frederick  has 
behaved  at  the  time  of  the  overflow.  At  the  risk  of  his 
life,  he  saved  Jean  Francois  and  his  wife  and  children 
from  certain  death.  Two  other  families  of  the  valley 
;verc  also  —  " 

"  Eh,  by  God's  thunder !  it  is  precisely  because  he 
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paid  with  his  own  person  that  you  did  not  need  to  make 
yourself  so  generous  at  my  expense,  and  pay  out  of  my 
purse,"  cried  the  booby,  interrupting  his  wife. 

"  How,"  repHed  Marie,  confounded  by  this  reproach, 
"  did  you  know  that  Frederick  —  " 

"  Had  gone,  like  so  many  others,  to  the  aid  of  the 
inundated  families  ?  Zounds !  I  was  bored  with  that  talk 
in  Pont  Brillant.  That  is  a  fine  affair  indeed.  Who 
forced  him  to  do  it  ?  If  he  did  it,  it  was  because  it 
suited  him  to  do  it.  Oh,  well,  so  much  the  better  for 
him.  Besides,  the  newspapers  are  full  of  such  tricks. 
And  yet,  if  the  name  of  my  son  had  at  least  been  put 
in  the  journal  betimes,  that  would  have  pleased  me." 

"  Perhaps  he  would  have  had  the  cross  of  honour," 
added  the  bailiff,  with  a  bantering,  sarcastic  air. 

"  Besides,  we  must  have  a  talk  about  my  son,  and 
a  serious  one,"  continued  Jacques  Bastien.  "  My  com- 
panion, Bridou,  will  also  have  a  say  in  that." 

"  I  do  not  understand  you,"  answered  Marie,  stam- 
mering. "  What  relation  can  M.  Bridou  possibly  have 
with  Frederick?" 

"  You  will  know,  because  we  will  have  a  talk  to- 
morrow, and  with  you,  and  about  a  good  deal.  Do  not 
think  you  understand  that  this  affair  of  my  thousand 
fir-trees  will  pass  like  a  letter  by  the  post.  But  it  is  six 
o'clock,  let  us  have  dinner." 

And  he  rang. 

At  these  words,  Marie  remembered  the  silver  plate 
carried  to  the  city  and  sold  in  the  absence  and  without 
the  knowledge  of  her  husband.  Had  she  been  alone 
with  Jacques,  she  would  have  endured  his  threats  and 
injuries  and  anger,  but  when  she  thought  of  the  trans- 
ports of  rage  he  would  yield  to  before  her  son  and 
David,  she  was  frightened  at  the  possible  consequences 
of  such  a  scene,  and  with  reason. 

Jacques  Bastien  went  on  talking : 

"Have  you  had  a  good  fire  made  in  Bridou's  cham- 
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ber  ?     I  wrote  to  you  that  he  would  spend  several  days 
here." 

"  I  thought  you  would  share  your  chamber  with  M. 
Bridou,"  replied  Madame  Bastien.  "  Unless  you  do, 
I  do  not  see  how  1  can  lodge  the  gentleman." 

"  What!   there  is  a  chamber  up-stairs." 

"  But  that  is  occupied  by  my  son's  preceptor." 

"  You  are  very  fine,  you  are,  with  your  preceptor. 
Ah,  well,  'tis  easy  to  take  him  by  the  shoulders  and  put 
him  out,  your  Latin  spitter,  and  there's  the  room." 

"  I  should  be  distressed  to  put  him  out,"  said  the 
bailiff.     "  I  would  prefer  to  go  back." 

"  Come,  come,  Bridou,  evidently  we  are  going  to 
quarrel,"  replied  Jacques. 

Then,  turning  to  his  wife,  he  said,  angrily  : 

"  What  I  I  warned  you  this  morning  that  Bridou  would 
spend  several  days  here,  and  nothing  is  prepared  ?  " 

"  But,  monsieur,  I  ask  again,  where  do  you  wish  me 
to  put  the  preceptor  of  my  son  if  M.  Bridou  occupies 
his  chamber  ?  " 

"  The  preceptor  of  my  son,"  repeated  Jacques,  puffing 
up  his  cheeks  and  shrugging  his  shoulders ;  "  you  have 
only  that  in  your  mouth,  playing  the  duchess.  Ah  well ! 
the  preceptor  of  your  son  can  sleep  with  Andr^,  it  won't 
kill  him." 

"  But  surely,  monsieur,"  said  Marie,  "  you  do  not 
think  that  —  " 

"  Come  now,  do  not  provoke  me,  or  I  will  go  and  tell 
your  Latin  spitter  to  march  out  of  my  house  this  instant, 
and  see  if  I  follow  him  on  the  road  to  Pont  Brillant. 
It  will  amount  in  the  end  to  my  not  being  master  of  my 
own  house,  by  God's  thunder  !  " 

Marie  trembled.  She  knew  M.  Bastien  capable  of 
driving  the  preceptor  brutally  out  of  the  house.  She 
was  silent  a  moment,  then  remembering  the  untiring 
devotion  of  David,  she  replied,  trying  to  restrain  her 
tears : 
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"  Very  well,  monsieur,  the  preceptor  will  share 
Andre's  chamber." 

"  Indeed,"  answered  Jacques,  with  a  sarcastic  air, 
"  that  is  very  fortunate." 

"  And  besides,  you  see,  madarae,"  added  the  bailiff 
with  a  conciliatory  air,  "  a  preceptor  is  little  more  than 
a  servant,  not  anything  more,  because  it  is  a  person  who 
takes  wages,  or  I  would  not  have  him  put  out  by  the 
shoulders  thus,  as  this  great  buffoon  Jacques  says." 

Marguerite  entered  at  this  moment  to  announce  dinner. 
Bridou  took  oft'  his  blouse,  passed  his  hand  through  his 
yellow  hair,  and  with  a  coquettish  air  offered  his  arm 
to  Madame  Bastien,  who  trembled  in  every  limb. 

Jacques  Bastien  threw  his  holly  stick  in  a  corner, 
kept  on  his  blouse,  and  followed  his  wife  and  the  bailiff 
to  the  dining-room. 
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When  Madame  Bastien,  her  husband,  and  the  bailiff 
entered  the  dining-room,  they  found  there  David  and 
Fredericiv. 

The  latter  exchanged  a  glance  with  his  preceptor, 
approached  Jacques  Bastien,  and  said  to  him,  in  a 
respectful  tone : 

"  Good  morning,  father,  I  thought  you  wished  to  be 
alone  with  my  mother,  and  that  is  why  I  withdrew  upon 
your  arrival." 

"  It  seems  that  your  hysterics  are  gone,"  said  Bastien 
to  his  son,  in  a  tone  of  sarcasm,  "  and  you  no  longer 
need  to  travel  for  pleasure.  That  is  a  pity,  for  I  wanted 
to  humour  you  with  pleasure." 

"  I  do  not  know  what  you  mean,  father." 

Instead  of  replying  to  his  son,  Bastien,  still  standing, 
occupied  himself  in  counting  the  plates  on  the  table;  he 
saw  five  and  said  to  his  wife,  curtly  : 

"  Why  are  there  five  plates  ?  " 

a  Why,  monsieur,  because  we  are  five,"  replied  Marie. 

"How  five?  I,  Bridou,  you  and  your  son,  does  that 
make  five  ?" 

"  Yon  forget  M.  David,"  said  Marie. 
.     Jacques  then  addressed  the  preceptor. 

"  Monsieur,  I  do  not  know  upon  what  conditions  my 
wife  has  engaged  you.  As  for  me,  I  am  master  here, 
and  I  do  not  like  to  have  strangers  at  my  table.  That 
is  my  opinion." 

At  this  new  rudeness,  the  calmness  of  David  did  not 
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forsake  him,  the  consciousness  of  insult  brought  an  in- 
vohmtary  bhish  to  his  brow,  but  he  bowed,  without  utter- 
ing a  word,  and  started  toward  the  door. 

Frederick,  his  face  flushed  with  indignation  and  dis- 
tress at  this  second  outrage  against  the  character  and 
dignity  of  David,  was  preparing  to  follow  him,  when  a 
supplicating  glance  from  his  friend  arrested  him. 

At  this  moment,  Marie  said  to  the  preceptor  : 

"  M.  David,  M.  Bastien  having  disposed  of  your  cham- 
ber for  a  few  days,  will  you  consent  to  having  a  bed 
prepared  for  you  in  the  chamber  with  old  Andr^  ?  — 
unfortunately  we  have  no  other  place  for  you." 

"  Nothing  easier,  madame,"  replied  David,  smiling. 
"  I  have  the  honour  of  being  somewhat  at  home  ;  so  it 
is  for  me  to  yield  tlie  chamber  I  occupy  to  a  stranger." 

David  bowed  again  and  left  the  dining-room. 

After  the  departure  of  the  preceptor,  Jacques  Bastien, 
entirely  unconscious  of  his  coarseness,  sat  down  to  the 
table,  for  he  was  very  hungry  in  spite  of  the  anger  he 
nursed  against  his  wife  and  son. 

Each  one  took  his  place. 

Jacques  Bastien  had  Bridou  on  his  right,  Frederick  on 
his  left,  and  ^Nfarie  sat  opposite. 

The  anxiety  of  the  young  woman  made  her  seek  to 
change  the  subject  of  conversation  constantly  ;  she  feared 
Jacques  might  discover  the  absence  of  tlie  silver  plate. 

This  revelation,  however,  hung  upon  a  new  incident. 

Jacques  Bastien,  removing  the  cover  from  the  soup 
tureen,  dilated  his  wide  nostrils,  so  as  to  inhale  the 
aroma  of  the  cabbage  soup  he  had  ordered,  but,  finding 
his  expectation  mistaken,  he  cried  furiously,  addressing 
his  wife  : 

"  What !  no  cabbage  soup  ?  and  I  wrote  to  you  ex- 
pressly that  I  wanted  it.  Perhaps  there  is  no  leg  of 
mutton  with  cloves  either  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  know,  monsieur,  I  forgot  to  —  " 

'•  By  God's  thunder;  what  a  woman,  —  there  !"  cried 
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Jacques,  furiously,  throwing  the  tureen  cover  down  on 
the  table  so  violently  that  it  broke  in  {jieces. 

At  the  brutal  exclamation  of  his  father,  Frederick 
betrayed  his  indignation  by  an  abrupt  movement. 

Immediately  Marie,  pressing  her  son's  hand  under  the 
table,  signified  her  disai)pr()val,  and  he  restrained  him- 
self, but  his  quick  resentment  did  not  escape  the  eye  of 
Jacques,  who,  after  looking  a  long  time  at  his  son  in 
silence,  said  to  Bridou  : 

"  Come,  my  comrade,  we  must  content  ourselves  with 
this  slop." 

"  It  is  pot  luck,  my  old  fellow,"  said  the  bailiff.  "  Pot 
luck,  eh,  eh,  we  all  know  that." 

"  Come,"  said  Jacques,  "  let  us  at  least  say  our  grace 
before  eating," 

And  he  poured  out  a  bumper  for  Bridou,  after  which 
he  emptied  almost  the  rest  of  the  bottle  in  an  enormous 
glass,  which  he  was  accustomed  to  use,  and  which  held 
a  pint. 

The  obese  Hercules  swallowed  this  bumper  at  one 
draught,  then,  disposing  himself  comfortably  to  serve 
the  soup,  he  took  in  his  hand  an  iron  spoon,  plated  over, 
and  bright  with  cleanliness. 

"  Why  in  the  devil  did  you  put  this  pot  ladle  here  ?  " 
said  he  to  Marie. 

"  Monsieur,  I  do  not  know,"  replied  the  young  woman, 
looking  down  and  stammering,  "I  —  " 

"  Why  not  put  on  the  table  my  large  silver  ladle,  as 
usual,"  asked  Jacques.  "  Is  it  liecause  my  comrade 
Bridou  has  come  to  dine  here  ?" 

Then,  addressing  his  son,  he  said,  abruptly  : 

"  Get  the  silver  ladle  from  the  buffet." 

"  It  is  useless,  father,"  said  Frederick,  resolutely,  see- 
ing the  anguish  of  his  mother  and  wishing  to  turn  his 
father's  anger  toward  himself.  "The  large  silver  ladle 
is  not  in  the  house ;  neither  is  the  rest  of  the  silver." 

"  What  ?  "  asked  Jacques,  stupidly. 
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But,  not  believing  his  ears,  he  seized  the  plate  at  his 
side,  looked  at  it,  and  convinced  of  the  truth  of  his  son's 
words,  he  remained  a  moment,  besotted  with  amazement. 

Frederick  and  his  mother  exchanged  glances  at  this 
critical  moment. 

The  young  man,  determined  to  bring  his  father's 
anger  on  himself  alone,  replied,  resolutely  : 

"  It  was  I,  father ;  without  telling  my  mother,  I  sold 
the  silver  for  —  " 

"  Monsieur,"  cried  Marie,  addressing  Jacques,  "  do  not 
believe  Frederick  ;  it  was  I,  and  I  alone,  who  —  ah,  well, 
yes,  it  was  I  who  sold  the  silver." 

Notwithstanding  his  wife's  confession,  Jacques  Bas- 
tien  could  not  believe  what  he  had  heard,  so  preposter- 
ous, so  impossible  did  the  whole  thing  appear. 

Bridou  himself,  this  time,  sincerely  shared  the  bewil- 
derment of  his  friend,  and  the  bailiff  broke  the  silence 
by  saying  to  Jacques  : 

"  Humph,  humph,  old  fellow,  this  is  another  affair  to 
selling  your  fir-trees,  I  think." 

Marie  expected  an  explosion  of  wrath  from  her  pas- 
sionate husband.     There  was  no  such  thing. 

Jacques  remained  silent,  immovable,  and  absorbed 
for  a  long  time.  His  broad  face  was  more  florid  than 
usual.  He  drank,  one  after  another,  two  great  glasses 
of  wine,  leaned  his  elbows  on  the  table,  with  his  chin  in 
the  palm  of  his  hand,  drumming  convulsively  on  his  fat 
cheek  with  his  contracted  fingers.  Fixing  on  his  wife's 
face  his  two  little  gray  eyes,  which  glittered  under  his 
frowning  eyebrows  with  a  sinister  light,  he  said,  with 
apparent  calmness : 

"  You  say  then,  madame,  that  all  the  silver  —  " 

"  Monsieur  —  " 

"  Come,  speak  out,  you  see  that  I  am  calm." 

Frederick  rose  instinctively  and  stood  by  his  mother 
as  if  to  protect  her,  so  much  did  his  father's  composure 
frighten  him. 
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"  My  child,  sit  down,"  said  Marie,  in  a  sweet,  gentle 
voice. 

Frederick  returned  to  his  place  at  the  table  and  sat 
down.  This  unexpected  movement  on  the  part  of  Fred- 
erick had  been  observed  by  M.  Bastien,  who  contented 
himself  with  questioning  his  wife,  without  changing  his 
attitude,  and  continuing  to  drum  with  the  ends  of  his  fat 
fingers  upon  his  left  cheek. 

"  You  say,  then,  madame,  that  the  silver,  that  my 
silver  —  " 

"  Ah,  well,  monsieur,"  replied  Marie,  in  a  firm  voice, 
"  your  silver,  I  have  sold  it." 

"  You  have  sold  it  ? " 

"  Yes,  monsieur." 

"  And  to  whom  ? " 

"  To  a  silversmith  in  Font  Brillant." 

"  What  is  his  name  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  know,  monsieur." 

"  Truly  ?  " 

"  It  was  not  I  who  went  to  town  to  sell  the  silver, 
monsieur." 

"  Then  who  did  ? " 

"  No  matter,  monsieur,  it  is  sold." 

"  That  is  true,"  replied  Bastien,  emptying  his  glass 
again  ;  "  and  why  did  you  sell  it,  if  you  please,  —  sell  this 
silver  which  belonged  to  me  and  to  me  alone  ? " 

"My  friend,"  whispered  Bridou  to  Jacques,  "you 
frighten  me ;  get  angry,  shriek,  storm,  howl,  I  would 
rather  see  that  than  to  see  you  so  calm, — your  forehead 
is  as  white  as  a  sheet  and  full  of  sweat." 

Bastien  did  not  reply  to  his  friend  and  continued : 

"  You  have,  madame,  sold  my  silver  to  buy  what  ? " 

"  I  besought  you,  monsieur,  to  send  me  some  money 
to  help  the  victims  of  the  overflow." 

"  The  overflow  !  "  exclaimed  Jacques,  with  a  burst  of 
derisive  laughter.  "  That  overflow  has  a  famous  back, 
it  carries  a  good  deal !  " 
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"  I  will  not  add  another  word  on  this  subject,"  replied 
Marie,  in  a  firm  and  dignified  tone. 

A  long  silence  followed. 

Evidently  Jacques  was  making  a  superhuman  effort  to 
restrain  the  violence  of  his  feelings.  He  was  obliged 
to  rise  from  the  table  and  go  to  the  window,  which  he 
opened,  in  spite  of  the  rigour  of  the  weather,  to  cool  his 
burning  forehead,  for  wicked  designs  were  fermenting  in 
his  brain,  and  he  made  every  effort  to  conceal  them. 
AVhen  he  took  his  place  at  the  table  again,  he  threw  on 
Marie  a  strange  and  sinister  look,  and  said  to  her,  with 
an  accent  of  cruel  satisfaction  : 

'•'•  If  you  knew  how  it  is  with  me,  since  you  have  sold 
my  silver,  you  would  know  that  you  have  done  me  a  real 
service." 

Although  the  ambiguity  of  these  words  caused  her 
some  disquietude,  and  she  was  alarmed  at  the  incompre- 
hensible calmness  of  her  husband,  Marie  felt  a  momen- 
tary relief,  for  she  had  feared  that  M.  Bastieu,  yielding  to 
the  natural  brutality  of  his  character,  might  so  far  forget 
himself  as  to  come  to  injury  and  threats  in  the  presence 
of  her  son,  who  would  interpose  between  his  mother  and 
father. 

Without  addressing  another  word  to  his  wife,  Jacques 
drank  another  glass  of  wine  and  said  to  his  companion : 

"  Come,  old  fellow,  we  are  going  to  eat  cold  dough,  on 
plates  of  beaten  iron ;  it  is  pot  luck,  as  you  say." 

"Jacques,"  said  the  bailiff,  more  and  more  frightened 
at  the  calmness  of  Bastien,  "  I  assure  you  I  am  not  at 
all  hungry." 

"I  —  I  am  ravenous,"  said  Jacques,  with  a  satirical 
laugh  ;  "  it  is  very  easily  accounted  for ;  joy  always  in- 
creases my  appetite,  so,  at  the  present  moment,  I  am  as 
hungry  as  a  vulture." 

"  Joy,  joy,"  repeated  the  bailiff ;  "  you  do  not  look  at 
all  joyous." 

And  Bridou  added,  addressing  Marie,  as  if  to  reassure 
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her,  for,  notwithstanding  the  hardness  of  his  heart,  he 
was  ahnost  moved  to  compassion  : 

"  It  is  all  the  same,  madame,  our  brave  Jacques  now 
and  then  opens  his  eyes  and  grits  his  teeth,  but  at  the 
bottom,  he  is  —  " 

"  Good  man,"  added  Bastien,  pouring  out  another 
drink  ;  "  such  a  good  man,  that  he  is  a  fool  for  it.  It 
is  all  the  same,  you  see,  my  old  Bridou,  I  would  not 
give  my  evening  for  fifty  thousand  francs.  I  have  just 
realised  a  magnificent  profit." 

Jacques  Bastien  never  jested  on  money  matters,  and 
these  words,  "  I  would  not  give  my  evening  for  fifty 
thousand  francs,"  he  pronounced  with  such  aq  accent 
of  certainty  and  satisfaction  that  not  only  the  bailiff 
believed  in  the  mysterious  words,  but  Madame  Bastien 
believed  in  them  also,  and  felt  her  secret  terror 
increasing. 

In  fact,  the  affected  calmness  of  her  husband,  who 
— -  a  strange  and  unnatural  thing  —  grew  paler  in  pro- 
portion as  he  drank,  his  satirical  smile,  his  eyes  glitter- 
ing with  a  sort  of  baleful  joy,  when  from  time  to  time 
he  looked  at  Frederick  and  his  mother,  carried  anguish 
to  the  soul  of  the  young  woman.  So,  at  the  end  of  the 
repast,  she  said  to  Jacques,  after  having  made  a  sign 
to  Frederick  to  follow  her  : 

"  Monsieur,  I  feel  very  much  fatigued  and  quite  ill ; 
I  ask  your  permission  to  retire  with  my  son." 

"As  you  please,"  replied  Jacques,  with  a  guttural 
laugh,  already  showing  excess  of  drink,  "  as  you  please  ; 
where  there  is  constraint  there  is  no  pleasure.  Do  not 
incommode  yourself.  I  shall  incommode  myself  no 
longer.     Be  calm,  have  patience." 

At  these  words,  as  ambiguous  as  the  first,  which  no 
doubt  hid  some  mental  reservation,  Marie,  having  noth- 
ing to  say,  rose,  while  Frederick,  obeying  a  glance  from 
his  mother,  approached  Jacques,  and  said  to  him,  re- 
spectfully : 
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"  Good  night,  father." 

Jacques  turned  around  to  Bridou,  without  replying 
to  his  son,  and  said,  as  he  measured  Frederick  with  a 
satirical  glance : 

"  How  do  you  like  him  ? " 

"  My  faith,  a  very  pretty  boy." 

"  Seventeen  years  old,  soon,"  added  Jacques. 

"That  is  a  fine  age  for  us,"  added  the  bailiff,  ex- 
changing an  intelligent  glance  with  Jacques,  who  said 
rudely  to  his  son  : 

"  Good  evening." 

Marie  and  Frederick  retired,  leaving  Jacques  Bastien 
and  his  comrade  Bridou  at  the  table. 
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When  Madame  Bastien  and  Frederick,  coming  out 
of  tlie  dining-ru(nri,  passed  by  the  library,  they  saw 
David  there,  standing  in  the  door  watching  for  them. 

Marie  extended  her  hand  to  him  cordially,  and  said, 
making  allusion  to  the  two  outrages  to  which  the  pre- 
ceptor had  so  patiently  submitted  : 

"  Can  you  still  have  the  same  devotion  to  us  ?  " 

A  loud  noise  of  moving  chairs  and  bursts  of  laughter 
from  the  dining-room  informed  the  young  woman  that 
her  husband  and  the  bailiff  were  rising  from  the  table. 
She  hastened  to  her  apartment  with  Frederick,  ^fter 
having  said  to  David,  with  a  look  of  despair : 

"  To-morrow  morning,  M.  David.  I  am  now  in  un- 
speakable agony." 

"  To-morrow,  my  friend,"  said  Frederick,  in  his  turn, 
to  David,  as  he  passed  him. 

Then  Marie  and  her  son  entered  their  apartment, 
while  David  ascended  to  the  garret  chamber  he  was  to 
share  with  Andre. 

Scarcely  had  he  entered  his  mother's  chamber  when 
Frederick  threw  himself  in  his  mother's  arms  and  cried 
with  bitterness : 

"  Oh,  mother !  we  were  so  hapi)y  before  the  arrival 
of  —  " 

"  Not  a  word  more,  my  child ;  you  are  speaking  of 
your  father,"  interrupted  Marie.  "  Embrace  me  more 
tenderly  than  ever  ;  you  have  need  of  it,  and  so  have 
I ;  but  no  recriminations  of  your  father." 
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"  Mj  God !  mother,  you  did  not  hear  what  he  said 
to  M.  Bridou  ?  " 

'•  When  your  father  said,  '  Frederick  will  soon  be 
seventeen  ? '  " 

"  Yes,  and  that  man  said  to  my  father,  '  It  is  a  good 
age  for  us.'  " 

"  I,  as  well  as  you,  my  child,  heard  his  words." 

"  '  A  good  age  for  us,'  —  what  does  he  mean  by  that, 
mother  ?  " 

''  I  do  not  know,"  i-eplied  the  young  woman,  hoping 
to  calm  and  reassure  her  son.  '•  Perhaps  we  attach 
too  much  to  these  words,  —  more  than  they  deserve." 

After  a  short  silence,  Frederick  said  to  Marie,  in  an 
altered  voice : 

"  Listen  to  me,  mother.  Since  you  desire  it,  I  shall 
always  have  that  respect  for  my  father  which  I  owe 
to  him,  but  I  tell  you  frankly,  understand  me,  —  if  my 
father  thinks  ever  of  separating  me  from  you  and  M. 
David  —  " 

"  Frederick  !  "  cried  the  young  woman,  alarmed  at 
the  desperate  resolution  she  read  in  her  son's  counte- 
nance, "  why  suppose  what  is  impossible  —  to  separate 
us  !  to  take  you  out  of  the  hands  of  M.  David,  and  that, 
too,  at  a  time  when  —  But  no,  1  repeat,  your  father 
has  too  much  reason,  too  much  good  sense,  to  conceive 
such  an  idea." 

"May  Heaven  hear  you,  mother,  but  I  swear  to  you, 
and  you  know  my  will  is  firm,  that  no  human  power 
shall  separate  me  from  you  and  M.  David,  and  that  I 
will  boldly  say  to  my  father.  Let  him  respect  our 
affection,  our  indissoluble  ties,  and  I  will  bless  him ; 
but  if  he  dares  to  put  his  hand  on  our  happiness  — " 

"  My  son  !  " 

"Oh,  mother!  our  happiness,  it  is  your  life,  and 
your  life  I  will  defend  against  my  father  himself,  you 
understand." 

"  My  God  I  my  Ood  I     Frederick,  1  beseech  you  I  " 
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"  Oh,  let  him  take  care  I  let  him  take  care !  two  or 
three  times  this  evening  my  blood  revolted  against  his 
words." 

"  Stop,  Frederick,  do  not  speak  so  ;  you  will  make 
me  insane.  Why,  then,  oh,  my  God !  will  you  predict 
such  painful,  or  rather,  such  impossible  things  I  You 
only  terrify  yourself  and  render  yourself  desperate." 

"Very  well,  mother,  we  will  wait;  but  believe  me, 
the  frightful  calmness  of  my  father  when  he  learned 
of  the  sale  of  the  silver  hides  something.  We  expected 
to  see  him  burst  forth  into  a  passion,  but  he  remained 
impassible,  he  became  i)ale.  I  never  saw  him  so  pale, 
mother,"  said  Frederick,  embracing  his  mother  with  an 
expression  of  tenderness  and  alarm.  "  Mother,  I  am 
chilled  to  the  heart,  some  danger  threatens  us." 

"  Frederick,"  replied  the  young  woman,  with  a  tone  of 
agonising  reproach,  "you  frighten  me  terriljly,  and  after 
all,  your  father  will  act  according  to  his  own  will." 

"  And  I  also,  mother,  I  will  have  mine." 

"  But  why  suppose  your  father  has  intentions  which 
he  has  not  and  cannot  have  ?  Believe  me,  my  child,  in 
spite  of  his  roughness,  he  loves  you ;  why  shoidd  he  wish 
to  grieve  you  ?  Why  separate  us  and  ruin  the  most  beau- 
tiful, and  the  most  assured  hojies  that  a  mother  ever  had 
for  the  future  of  her  son  ?  Wait,  —  I  am  sure  that  our 
friend  ^L  David  will  say  the  same  thing  that  I  say  to  you. 
Come,  calm  yourself,  take  courage,  we  will  have  perhaps 
to  pass  through  some  disagreeable  experiences,  but  we 
have  already  endured  so  much  that  is  cruel,  we  cannot 
have  much  more  to  suffer." 

Frederick  shook  his  head  sadly,  embraced  his  mother 
with  more  than  usual  tenderness,  and  entered  his  room. 

Madame  Bastien  rang  for  Marguerite. 

The  old  servant  soon  appeared. 

"  Marguerite,"  said  the  young  woman  to  her,  "  is  M. 
Bastien  still  at  table  ?  " 

"  Unfortunately  he  is,  madame." 
274 


ENVY. 

"Unfortunately?" 

"  Bless  me,  I  have  never  seen  monsieur  with  such  a 
wicked  face;  he  drinks — he  drinks  until  it  is  frightful, 
and  in  spite  of  it  all  he  is  pale.  He  has  just  asked  me 
for  a  bottle  of  brandy  and  —  " 

"  That  is  sufficient,  Marguerite,"  said  ^larie,  interrupt- 
ing her  servant  ;  "  have  you  prepared  a  bed  in  Andre's 
chamber  for  M.  David  ?" 

"  Yes,  madame,  M.  David  has  just  gone  up  there,  but 
old  Andrd  says  he  would  rather  sleep  in  the  stable  than 
dare  stay  in  the  same  chamber  with  M.  David.  Besides, 
Andre  will  hardly  have  time  to  go  to  sleep  to-night." 

"  Why  so  ?  " 

"  Monsieur  has  ordered  Andr^  to  hitch  the  horse  at 
three  o'clock  in  the  morning." 

"  What !  M.  Bastien  is  going  away  in  the  middle  of  the 
night  ? " 

"  Monsieur  said  the  moon  rose  at  half  past  two,  and 
he  wished  to  be  at  Blemur  with  M.  Bridou  at  the  break 
of  day,  so  as  to  be  able  to  retm-n  here  to-morrow  even- 
ing." 

"That  is  different.     Come,  good  night,  MargU(  rite." 

"  Madame  —  " 

"What  do  you  want?" 

"  My  God,  madame  !  I  do  not  know  if  I  can  dare  —  " 

"Come,  Marguerite,  what  is  the  matter?" 

"  Madame  has  interrupted  me  every  time  I  spoke 
of  monsieur,  and  yet  I  had  something  to  say  —  some- 
thing —  " 

And  the  servant  stopped,  looking  at  her  mistress  so 
uneasily,  so  sadly  that  the  young  woman  exclaimed  : 

"  My  God  !  what  is  the  matter  with  you,  Marguerite  ? 
You  frighten  me." 

"Ah,  well,  madame,  when  I  went  into  the  dining- 
room  to  give  to  monsieur  the  bottle  of  brandy  he  ordered, 
M.  Bridou  said  to  him,  with  a  surprised  and  alarmed  ex- 
pression, '  Jacques,  you  will  never  do  that.'     Monsieur 
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seeing  me  enter,  made  a  sign  to  M.  Bridou  to  hush,  but 
when  I  went  out,  I  —  madame  will  excuse  me  perhaps 
on  account  of  ray  intention  —  " 

"  Go  on,  Marguerite." 

"  I  went  out  of  the  dining-room,  but  I  stopped  a  mo- 
ment behind  the  door,  and  I  heard  M.  Bridou  say  to 
monsieur,  '  Jacques,  I  say  again,  you  will  not  do  that.' 
Then  monsieur  replied,  '  You  will  see.'  1  did  not  dare 
to  listen  to  more  of  the  conversation,  and  —  " 

"  You  were  right.  Marguerite  ;  you  had  already  been 
guilty  of  an  indiscretion  which  only  your  attachment  to 
me  can  excuse." 

"  What !  What  monsieur  said  does  not  frighten  you  ?" 

"  The  words  of  M.  Bastien  which  you  have  reported  to 
me  prove  nothing.  Marguerite ;  you  are,  I  think,  need- 
lessly alarmed." 

"  God  grant  it,  madame." 

"  Go  and  see,  I  pray  you,  if  M.  Bastien  and  M.  Bridou 
are  still  at  the  table.  If  they  have  left  it,  you  can  go 
to  bed,  I  have  no  further  need  of  you." 

Marguerite  returned  in  a  few  moments,  and  said  to  her 
mistress : 

"  I  have  just  given  a  light  to  monsieur  and  to  M. 
Bridou,  madame,  they  bade  each  other  good  night ;  but, 
wait,  madame,"  said  Marguerite,  interrupting  herself, 
"  do  you  hear  ?  that  is  M.  Bridou  now  going  up-stairs." 

In  fact  the  steps  of  Bastien's  boon  companion  re- 
sounded over  the  wooden  staircase  which  conducted  to 
the  chamber  formerly  occupied  by  David. 

"  Has  M.  Bastien  entered  his  chamber?"  asked  Marie 
of  the  servant. 

"  I  can  see  from  the  outside  if  there  is  a  light  in  mon- 
sieur's chamber,"  replied  Marguerite. 

The  servant  went  out  again,  returned  in  a  few  mo- 
ments, and  said  to  her  mistress,  as  she  shivered  with  the 
cold  : 

"  Monsieur  is  in  his  chamber,  madame ;  I  can  see  the 
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light  through  the  blinds.  My  God,  how  bitter  the  cold 
is ;  it  is  snowing  in  great  heaps,  and  I  forgot  to  make 
your  fire,  madnme.     Perhaps  you  wish  to  sit  up." 

''  No,  Marguerite,  thank  you,  I  am  going  to  bed  im- 
mediately." Marie  added,  after  a  moment's  reflection : 
"  My  shutters  are  closed,  are  they  not?" 

"  Yes,  madame." 

"  And  those  of  my  son's  chamber  also  ?" 

"  Yes,  madame." 

"  Good  night,  Marguerite,  come  to  me  to-morrow  at  the 
break  of  day." 

"  Madame  has  need  of  nothing  else  ? " 

"  No,  thank  you." 

"  Good  night,  madame." 

Marguerite  went  out. 

Marie  locked  her  door,  went  to  see  if  her  shutters  were 
closed,  and  slowly  undressed,  a  prey  to  the  most  poignant 
anxiety,  thinking  of  the  various  events  of  the  evening,  the 
mysterious  words  uttered  by  the  bailiff,  Bridou  on  the 
subject  of  Frederick,  and  especially  of  those  words  which 
passed  between  Jacques  and  his  friend,  which  Marguerite 
had  overheard : 

"  Jacques,  you  will  not  do  that  ?  " 

"  You  will  see." 

The  young  woman,  wrapped  in  her  dressing-gown,  pre- 
pared as  usual  to  embrace  her  son  before  going  to  bed, 
when  she  heard  heavy  walking  in  the  corridor  which 
opened  into  her  apartment. 

No  doubt  it  was  the  step  of  Jacques  Bastien. 

Marie  listened. 

The  steps  discontinued. 

Soon  the  sound  of  this  heavy  walking  was  succeeded 
by  the  noise  of  two  hands,  outside  the  door,  groping  in 
the  darkness  for  the  lock  and  key. 

Jacques  Bastien  wished  to  enter  his  wife's  apartment. 

She,  knowing  the  door  was  locked,  at  first  felt  assured, 
but  soon,  reflecting  that  if  she  did  not  open  the  door  to 
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her  husband,  he  might  in  his  brutal  violence  make  a 
loud  noise,  or  perhaps  break  the  door,  and  by  this  uproar 
waken  her  son  and  call  David  down-stairs,  and  thus  bring 
about  a  collision,  the  possible  consequences  of  which 
filled  her  with  alarm,  she  decided  to  open  the  door. 
Then,  remembering  that  her  son  was  in  the  next  cham- 
ber, and  that  but  a  few  minutes  before  all  her  maternal 
authority  and  tenderness  were  required  to  prevent  an 
expression  of  his  indignation  against  Jacques  Basticn, 
she  recalled  his  I  titter  words,  and  the  resolution  with 
which  he  uttered  them  : 

"  To  make  an  attempt  on  our  happiness,  would  be  to 
attempt  your  life,  mother,  and  your  life  I  will  defend 
even  against  my  father." 

Marie  felt  that  no  human  power,  not  even  her  own, 
could  prevent  Frederick's  interposition  this  time,  if 
Jacques  Bastien,  intoxicated  as  in  all  probability  he  was, 
should  enter  her  chamber,  and  attack  her  with  invective 
and  threatening. 

The  alternative  was  terrible. 

Not  to  open  the  door  would  be  to  expose  herself  to  a 
deplorable  scandal.  To  open-  it  was  to  set  the  son  and 
father  face  to  face,  one  drunk  Mnth  anger  and  wine,  the 
other  exasperated  l»y  the  sense  of  his  mother's  wrongs. 

These  reflections,  as  rapid  as  thought,  Marie  had 
scarcely  ended,  when  she  heard  Jacques  Bastien,  who 
had  found  the  key,  turn  it  in  the  lock  and,  finding  an 
obstacle  inside,  shake  the  door  violently. 

Then  IVIarie  took  a  desperate  resolution  ;  she  ran  to  the 
door,  removed  the  bolt,  and  standing  on  the  threshold  as 
if  to  forbid  entrance  to  Jacques  Bastien,  she  said  to  him 
in  a  low,  suj>plicating  voice  : 

"  My  son  is  sleeping,  monsieur ;  if  you  have  something 
to  say  to  me,  come,  I  beseech  you,  in  the  library." 

The  unhappy  woman  paused  a  moment. 

Her  courage  failed  her,  so  terrible  was  the  expression 
of  Bastien's  countenance. 
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Tlic  rays  of  the  lamp  placed  upon  the  chimneypiece 
ill  Marie's  bedchamber  shone  full  upon  the  face  of  M. 
Bastien,  which,  thus  l)rilliaiitly  lighted,  seemed  to  glare 
upon  the  darkness  of  the  corridor. 

This  man,  who  had  the  bi-eadth  of  Hercules,  was  now 
frightfully  pale  in  etinse(pience  of  the  reaction  of  long 
continued  drink  and  anger.  He  was  about  half  drunk  ; 
his  coarse,  thick  hair  fell  low  on  his  forehead  and  almost 
concealed  his  little,  wicked  gray  eyes.  His  bull-like 
neck  was  naked  and  his  blouse  open,  as  well  as  his  great 
coat  and  vest,  exposing  a  part  of  a  powerful  and  hairy 
chest. 

At  the  sight  of  this  man,  Marie,  as  we  have  said,  felt 
for  a  moment  her  courage  give  way. 

But,  reflecting  that  the  excited  state  in  which  M. 
Bastien  was,  only  rendered  him  more  passionate,  and 
more  intractable,  that  he  would  not  hesitate  at  any  vio- 
lence or  outl)urst  of  temper,  and  that  then  the  interven- 
tion of  David  and  Frederick  would,  unfortunately,  l)ecome 
inevitable,  the  young  woman,  brave  as  she  always  was, 
thanked  Heaven  that  her  son  had  heard  nothing,  seized 
the  lamp  on  the  chimneypiece,  returned  to  her  husband, 
who  stood  immovable  on  the  threshold,  and  said  to  him 
in  a  low  voice : 

"  Let  us  go  in  the  library,  monsieur.  I  am  afraid,  as  I 
told  you,  of  waking  my  son." 

M.  Bastien  appeared  to  take  counsel  with  himself 
before  yielding  to  Marie's  desire. 

After  several  minutes'  hesitation,  during  which  the 
young  woman  almost  died  of  anguish,  the  Hercules 
replied : 

"  Well,  to  come  to  the  point,  I  prefer  that ;  come,  go 
on  before  me." 

Marie,  preceding  Jacques  Bastien  in  the  corridor,  soon 
entered  the  library. 
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Madame  Bastien,  whose  heart  was  beating  violently, 
set  the  lamp  on  the  chimneypiece  in  the  library,  and 
said  to  her  husband  : 

"  What  do  you  wish,  monsieur  ?" 

Jacques  had  reached  that  deirree  of  drunkenness 
which  is  not  madness,  which  leaves  the  mind  even  quite 
clear,  but  which  renders  the  will  implacable ;  he  did  not 
at  first  reply  to  the  question  of  Marie,  who  said  again : 

"  Please,  monsieur,  I  beg  you,  tell  me  what  you  wish 
of  me." 

Jacques,  both  hands  in  the  pockets  of  his  blouse,  stood 
directly  in  front  of  his  wife  ;  sometimes  he  knit  his  eye- 
brows with  a  sinister  expression  as  he  stared  at  her, 
sometimes  he  smiled  with  a  satirical  air. 

Finally,  addressing  Marie  with  a  slow  and  imcertain 
voice,  for  his  half-drunken  condition  retarded  his  utter- 
ance and  obliged  him  to  make  frequent  pauses,  he  said 
to  her : 

"  ^Madame  it  is  about  seventeen  years  and  a  half  that 
we  have  been  married,  is  it  not?" 

"  Yes,  monsieur." 

"  What  good  have  you  been  to  me  ?" 

"  Monsieur !  " 

"  You  have  not  even  served  me  as  a  wife." 

Marie,  her  cheeks  coloured  with  shame  and  indigna- 
tion, started  to  go  out. 

Bastien  barred  the  passage  and  cried  elevating  his 
voice : 
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"  Stop  there  ! " 

"  Silence,  monsieur !  "  said  the  unhappy  woman,  whose 
fears  were  renewed  lest  David  and  Frederick  should  be 
awakened  by  the  noise  of  an  altercation. 

So,  waiting  for  new  outrages,  and  resigned  beforehand 
to  submit  to  them,  she  said  to  Jacques,  in  a  trembling 
voice : 

"  For  pity's  sake,  monsieur,  do  not  speak  so  loud,  they 
will  hear  you.  1  will  listen  to  you,  as  painful  as  this 
conversation  is  to  me." 

"  1  tell  you  that  you  have  been  no  good  to  me  since 
we  were  married;  a  servant  hired  for  wages  would  have 
kept  my  house  better  than  you,  and  with  less  ex- 
pense." 

"  Perhaps,  monsieur,"  replied  Marie,  with  a  bitter 
smile,  "  this  servant  might  not,  as  I,  have  reared  your 
son  —  " 

"  To  hate  his  father  ? " 

"  Monsieur  !  " 

"  Enough  I  I  saw  that  clearly  this  evening.  If  you 
had  not  prevented  him,  that  blackguard  would  have  used 
abusive  language  to  me  and  ranged  himself  on  your  side. 
It  is  very  plain,  and  he  is  not  the  only  one.  As  soon  as 
I  arrive  here,  in  my  own  house,  each  one  of  you  says, 
'  There  is  the  enemy,  there  is  the  wild  boar,  there  is  the 
ogre  ! '  Ah,  well,  let  me  be  an  ogre ;  that  suits  me  very 
well." 

"  You  are  mistaken,  monsieur ;  I  have  always  taught 
your  son  the  respect  that  is  due  you,  and  this  evening 
even  —  " 

"  Enough  !  "  cried  Hercules,  interrupting  his  wife. 

And  he  pursued  his  thought  with  the  tenacity  of  the 
drunkard,  who  concentrates  upon  one  idea  all  the  lucidity 
of  mind  left  to  him. 

"  I  tell  you  again,"  continued  he,  "  that  since  our 
marriage  you  have  served  me  in  nothing ;  you  have 
made  of  my  son  a  coxcomb,  who  requires  preceptois  and 
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pleasure  excursions  to  drive  away  his  hysterics,  and  who, 
over  and  above  that,  curses  me ;  you  have  rifled  my 
wood  and  my  silver,  you  have  stolen  from  me !  " 

"  Monsieiu- !  "  cried  Marie,  indignant. 

"  You  have  stolen  from  me  !  "  repeated  Hercules,  in 
such  a  thundering  voice,  that  Marie  clasped  her  hands, 
and  murmured : 

"  Oh,  for  mercy's  sake,  monsieur,  not  so  loud,  not  so 
loud ! " 

"  Now  then,  since  in  these  seventeen  years  you  have 
done  me  nothing  but  evil,  this  cannot  last." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  I  have  enough  of  it." 

«  But—" 

"  I  have  too  much  of  it.     I  want  no  more  of  it." 

"  I  do  not  understand  you,  monsieur." 

"  No  ?  Well,  then,  when  a  ])erson  or  a  thing  plagues 
me,  I  get  rid  of  it,  and  the  quicker  tlie  better." 

Notwithstanding  his  excitement,  Madame  Bastien  did 
not  for  a  moment  believe  that  her  husband  thought  of 
killing  her;  so,  trying  to  discover  his  intention,  under 
his  mask  of  besotted  anger,  she  said  to  him : 

"  If  I  understand  you  rightly,  monsieur,  you  have 
decided  to  rid  yourself  of  persons  who  annoy  you  or 
displease  you  ?  " 

"  Just  so !  As  your  little  puppy  of  a  son  plagues  me, 
to-morrow  I  will  get  rid  of  him." 

"  You  will  get  rid  of  him  ?     But,  monsieur  —  " 

"  Silence !  Bridou  will  take  him ;  he  will  take  him 
away  with  him  to-morrow  evening,  upon  our  return 
from  Blemur." 

"  You  say,  monsieur,  that  M.  Bridou  will  take  my 
son ;  please  explain  to  me." 

"  He  will  take  him  for  his  board  as  a  young  clerk, 
and  your  Benjamin  who  is  not  mine  will  be  lodged,  fed, 
and  washed,  and  at  eighteen  years  will  get  six  hundred 
francs,  if  Bridou  is  satisfied  with  him." 
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«  Nobody  will  dispose  of  ray  son's  future  without  my 
consent,  monsieur." 

"  Eh  !  "  replied  Jacques,  with  a  sort  of  hollow  roar. 

"  Oh,  monsieur,  if  you  were  to  kill  me  on  the  spot,  I 
would  say  tlie  sauie  thing." 

"  Eh  ! "  again  roared  the  colossus,  more  threatening 
still. 

"  I  tell  you,  monsieur,  that  my  son  shall  not  leave  me. 
He  will  continue  his  studies  under  the  direction  of  his 
preceptor.  I  will  inform  you,  if  you  wish,  of  the  plans 
I  have  for  Frederick,  and  —  " 

"Ah!  that  is  it,  is  it?"  cried  the  colossus,  furious  at 
the  resistance  of  his  wife.  "  Ah,  well,  to-morrow  I  will 
take  this  Latin  spitter  by  the  shoulders  and  kick  him 
out  of  my  door.  Another  one  who  plagues  me,  and  1 
will  get  rid  of.     As  to  you  — " 

"  What  will  be  my  fate,  monsieur  ?  " 

"  You  shall  clear  the  house,  like  the  others." 

"  What  do  you  say,  monsieur  ?  " 

"  When  I  have  enough  of  a  thing,  or  when  I  have  too 
much  of  a  thing  or  a  person,  T  get  rid  of  it." 

"  So,  monsieur,  you  intend  to  drive  me  out  of  your 
house  ? " 

"  Still  stubborn,  are  you  ?  For  seventeen  years  you 
have  been  no  good  to  me,  you  have  turned  my  son 
against  me,  you  have  plundered  my  wood,  stolen  my 
silver,  —  all  that  plagues  me,  and  I  wish  to  get  rid  of 
it.     But  to  begin,  where  are  your  jewels  ?  " 

"  My  jewels  ?  "  asked  Marie,  astonished  at  this  unex- 
pected demand. 

"  Yes,  your  jewels,  valued  at  nearly  one  thousand 
francs ;  go  and  get  them  and  give  them  to  me ;  that 
will  compensate  me  for  the  silver  you  have  robbed  me 
of." 

"  T  do  not  own  these  jewels  any  longer,  monsieur." 

"  What !  " 

"  I  have  sold  them." 
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"  What ! "  cried  Jacques,  stammering  with  anger, 
"  jou  —  you  —  you  —  " 

"  I  have  sold  thejn,  monsieur,  at  the  same  time  the 
silver  was  sold,  and  for  the  same  object." 

•'  You  lie  !  "  cried  the  colossus,  in  a  formidable  voice. 

"Oh,  speak  lower,  monsieur,  I  implore  you,  speak 
lower." 

"  You  are  hiding  your  jewels  to  keep  from  paying 
me,"  added  Hercules,  taking  a  step  toward  his  wife  with 
his  fists  clenched,  and  his  face  livid  with  rage ;  "  you  are 
twice  a  thief  ! " 

"  Please,  monsieur,  do  not  scream  so  I "  cried  the 
young  woman,  not  thinking  of  the  grossness  of  the 
insults  heaped  upon  her,  but  fearing  that  Frederick  and 
David  might  be  awakened  by  his  loud  talk. 

In  short,  furious  that  he  could  not  obtain  his  wife's 
jewels  as  a  compensation  for  the  loss  of  his  silver, — 
the  one  idea  which  had  occupied  his  mind  the  whole 
evening,  —  Jacques,  excited  to  frenzy  by  wine  and 
disappointed  rage,  cried  out : 

"  Ah  I  you  have  hidden  those  jewels,  have  you  ?  Well, 
it  will  not  be  to-morrow  that  you  will  go  out  of  my 
house,  but  it  will  be  to-night,  —  at  once." 

"  Monsieur,  this  is  a  cruel  jest,"  replied  Marie,  over- 
come by  so  many  bitter  experiences.  "  I  desire  to  go  to 
my  chamber ;  it  is  late,  and  I  am  chilled.  To-morrow 
we  will  talk  seriously ;  you  will  then  regain  your  self- 
possession,  and  —  " 

"  That  is  as  much  as  to  say  I  am  drunk  now,  eh  ?  " 

"  To-morrow,  monsieur.     Permit  me  to  retire." 

Jacques,  dreadful  with  anger,  hatred,  and  drunken- 
ness, walked  up  to  his  wife,  and  jtointing  to  the  dark 
corridor  which  conducted  to  the  outside  door,  said  : 

"  Go  out  of  my  house !  I  order  you  out,  you  double 
thief ! " 

Marie  could  not  believe  that  Jacques  was  speaking 
seriously.     She  had  been  trying  to  end  the  painful  cod- 
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versatioii  as  soon  as  possible,  to  prevent  the  intervention 
of  David  and  her  son.  So  she  answered,  addressing  her 
husband  with  the  greatest  sweetness,  hoping  thereby  to 
cahn  him  : 

"  Monsieur,  I  beseech  you,  go  to  your  chamber,  and 
let  me  go  to  mine.     1  repeat  to  you  that  to-morrow  —  " 

"  God's  thunder  !  "  cried  Jacques,  beside  himself  with 
rage,  "  I  did  not  tell  you  to  go  back  to  your  chamber, 
but  to  go  out  of  my  house.  Must  I  take  you  by  the 
shoulders  and  put  you  out  ?  " 

"  Outside  !  "  cried  Marie,  who  understood  from  the 
ferocity  of  Bastien's  face  that  he  was  speaking  seriously. 

It  was  ferocity,  it  was  stupidity,  but  what  could  be 
expected  from  such   a  wretch,  made  furious   by  drink. 

"  Outside  !  "  said  Marie  again,  terrified.  "  But,  mon- 
sieur, you  do  not  mean  it ;  it  is  night,  it  is  cold." 

"  What  is  all  that  to  me  ?  " 

"  Monsieur,  I  beseech  you,  come  to  yourself.  My 
God  !  it  is  one  o'clock  in  the  morning ;  where  do  you 
wish  me  to  go  ?  " 

u  I   will  — " 

"  But,  monsieur  —  " 

"  Once  more  !  will  you  go  out,  thief  ?  " 

And  the  colossus  made  a  step  toward  his  wife. 

"  Monsieur,  one  word,  just  one  word  !  " 

"  Twice,  will  you  go  out  ? " 

And  Jacques  took  another  step  toward  his  wife. 

"  Please  listen  to  me." 

"  Three  times  I  will  you  go  out  ?  " 

And  the  Hercules  turned  up  his  sleeves  to  take  hold 
of  his  wife. 

What  could  the  unfortunate  woman  do  ? 

Cry,  —  call  for  help  ? 

Frederick  and  David  would  awaken,  would  run  to  the 
spot,  and  for  Marie,  there  was  something  more  horrible 
than  this  cruel,  outrageous  expulsion ;  it  was  the  shame, 
the   dreadful  idea  of   being  seen   by  her   son  fighting 
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against  her  husband,  who  wished  to  thrust  her,  half 
naked,  out  of  his  house.  Her  dignity  as  wife  and  as 
mother  revolted  at  this  thought,  and  above  all,  at  the 
idea  of  a  desperate  struggle  between  her  son  and  her 
husband  which  might  result  in  murder, —  in  parricide, 
—  for  Frederick  would  not  stop  at  any  extremity  to 
defend  a  mother  driven  out  of  the  house.  Marie  then 
submitted,  and  when  Jacques  started  to  seize  her  and 
repeated : 

"  Three  times  !  will  you  go  out  ? " 

"  Ah,  well,  yes,  yes,  monsieur,  I  will  go  out,"  she 
replied,  in  a  trembling  voice.  "  I  am  going  out  imme- 
diately, l)ut  no  noise,  I  implore  you !  " 

Then  desperate,  extending  her  supplicating  hands 
toward  Jacques,  who,  still  threatening,  walked  up  to 
her  and  pointed  to  the  outside  door,  Marie,  going  back- 
wards step  by  step  in  the  darkness,  at  last  reached  the 
end  of  the  corridor. 

Basticn  opened  the  door. 

A  puff  of  icy  wind  rushed  through  the  entrance. 

Outside,  nothing  but  darkness  and  drifting  snow. 

"  Oh,  my  God !  what  a  night ! "  murmured  Marie, 
terrified  in  spite  of  her  resolution,  and  wishing  to  turn 
back  ;  "  mercy,  monsieur  !  " 

"  Good  evening ! "  said  the  wretch,  with  a  ferocious 
giggle,  as  he  pushed  his  wife  out  of  the  door. 

Then,  shutting  the  door  again,  he  bolted  it. 

Marie,  bareheaded,  and  with  no  clothing  but  her 
dressing-gown,  felt  her  feet  sink  into  the  thick  layer  of 
snow  with  which  the  floor  of  the  porch  was  already 
covered,  in  spite  of  the  rustic  roof, 

A  ray  of  hope  remained  to  the  poor  woman  ;  for  a 
moment,  she  believed  that  her  husband  was  only  perpe- 
trating a  joke  as  cruel  as  it  was  stupid ;  but  she  heard 
Jacques  walking  away  heavily. 

Soon  he  had  reached  his  chamber,  as  Marie  discovered 
by  the  light  which  shone  through  the  window-blinds. 
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Frozen  by  the  sharp,  penetrating  north  wind,  Marie'a 
teeth  began  to  chatter  convulsively.  She  tried  to  reach 
the  stables  situated  in  a  neighbouring  building.  Unfor- 
tunately she  found  the  garden  gate  fastened,  and  then 
she  remembered  that  this  garden,  surrounded  by  build- 
ings on  all  sides,  was  enclosed  by  a  fence,  in  the  middle  of 
which  was  a  door  which  she  could  not  succeed  in  opening. 

Three  windows  overlooked  this  garden,  two  belonging 
to  the  apartment  of  Jacques  Bastien,  and  the  other  to 
the  dining-room,  where  nobody  slept. 

Marie  had  no  other  help  to  expect. 

She  resigned  herself  to  her  fate. 

Tlie  poor  creature  came  back  to  the  porch,  swept  off 
the  snow  which  covered  the  threshold  with  her  hands, 
and  already  chilled,  stiffened  by  the  cold,  seated  herself 
on  the  stone  step,  barely  sheltered  by  the  roof  of  the 
porch. 
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Jacques  Bastien,  after  having  brutally  put  his  wife 
out  of  the  house,  returned  to  his  chamber  with  a  totter- 
ing- step,  threw  himself  on  the  bed  in  his  clothes,  and 
fell  into  a  profound  sleep. 

At  three  o'clock,  according  to  the  order  he  had  given 
in  the  evening.  Marguerite  carried  a  light  to  her  master 
and  found  him  asleep  ;  she  had  much  difficulty  in  awaken- 
ing him,  and  announced  to  him  that  old  Andre  had  hitched 
the  horse  to  the  little  carriage. 

Jacques,  still  heavy  with  sleep  and  the  consequences 
of  his  intoxication,  which  obscured  his  ideas,  shook  him- 
self in  his  garments,  like  a  tawny  beast  in  his  fur,  passed 
his  hand  through  his  tangled  hair,  ])ut  on  his  back  over 
his  clothes  an  overcoat  of  goatskin  with  long  hairs, 
rinsed  his  mouth  with  a  full  glass  of  brandy,  and  sent 
Marguerite  to  inform  Bridou  that  all  was  ready  for  their 
departure. 

Bastion's  head  was  aching,  his  ideas  confused,  and  he 
scarcely  had  a  vague  remembrance  of  his  atrocious 
brutality  toward  his  wife  ;  he  struggled  painfully  against 
a  violent  desire  to  sleep,  and  while  waiting  for  his  com- 
panion, he  seated  himself  on  the  edge  of  the  bed,  where 
he  was  beginning  to  sleep  again,  when  Bridou  entered. 

"  Come,  Jacques,  come  along,"  said  the  bailiff;  "you 
look  stupid  all  over,  old  fellow,  shake  yourself  up." 

"  There  !  there  !  "  replied  M.  Bastien,  standing  upon 
his  legs  and  rubbing  his  eyes.  "  My  head  is  heavy  and 
my  eyes  full  of  sand,  ^perhaps  the  fresh  air  will  revive 
me.     Wait,  Bridou,  drink  a  drop,  and  then  we  will  set 
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off  on  our  journey.     It  is  twelve  miles  from  here   to 
Bl^mur." 

"To  your  health,  then,  old  fellow!"  said  the  bailiff, 
pouring  out  a  glass  of  brandy.  "  Ah,  so,  you  will  not 
drink  ?  " 

"  Yes,  indeed,  it  will  wake  me  up,  for  my  brain  is 
devilishly  confused." 

And,  after  having  swallowed  a  new  bumper  of  brandy, 
which,  far  from  clearing  his  ideas,  rendered  them  all  the 
more  confused,  Bastien,  preceding  Bridou,  went  out  of 
his  chamber,  followed  the  corridor  and  opened  the  door, 
through  which  he  had  driven  his  wife  two  hours  before. 

But  Marie  had  left  the  porch  where  she  had  at  first 
cowered. 

The  snow  had  ceased  to  fall. 

The  moon  shone  in  the  sky,  the  cold  was  becoming 
more  and  more  intense.  Jacques  felt  it  keenly,  for  he 
had  just  swallowed  two  glasses  of  brandy,  and  for  a  few 
moments  he  seemed  bewildered,  walking  directly  before 
him  across  the  lawn,  instead  of  following  the  walk  which 
led  to  the  gate. 

Bridou  saw  the  distraction  of  his  friend  and  said  to 
him  : 

"  Jacques,  Jacques,  where  in  the  devil  are  you  going  ? " 

"  Sure  enough,"  responded  the  Hercules,  stopping 
short  and  balancing  himself  on  his  legs.  "  Sure  enough, 
old  fellow,"  said  he.  "  I  do  not  know  what  is  the 
matter  with  me ;  I  am  besotted  this  morning.  I  go  to 
the  right  when  I  mean  to  go  to  the  left.  It  is  the  cold 
which  pinches  me  so  when  I  come  out  of  the  house." 

"  It  is  enough  to  pinch  one !  "  replied  Bridou,  shiver- 
ing.    "  I  have  a  hood  and  a  comforter,  and  I  am  frozen." 

"  You  chilly  fellow,  go  on  !  " 

"  That  is  very  easy  for  you  to  say." 

"  Come,  Bridou,  do  you  want  my  skin  ?" 

"  What !  your  skin  ?  " 

"  My  goatskin,  you  idiot !" 
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"  And  what  will  you  do,  Jacques  ?  " 

"  Take  it ;  when  I  get  into  the  carriage  the  heat 
will  fly  to  my  head,  and  1  shall  sleep  in  spite  of  myself." 

"  Then,  Jacques,  1  accept  your  skin  all  the  more 
cheerfully,  my  old  fellow,  for  if  you  fall  asleep  you  will 
turn  us  over." 

"  Here,  put  it  on,"  said  Jacques,  taking  off  his  goat- 
skin, in  which  his  companion  soon  wrapped  himself. 
"  Come,  now,"  said  Bastien,  passing  his  hand  over  his 
forehead,  "  1  feel  more  like  myself  ;  I  am  better." 

And  Jacques,  with  a  less  unsteady  step,  reached  the 
gate  that  Andre  had  just  opened  from  the  outside,  as  he 
led  the  old  white  horse,  hitched  to  the  carriage,  to  a 
convenient  spot  for  his  master. 

Bastien  jumped  into  the  cai'riage  first ;  Bridou,  em- 
barrassed by  the  goatskin,  stumbled  on  the  foot-board. 

"Take  care,  master,  take  care,"  said  old  Andr^, 
deceived  by  tlie  goatskin,  and  thinking  he  was  address- 
ing M,  Bastien.     "•  [*ay  attention,  master !  " 

"  Jacques,  this  must  be  a  regular  lion's  skin,"  whis- 
pered the  bailiff.  '•  Your  servant  takes  me  for  you,  old 
fellow,  because  I  have  on  your  cloak." 

Bastien,  whose  mind  continued  to  be  somewhat  con- 
fused, took  the  reins  and  said  to  Andre,  who  stood  at 
the  horse's  head : 

"  Is  the  old  road  to  Blemur  good  ?  " 

"  The  old  road  ?     Why,  nobody  can  pass,  monsieur." 

a  Why  ? " 

"  Because  the  overflow  has  washed  up  everything, 
monsieur,  without  counting  the  embankment  on  the  side 
of  the  pond  which  has  been  swept  away,  —  so  from  that 
place  the  road  is  still  covered  ten  feet  in  water." 

"  That  is  a  pity,  for  that  would  have  shortened  our 
w^ay  wonderfully,"  replied  Bastien,  whipping  the  horse 
so  vigorously  that  it  started  off  at  a  full  gallop. 

"  Softly,  Jacques,  softly,"  said  the  bailiff,  beginning 
to  feel  concerned  about  his  comrade's  condition.     "  The 

290 


ENVY. 

roads  are  not  good  and  you  must  not  upset  us.  Come, 
come  now,  Jacques,  do  pay  attention  !  Ah,  you  do  not 
look  an  inch  before  you  ! " 

We  will  leave  M.  Bridou  in  his  constantly  increasing 
perplexity  and  will  return  to  the  farm. 

As  we  have  said,  Marie,  after  having  tried  in  vain  to 
reach  the  stable  through  the  garden  gate,  came  back 
and  cowered  down  in  one  of  the  corners  of  the  porch. 

During  the  first  half-hour  the  cold  had  caused  her 
the  most  painful  suffering.  To  this  torture  succeeded  a 
sort  of  numbness  at  first  very  distressing  ;  then  soon  fol- 
lowed a  state  of  almost  complete  insensibility,  an  invin- 
cible torpor,  which  in  such  circumstances  often  proves  a 
transition  to  death. 

Marie,  brave  as  ever,  preserved  her  presence  of  mind 
a  long  time  and  tried  to  divert  her  thoughts  from  the 
danger  that  she  was  running,  saying  to  hei'self  that  at 
three  o'clock  in  the  morning  there  must  necessarily  be 
some  stir  in  the  house  caused  by  the  departure  of  M. 
Bastien,  who  wished,  as  Marguerite  had  told  her,  to  set 
out  on  his  journey  at  the  rising  of  the  moon. 

Whether  he  left  or  not,  the  young  woman  intended  to 
profit  by  the  going  and  coming  of  Marguerite,  and  to 
make  herself  heard  by  rapping  either  on  the  door  of  the 
corridor  or  the  blinds  of  the  dining-room,  and  thus  gain 
an  entrance  into  her  chamber. 

But  the  terrible  influence  of  the  cold  —  the  rapid  and 
piercing  effects  of  which  were  unknown  to  Madame 
Bastien  —  fi-oze,  so  to  speak,  her  thoughts,  as  it  froze 
her  limbs. 

At  the  end  of  the  half-hour  the  exhausted  woman 
yielded  to  an  unconquerable  drowsiness,  from  which  she 
would  rise  a  moment  by  sheer  force  of  courage,  to  fall 
back  again  into  a  deeper  sleep  than  before. 

About  three  o'clock  in  the  morning,  the  light  that 
Marguerite  carried  had  several  times  shone  through  the 
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window-blinds,  and  her  steps  had  resounded  behind  the 
front  door. 

But  Marie,  in  an  ever  increasing  torpor,  saw  nothing 
and  heard  nothing. 

Fortunately,  in  one  of  the  rare  periods  when  she  suc- 
ceeded in  rousing  herself  from  her  stupor,  she  trembled 
at  the  voice  of  Bastien ;  as  he  went  out  with  Bridou  he 
noisily  drew  the  bolt  of  the  door. 

At  the  voice  of  her  husband  the  young  woman,  l)y  an 
almost  superhuman  effort  of  will,  roused  herself  from 
her  stupor,  rose,  although  stiff  and  almost  bent  double 
by  the  icy  cold,  went  out  of  the  porch,  and  hid  herself 
behind  one  of  the  ivy-covered  posts,  just  as  the  door 
opened  before  Bastien  and  Bridou,  who  went  out 
through  the  garden  gate.  Marie,  seeing  the  two  men 
depart,  slipped  into  the  house  and  reached  her  chamber 
without  having  met  Marguerite.  But  the  moment  she 
rang,  her  strength  failed,  and  she  fell  on  the  floor 
unconscious. 

The  servant  ran  at  the  sound  of  her  mistress's  bell, 
found  her  lying  in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  and  cried,  as 
she  stooped  to  lift  her  up : 

"  Great  God  !  madame,  what  has  happened  to  you  ? " 

"  Silence  ! "  murmured  the  young  woman  in  a  feeble 
voice ;  "  do  not  wake  my  son  !  Help  me  to  get  back  to 
bed." 

"  Alas !  madame,"  said  the  servant,  sustaining  Marie  as 
the  poor  woman  got  into  bed,  "you  are  shivering,  you 
are  frozen." 

"  To-night,"  replied  the  young  mother,  with  a  failing 
voice,  "  feeling  myself  in  pain  I  tried  to  rise  to  ring  for 
you.  I  had  not  the  strength,  I  was  ill,  and  just  this 
moment  I  dragged  myself  to  the  chimney  to  call  you, 
and  I  —  " 

The  young  woman  did  not  finish  ;  her  teeth  clashed 
together,  her  head  fell  back,  and  she  fainted. 

Marguerite,  frightened  at  the  responsibility  resting  on 
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her,  and  losing  her  presence  of  mind  entirely,  cried,  as 
she  ran  to  Frederick's  chamber  : 

"  Monsieur,  monsieur !  get  up !  niadame  is  very  ill." 
Then,  retui-ning  to  Marie,  she  cried,  kneeling  down  by 
the  bed  : 

"  My  God  !  what  must  I  do,  what  must  I  do  ?" 

At  the  end  of  a  few  moments  Frederick,  having  put 
on  his  dressing-gown,  came  out  of  his  chamber. 

Imagine  his  agony  at  the  sight  of  his  mother,  —  pale, 
inanimate,  and  from  time  to  time  writhing  under  a 
convulsive  chill. 

"  Mother,"  cried  Frederick,  kneeling  in  despair  by 
Marie's  pillow.  "  Mother,  answer  me,  what  is  the 
matter  ?  " 

"Alas!  M.  Frederick,"  said  ^larguerite,  sobbing, 
"  madame  is  unconscious.  What  shall  I  do,  my  God, 
what  shall  I  do  ?  " 

"  Marguerite,"  cried  Frederick,  "  run  and  wake  M. 
David." 

While  Frederick,  in  unspeakable  terror,  remained  near 
his  mother,  the  servant  hurried  to  Andre's  chamber, 
where  David  had  spent  the  night.  The  preceptor,  dress- 
ing himself  in  haste,  opened  the  door  for  Marguerite.    • 

"  My  God  !  what  is  the  matter  ?  " 

"  M.  David,  a  great  trouble,  —  madame  —  " 

"  Go  on." 

"  To-night  she  was  taken  ill  and  rose  to  ring  for  me ; 
all  her  strength  failed  her ;  she  had  fallen  in  the  middle 
of  her  chamber,  where  she  lay  a  long  time  on  the  floor ; 
when  I  entered  and  helped  her  to  bed  she  was  frozen." 

"  On  such  a  night,  —  it  is  frightful ! "  cried  David, 
turning  pale  ;  "  and  now,  how  is  she  ?  " 

"  My  God  !  M.  David,  she  has  fainted  away.  Poor  M. 
Frederick  is  on  his  knees  at  her  pillow  sobbing ;  he  calls 
her,  but  she  hears  nothing.  It  was  he  who  told  me  to 
run  for  you,  because  we  do  not  know  what  to  do,  we 
have  all  lost  our  head." 
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"  You  must  tell  Andre  to  hitch  up  and  go  in  haste  to 
Pont  Brillant  for  Doctor  Dufour.    Run,  run,  Marguerite." 

"  Alas  !  monsieur,  that  is  impossible.  Master  left  this 
morning  at  three  o'clock  with  the  horse,  and  Andr^  is 
so  old  that  he  would  take  I  do  not  know  how  much  time 
to  go  to  the  city." 

"  I  will  go,"  said  David,  with  a  calmness  which  belied 
the  agitation  depicted  in  his  face. 

"  You,  M.  David,  go  to  the  city  on  foot  so  far  this 
freezing  night ! " 

"  In  an  hour,"  replied  David,  as  he  finished  dressing 
himself  for  the  journey,  ''  Doctor  Dufour  will  be  here. 
Tell  Frederick  that  to  calm  him.  While  w^aiting  my 
return,  you  had  better  take  some  warm  tea  to  Madame 
Bastien.  Try  to  get  her  warm  by  covering  her  with 
care,  and  drawing  her  bed  near  the  large  fire  which  you 
must  kindle  immediately.  Come,  courage.  Marguerite," 
added  David,  taking  his  hat  and  hastily  descending  the 
stairs ;  "  be  sure  to  tell  Frederick  Doctor  Dufour  will  be 
here  in  an  hour." 

"  Marguerite,  after  having  conducted  David  to  the 
garden  gate,  came  to  get  the  lamp  that  she  had  left 
on  the  threshold  of  the  door,  sheltered  by  the  rustic 
porch. 

As  she  stooped  to  take  up  the  lamp  she  saw,  half 
hidden  by  the  snow,  a  neckerchief  of  orange  silk  be- 
longing to  Madame  Bastien,  and  almost  in  the  same 
spot  she  found  a  little  slipper  of  red  morocco  encrusted, 
so  to  speak,  in  the  snow  hardened  by  the  ice. 

More  and  more  surprised,  and  wondering  how  these 
articles,  which  evidently  belonged  to  her  mistress,  came 
to  be  there,  Marguerite,  struck  with  a  sudden  idea,  picked 
up  the  neckerchief  and  the  slipper,  then,  with  the  aid  of 
her  lamp,  she  examined  attentively  the  pavement  of  the 
corridor. 

There   she  recognised    the    recent   imprint   of   suow- 

294 


ENVY. 

covered  feet,  so  that  in  following  this  trace  of  Madame 
Bastien's  little  feet  she  noticed  the  last  tracks  at  the 
door  of  her  mistress.  Suddenly  Marguerite  recollected 
that  when  she  had  assisted  her  mistress,  overcome  by 
the  cold,  to  get  in  bed,  it  had  not  been  unmade ;  other 
circumstances  corroborated  these  observations,  and  the 
servant,  terrified  at  the  discovery  she  had  just  made, 
entered  Madame  Bastien's  chamber,  where  Frederick  was 
sitting  near  his  mother. 

An  hour  and  a  quarter  after  David's  departure  a  cab- 
riolet with  two  horses  white  with  foam  and  marked  with 
the  postilion's  whip  stopped  at  the  door  of  the  farm. 

David  and  Doctor  Dufour  descended  from  this  car 
riage; 
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CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

About  three  hours  had  passed  since  the  doctor  had 
arrived  at  the  farm. 

David,  discreetly  withdrawn  into  the  library,  waited 
with  mortal  anxiety  the  news  of  Madame  Bastien,  with 
whom  the  doctor  and  Frederick  remained. 

Once  only,  David,  standing  in  the  door  of  the  library, 
and  seeing  Mai-guerite  rapidly  passing,  as  she  came 
from  the  chamber  of  her  mistress,  called,  in  a  low 
voice : 

"  Ah,  well,  Marguerite  ?  " 

"  Ah,  M.  David ! "  was  the  only  reply  of  the  weeping 
woman,  who  passed  on  without  stopi)ing. 

"  She  is  dying,"  said  David,  returning  to  the  library. 

And  pale,  his  features  distorted,  his  heart  broken,  he 
threw  himself  in  an  armchair,  hid  his  face  in  his  hands, 
and  burst  into  tears,  vainly  trying  to  suppress  his  sobs. 

"  I  have  realised  the  despair  of  this  restrained,  hidden, 
impossible  love,"  murmured  he.  "  1  thought  I  had 
suffered  cruelly,  —  what  is  it  to  suffer  derision  com- 
pared to  the  fear  of  losing  Marie?  To  lose  her,  —  she 
to  die  —  no,  no  !  oh,  but  I  will  at  least  see  her ! " 

And  almost  crazed  with  grief,  David  rushed  across 
the  room,  but  he  stopped  at  the  door. 

"  She  is  dying,  perhaps,  and  I  have  no  right  to  assist 
at  her  agony.  What  am  I  here  ?  A  stranger.  Let  me 
listen  —  nothing  —  nothing  —  the  silence  of  the  tomb. 
My  God !  in  this  chamber,  where  she  perhaps  is  in  the 
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agouy  of  death,  what  is  happening  ?     Ah,  some  one  is 
coining  out.     It  is  Pierre." 

And  David,  taking  one  step  into  the  corridor,  saw  in 
the  twilight  of  the  daric  passage,  the  doctor  coming  out 
of  Marie's  chamber. 

"  Pierre,"  said  he,  in  a  low  voice,  to  hasten  his  coming, 
"  Pierre ! " 

Doctor  Dufour  advanced  rapidly  toward  David,  when 
the  latter  heard  a  voice  whisper : 

"  Doctor,  I  must  speak  to  you." 

At  this  voice  Doctor  Dufour  stopped  abruptly  before 
the  door  of  the  dining-room,  where  he  entered. 

"  Whose  is  this  voice  ?"  thought  David.  "  Is  it  Mar- 
guerite ?  My  God  !  what  has  happened  ?  "  and  he  listened 
on  the  side  where  the  doctor  entered.  "  It  is  Pierre 
who  is  talking ;  his  exclamations  announce  indignation, 
dismay.  There,  he  is  coming  out  at  last;  here  he 
is." 

In  fact,  Doctor  Dufour,  his  face  altered,  and  frowning 
with  anger,  entered  the  library,  his  hands  still  clasped 
in  a  gesture  of  horror,  and  exclaimed : 

"  It  is  horrible  !  it  is  infamous !  " 

David,  thinking  only  of  Marie,  sprang  to  meet  his 
friend. 

"  Pierre,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  how  is  she  ?  The 
truth  !  I  will  have  courage,  but  for  pity's  sake,  the  truth, 
frightful  as  it  may  be.  There  is  no  torture  equal  to 
what  I  have  endured  here  for  three  hours,  asking  my- 
self, is  she  living,  agonising,  or  dead  ?  " 

The  distorted  features  of  David,  his  glowing  eyes,  red 
with  recent  tears,  the  inflection  of  his  voice,  betrayed  at 
the  same  time  so  much  despair  and  so  much  love,  that 
Doctor  Dufour,  although  himself  under  the  power  of 
violent  emotion,  stopped  short  at  the  sight  of  his  friend, 
and  gazed  at  him  some  moments  before  replying  to  him. 

"  Pierre,  you  tell  me  nothing,  nothing !  "  cried  David, 
disiracted  with  grief.     "  Is  she  dying,  then  ?  " 
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"  No,  Henri,  she  is  not  dying." 

"  She  will  live  !  "  cried  David. 

At  this  hope,  his  face  became  transfigured  ;  he  pressed 
the  physician  to  his  breast,  as  he  murmured,  unable  to 
restrain  his  tears : 

"  I  shall  owe  you  more  than  life,  Pierre." 

"  Henri,"  re{»lied  the  doctor,  with  a  sigh,  "  I  have  not 
said  that  she  would  live." 

"You  fear?" 

"  Very  much." 

"  Oh,  my  God  !  but  at  least  you  hope  ?  " 

"  I  dare  not  yet." 

"  And  how  is  she  at  this  moment  ?" 

"  More  calm,  she  is  sleeping." 

"  Oh,  she  must  live,  she  must  live,  Pierre !  she  will 
live,  will  she  not  ?  she  will  live  ?  " 

"  Henri,  you  love  her." 

Recalled  to  himself  by  these  words  of  his  friend, 
David  trembled,  remained  silent,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on 
the  eyes  of  the  doctor. 

The  latter  answered,  in  a  grave  and  sad  tone : 

"  Henri,  you  love  her.  I  have  not  surprised  your 
secret.     You  have  just  revealed  it  yourself." 

"  I  ?  " 

"By  your  grief." 

"  It  is  true,  T  love  her." 

"  Henri,"  cried  the  doctor,  with  tears  in  his  eyes  and 
with  deep  emotion,  "  Henri,  I  pity  yon,  oh,  1  pity  you." 

"  It  is  a  love  without  hope,  I  know  it ;  but  let  her  live, 
and  I  will  bless  the  torments  that  I  must  endure  near 
her,  because  her  son,  who  binds  us  for  ever,  will  always 
be  a  link  between  her  and  me." 

"  Yes,  your  love  is  without  hope,  Henri ;  yes,  delicacy 
will  always  prevent  your  ever  letting  Marie  suspect  your 
sentiments.  But  that  is  not  all,  and  I  repeat  it  to  you, 
Henri,  you  are  more  to  be  pitied  than  you  think." 

"  My  God  !  Pierre,  what  do  you  mean  ? " 
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"  Do  you  know  ?  But  wait,  my  blood  boils,  my  indig- 
nation burns,  everything  in  me  revolts,  because  I  cannot 
speak  of  such  a  base  atrocity  with  calmness." 

"  Unhappy  woman,  it  concerns  her.  Oh,  speak,  speak, 
1  pray  you.     You  crush  me,  you  kill  me ! " 

"  Just  now  1  was  coming  to  join  you." 

"  And  some  one  stopped  you  in  the  passage." 

''  It  was  Marguerite.  Do  you  know  where  Madame 
Bastien  spent  a  part  of  the  night  ?  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  She  spent  it  out  of  her  house." 

"  She  ?  the  night  out  of  her  house  ?" 

"  Yes,  her  husband  thrust  her  outdoors,  half  naked, 
this  bitter  cold  night." 

David  shuddered  through  his  whole  body,  then  press- 
ing both  hands  to  his  forehead  as  if  to  restrain  the 
violence  of  his  thoughts,  he  said  to  the  doctor,  in  a 
broken  voice : 

"•  Wait,  Pierre ;  I  have  heard  your  words,  but  I  do  not 
understand  their  import.  A  cloud  seems  to  be  passing 
over  my  mind." 

"  At  first,  neither  did  I  understand  it,  my  friend  ;  it  was 
too  monstrous.  Marguerite,  yesterday  evening,  a  little 
while  after  leaving  her  mistress,  heard  a  long  conversa- 
tion, sometimes  in  a  low  voice,  sometimes  with  violence, 
in  the  library,  then  walking  in  the  corridor ;  then  the 
noise  of  a  door  which  opened  and  shut,  then  nothing 
more.  In  the  night,  after  the  departure  of  M.  Bastien, 
Marguerite,  rung  up  by  her  mistress,  thought  at  first 
Marie  had  fainted,  but  later,  by  certain  indications,  she 
had  the  proof  that  her  mistress  had  been  compelled  to 
stay  from  midnight  until  three  o'clock,  in  the  porch,  ex- 
posed to  all  the  severity  of  this  freezing  night.  So,  this 
sickness,  mortal  perhaps  —  " 

"But  it  is  a  murder!"  cried  David,  mad  with  grief 
and  rage.     "  That  man  is  an  assassin  !  " 

"  The  wretch  was  drunk  as  Marguerite  has  told  me ; 
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it  was  in  consequence  of  an  altercation  with  the  unhappy 
woman  that  he  thrust  her  outdoors." 

"  Pierre,  this  man  will  return  presently ;  he  has  insulted 
me  grossly  twice ;  I  intend  to  provoke  him  and  kill 
him." 

"  Henri,  keep  calm." 

"  I  wish  to  kill  him." 

"  Listen  to  me." 

"  If  he  refuses  to  fight  me,  I  will  assassinate  him  and 
kill  myself  afterward.  Marie  shall  be  delivered  from 
him." 

"  Henri,  Henri  !  this  is  madness  !  " 

"  Oh,  my  God  !  she,  she,  treated  in  this  way ! "  said 
David,  in  a  heartrending  voice.  "  To  know  that  this 
angel  of  purity,  this  adorable  mother  and  saint,  is  always 
at  the  mercy  of  this  stupid  and  brutal  man !  And  do 
you  not  see  that  if  she  does  not  die  this  time,  he  will 
kill  her  some  other  time  ?  " 

"  1  believe  it,  Henri,  and  yet  he  need  not  have  her  in 
his  power." 

"  And  you  are  not  willing  that  I  —  " 

"  Henri,"  cried  the  doctor,  seizing  his  friend's  hand 
with  effusion,  "  Henri,  noble  and  excellent  heart,  come 
to  yourself,  be  what  you  have  always  been,  full  of  gener- 
osity and  courage,  —  yes,  of  courage,  for  it  is  necessary 
to  have  courage  to  accomplish  a  cruel  sacrifice,  but  one 
indispensable  to  the  salvation  of  Madame  Bastien." 

"  A  sacrifice  for  Marie's  salvation  !  Oli,  speak,  speak  I  " 

"  Brave,  noble  heart,  you  are  yourself  again,  and  I  was 
wrong  to  tell  you  that  you  were  more  to  be  pitied  than 
you  thought,  for  souls  like  yours  live  upon  sacrifices  and 
renunciations.  Listen  to  me,  Henri,  —  admitting  that  1 
can  save  Madame  Bastien  from  the  disease  she  has  con- 
tracted to-night,  a  most  dangerous  inflammation  of  the 
lungs,  this  angelic  woman  ought  not  to  remain  in  the 
power  of  this  wretch." 

"  Go  on,  finish  !  " 
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"  There  is  an  honourable  and  lawful  means  of  snatch- 
ing from  this  man  the  victim  that  he  has  tortured  for 
seventeen  years." 

"  And  what  is  this  means  ?  " 

"  A  legal  separation." 

"  And  how  is  it  to  be  obtained  ? " 

"  The  atrocious  conduct  of  this  man,  during  this  night, 
is  a  serious  charge  of  cruelty.  Marguerite  will  testify  to 
it ;  it  will  not  be  necessary  to  have  jnore  to  obtain  a  sepa- 
ration, and  besides,  1  myself  will  see  the  judges,  and  I 
will  tell  them,  with  all  the  ardour  and  indignation  of  an 
honest  heart,  the  conduct  of  Bastien  toward  his  wife 
since  his  marriage ;  I  will  tell  them  of  Marie's  angelic 
resignation,  of  her  admirable  devotion  to  her  son,  and 
above  all,  of  the  purity  of  her  life." 

"  Stop,  Pierre  ;  a  little  while  ago  I  spoke  like  a  madman. 
To  beastly  wickedness,  I  responded  with  homicidal  vio- 
lence. You  are  right,  Madame  Bastien  must  be  sepa- 
rated from  her  husband,  that  she  may  be  free."  And  at 
this  thought,  David  could  not  repress  a  thrill  of  hope. 
"  Yes,  let  her  be  free,  and  then,  being  able  to  dispose  of 
her  son's  future,  and  —  " 

"  Henri,"  said  the  physician,  inten-upting  his  friend, 
"  you  must  understand  that  to  make  this  separation 
worthy  and  honourable  on  Marie's  part,  it  is  essential 
that  you  go  away." 

"  I !  "  cried  David,  shocked  at  the  words  of  the  doctor, 
who  continued,  in  a  firm  voice : 

"  Henri,  I  repeat  to  you,  it  is  absolutely  essential  for 
you  to  go  away." 

"  Leave  her,  leave  her  dying  ?     Never !  " 

"  My  friend  !  " 

"  Never !  neither  would  she  consent  to  it." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  No,  she  would  not  allow  me  to  depart,  —  abandon 
her  son,  whom  I  love  as  my  child,  —  abandon  him  in  the 
very  moment  we  are  about  to  realise  our  highest  hopes,  — 
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it  would  be  the  most  culpable  folly.  I  would  not  do  it, 
and  this  dear  boy  would  not  endure  it  either.  You  do 
not  know  what  he  is  to  me,  you  do  not  know  what  I  am 
to  him  ;  indissoluble  ties  unite  us,  —  him  and  his  mother, 
and  myself." 

''  1  know  all  that,  Henri ;  I  know  the  power  of  these 
ties ;  I  know  too  that  your  love,  of  which  perhaps  Marie 
is  ignorant,  is  as  pure  as  it  is  respectful." 

"  And  you  wish  to  send  me  away  ?" 

"  Yes,  because  I  know  that  Marie  and  you  are  both 
young ;  because  you  are  compelled  every  moment  to 
associate  intimately ;  because  the  expression  of  the  grati- 
tude she  owes  you  would,  to  suspicious  eyes,  seem  the 
expression  of  a  more  tender  sentiment ;  because,  in  fact, 
I  know  that  the  old  Marquise  of  Pont  Brillant,  shameless 
old  dowager  if  there  is  one,  has  made  at  the  castle,  in 
the  presence  of  twenty  persons,  wicked  and  satirical 
allusions  to  the  age  and  appearance  of  the  preceptor 
that  Madame  Bastien  has  chosen  for  her  son." 

"  Oh,  that  is  infamous  !  " 

"  Yes,  it  is  infamous ;  yes,  it  is  shameful ;  but  you 
will  give  plausibility  to  these  calumnies,  if  you  remain 
in  this  house  while  Madame  Bastien,  after  seventeen 
years  of  marriage,  is  suing  for  a  separation." 

"  But  I  swear  to  you,  Pierre,  she  knows  nothing  of 
my  love  ;  for  you  know  well  that  I  would  rather  die 
than  say  one  word  to  her  of  this  love,  because  she  owes 
the  salvation  of  her  son  to  me." 

"  I  have  no  doubt  of  yoii,  or  of  her,  but  I  repeat  to 
you,  that  your  prolonged  sojourn  in  this  house  will 
prove  an  irreparable  injury  to  Marie." 

"  Pierre,  these  fears  are  foolish." 

"  These  fears  are  only  too  well  founded  ;  your  presence 
here,  so  wickedly  misconstrued,  will  be  a  reproach  to  the 
stainless  purity  of  Marie's  life ;  her  request  for  a  separa- 
tion will  be  judged  beforehand,  and  perhaps  rejected. 
Then    Bastien,    more    than    ever   irritated    against    his 
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wife,  will  treat  her  with  renewed  cruelty,  and  he  will  kill 
her,  Henri,  —  kill  her  legally,  kill  her  honourably,  as  so 
many  husbands  kill  their  wives." 

The  justice  of  the  doctor's  words  was  evident;  David 
could  not  fail  to  recognise  it.  Wishing,  however,  to 
cling  to  a  last  and  forlorn  hope,  he  said : 

"  But,  really,  Pierre,  how  can  I  leave  Frederick,  who, 
this  present  moment,  needs  all  my  care  ?  For  his 
mental  health  is  scarcely  confirmed.  Dear  child !  to 
leave  at  the  very  time  when  I  see  such  a  glorious 
future  in  store  for  him  ?  " 

"  But,  remember,  pray,  that  this  evening  M.  Bastien 
will  be  here,  that  he  will  tell  you,  perhaps,  to  leave  the 
house,  —  for  after  all,  he  is  master  of  this  house;  then 
what  will  you  do  ? " 

The  conversation  between  David  and  the  doctor  was 
interrupted  by  Frederick,  who  entered  hurriedly  and 
said  to  Doctor  Dufour: 

"  My  mother  has  just  awakened  from  her  sleep,  and 
desires  to  speak  to  you  at  once." 

"  My  child,"  said  the  physician  to  Frederick,  "  I  have 
something  special  to  say  to  your  mother.  Please  remain 
here  with  David." 

And  turning  to  his  friend,  he  added  : 

"  Henri,  I  can  rely  on  you  ;  you  understand  me  ?  " 

"  I  understand  you." 

"•  You  give  me  your  word  to  do  what  you  ought  to 
do?" 

After  a  long  hesitation,  during  which  Frederick,  sur- 
prised at  these  mysterious  words,  looked  alternately  at 
the  doctor  and  David,  the  latter  replied,  in  a  firm  voice, 
as  he  extended  his  hand  to  his  friend. 

"  Pierre,  you  have  my  word." 

"  That  is  well,"  said  the  physician  with  deep 
emotion,  as  he   pressed  David's  hand. 

Then  he  added : 

"  I  have  only  fulfilled  one  half  of  my  task." 
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"What  do  you  mean,  Pierre?"  cried  David,  as  he 
saw  the  physician  directing  his  steps  to  Marie's  cham- 
ber, "  what  are  you  going  to  do  ?  " 

"  My  duty,"  replied  the  doctor. 

And,  leaving  David  and  Frederick  in  the  library,  he 
entered  Madame  Bastien's  chamber. 
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When  Doctor  Dufour  entered  Madame  Bastien's 
room,  he  found  her  in  bed,  and  Marguerite  seated  by  her 
pillow. 

Marie,  whose  beauty  was  so  radiant  the  evening  be- 
fore, was  pale  and  exhausted ;  a  burning  fever  coloured 
her  cheeks  and  made  her  large  blue  eyes  glitter  under 
her  heavy,  half- closed  eyelids;  from  time  to  time,  a 
sharp,  dry  cough  racked  her  bosom,  upon  which  the  sick 
woman  frequently  pressed  her  hand,  as  if  to  suppress  a 
keen,  agonising  pain. 

At  the  sight  of  the  doctor,  Madame  Bastien  said  to 
her  servant : 

"  Leave  us,  Marguerite." 

"Well,  how  are  you?"  said  the  doctor,  when  they 
were  left  alone. 

"  This  cough  pains  me  and  tears  my  chest,  my  good 
doctor  ;  my  sleep  has  been  disturbed  by  dreadful  dreams, 
the  effect  of  the  fever,  no  doubt,  but,  we  will  not  speak 
of  that,"  added  Marie  with  an  accent  of  angelic  resig- 
nation. "  I  wish  to  consult  you  upon  important 
matters,  good  doctor,  and  1  must  hurry,  for,  two  or 
three  times  since  I  awoke,  I  have  felt  my  thoughts 
slipping  away  from  me." 

"  Do  not  distress  yourself  about  that,  for  it  belongs 
to  the  weak  state  which  almost  always  follows  the 
excitement  of  fever." 

''  I  wished  to  speak  to  you  first,  to  you  alone,  before 
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asking  M.  David  and  nij  son  to  come  in,  as  we  will  have 
all  three  to  confer  together  afterward." 

"  I  am  listening  to  you,  madarae." 

"  You  know  my  husband  came  home  yesterday 
evening." 

"  I  know  it,"  said  the  doctor,  unable  to  restrain  a 
shudder  of  indignation. 

''  1  had  a  long  and  painful  discussion  with  him  on  the 
subject  of  my  son.  In  spite  of  my  claims  and  my 
prayer,  M.  Bastien  is  resolved  to  enter  Frederick  with 
M.  Bridou  as  a  bailiff's  clerk.  That  would  make  it 
necessary  for  me  to  thank  M.  David  for  his  care,  and 
separate  myself  from  my  son." 

"  And  you  cannot  consent  to  that  ?  " 

"  So  long  as  there  is  a  spark  of  life  left  in  me,  I  will 
defend  my  right  to  my  child.  As  to  him,  you  know  the 
firmness  of  his  character.  Never  will  he  be  willing  to 
leave  me  or  forsake  M.  David  and  enter  the  house  of 
M.  Bridou.  M.  Bastien  will  soon  return,  and  he  is 
going  to  claim  the  right  to  take  away  my  son." 

Marie,  overcome  by  the  emotion  she  was  trying  to 
combat,  was  obliged  to  pause  a  moment,  and  was  attacked 
by  such  a  dangerous  fit  of  coughing,  united  to  such  a 
painful  oppression  in  the  chest,  that  the  doctor  involun- 
tarily raised  his  eyes  to  Heaven  with  grief.  After  taking 
a  drink  prepared  by  the  doctor,  Marie  continued : 

"  Such  is  our  position,  my  dear  doctor,  and  before 
the  return  of  M.  Bastien,  we  must  resolve  upon  some- 
thing decisive,  or  — "  and  Marie  became  deathly  pale 
—  "  or  something  terrible  will  happen  here,  for  you  know 
how  violent  M.  Bastien  is,  and  how  resolute  Frederick 
is ;  and  as  to  me,  I  feel  that,  sick  as  I  am,  to  take  away 
my  son  is  to  strike  me  with  death." 

"  Madame,  the  moments  are  precious ;  permit  me  first 
to  appeal  to  your  sincerity  and  frankness." 

"  Speak." 

"  Yesterday  evening,  at  the  conclusion  of  the  discus- 
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sion  which  you  had  with  your  husband,  a  most  atrocious 
thing  occurred,  and  that  night — " 

"  Monsieur." 

"  I  know  all,  madame." 

"  Once  more,  doctor  —  " 

"  I  know  all,  I  tell  you,  and,  with  your  habitual 
courage,  you  did,  I  am  certain  of  it,  submit  to  this 
abominable  treatment,  in  order  not  to  make  public  this 
outrageous  deed,  and  to  avoid  a  collision  between  your 
son  and  your  husband.  Oh,  do  not  try  to  deny  it ;  your 
safety  and  the  safety  of  your  son  depend  upon  the 
sincerity  of  your  confession." 

"  My  safety  !  my  son's  safety  !  " 

"  Come,  madame,  do  you  think  the  law  has  no  redress 
for  such  atrocities  as  those  your  husband  has  been 
guilty  of  toward  you  ?  Xo,  no !  and  there  are  witnesses 
of  his  unreasonable  brutality.  And  these  witnesses. 
Marguerite  and  myself,  to  whom  you  have  applied  for 
medical  attention,  as  a  consequence  of  the  injuries  you 
have  sustained,  we,  I  say,  will  authorise  and  justify  your 
demand  for  separation.  This  demand  must  be  formu- 
lated to-day." 

"  A  separation  !  "  cried  Marie,  clasping  her  hands  in 
a  transport  of  joy,  "  will  it  be  possible  ? " 

"  Yes,  and  you  will  obtain  it ;  trust  yourself  to  me, 
madame.  I  will  see  your  judges,  I  will  establish  your 
rights,  your  illness,  your  grievances ;  but  before  formu- 
lating this  demand,"  added  the  doctor,  with  hesitation, 
for  he  appreciated  the  delicacy  of  the  question  raised, 
"  it  is  essential  for  David  to  go  away." 

At  these  words,  Marie  trembled  with  surprise  and 
distress ;  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  those  of  Doctor  Dufour, 
she  tried  to  divine  his  thought,  unable  to  comprehend 
why  he,  David's  best  friend,  should  insist  upon  his  going 
away. 

"  Separate  us  from  M.  David,"  said  she  finally,  "  at 
the  time  my  son  has  so  much  need  of  his  care  ?  " 
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"  Madame,  believe  me,  the  departure  of  David  is 
essential.  David  himself  realises  it,  because  he  has 
resolved  to  go." 

"  M.  David !  " 

"  I  have  his  word." 

"  It  is  impossible  ! " 

"  I  have  his  word,  madame." 

"  He  !  he  !  abandon  us  at  such  a  time  ! " 

"  In  order  to  save  you  and  your  son." 

"  In  order  to  save  us  ?  " 

"  His  presence  near  you,  madame,  would  compromise 
the  success  of  your  demand  for  a  separation." 

"Why  is  that?" 

There  was  so  much  candour  and  sincerity  in  Marie's 
question,  she  revealed  so  thoroughly  the  innocence  of 
her  heart,  that  the  doctor  had  not  the  heart  to  give  a 
new  pain  to  this  angelic  creature  by  telling  her  of  the 
odious  reports  being  circulated  about  herself  and  David, 
so  he  replied : 

"  You  cannot  doubt,  madame,  the  devotion  and  affec- 
tion of  David.  He  knows  all  that  is  to  be  regretted 
in  his  departure,  all  that  is  most  painful  to  Frederick, 
but  he  knows  also  that  his  departure  is  absolutely 
necessary. 

"  He,  depart !  " 

At  the  heartrending  tone  with  which  Marie  uttered 
the  two  words,  "  He,  depart,"  the  doctor  realised  the 
depth  of  Marie's  love  for  David  for  the  fii-st  time,  and 
as  he  thought  of  this  deep  and  pure  affection,  the  out- 
come of  the  noblest  sentiments  and  the  holiest  feelings, 
his  heart  sank.  He  knew  well  Marie's  virtue  and 
David's  delicacy,  and  hence  he  saw  no  end  to  this  fatal 
passion. 

Marie,  after  weeping  silently  turned  her  pale,  sad,  and 
tear-stained  face  to  the  doctor,  and  said  to  him,  sorrow- 
fully : 

"  M.  David  thinks  it  is  best  to  go  away,  and  my  son 
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and  I  will  resign  ourselves  to  it.  Your  friend  has  given 
too  many  proofs  of  his  devotion  to  permit  us  to  question 
his  heart  for  a  moment,  Ijut  I  must  tell  you  his  departure 
will  be  a  terrible  blow  to  my  son." 

"  But  you  will  remain  with  him,  madame,  for  I  do  not 
doubt  that  once  your  separation  is  obtained,  you  will  be 
allowed  to  keep  your  son." 

"  You  hope  then  they  will  leave  me  my  son  ? " 

"  Without  doubt." 

"  How,"  replied  Marie,  clasping  her  hands  and 
looking  at  the  doctor  with  inexpressible  anguish, 
"  could  there  be  a  doubt  that  they  will  leave  me  my 
son  ? " 

"  He  is  more  than  sixteen  years  old,  and  in  a  case  of 
separation,  the  son  follows  the  father ;  a  daughter  would 
be  given  to  you." 

"  But,  then,"  replied  Marie,  all  excited  with  fear, 
"  what  good  is  this  separation,  if  I  am  not  sure  of 
keeping  my  son  ?  " 

"  First,  to  assure  your  peace,  your  life  perhaps,  because 
your  husband  —  " 

"  But  my  son,  my  son  ?  " 

"  We  will  do  everything  in  the  world  to  have  him 
given  to  you." 

"  And  if  they  do  not  give  him  to  me  ? " 

"  Alas !  madame." 

"  Let  us  think  no  more  of  this  separation.  Doctor 
Dufour." 

"  Think,  then,  madame,  what  it  is  to  remain  at  the 
mercy  of  a  wretch  who  will  kill  you  some  day." 

"  But  at  least,  before  that  happens,  he  will  not  have 
taken  my  son  away  from  me." 

"He  will  take  him  away  from  you,  madame.  Did  he 
not  wish  to  do  so  yesterday  ?" 

"  Oh,  my  God  !  "  cried  Marie,  falling  back  on  her  pil- 
low with  such  an  expression  of  grief  and  despair  that 
the  doctor  ran  to  her,  exclaiming : 
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"  In  the  name  of  Heaven,  what  is  the  matter  with 
you  ?  " 

"  Doctor  Dufour,"  said  Marie,  in  a  feeble  voice,  clos- 
ing her  eyes  and  overcome  by  grief,  "  I  am  utterly  ex- 
hausted. No  matter  which  way  1  look  at  the  future,  it 
is  horrible ;  what  shall  I  do,  my  God !  what  shall  I  do  ? 
The  hour  approaches  when  my  husband  will  return  and 
take  away  my  son  with  him.  Oh,  for  my  sake,  put 
yourself  between  Frederick  and  his  father !  Oh,  if  you 
only  knew  what  I  dread,  I  —  " 

And  the  words  expired  on  her  lips,  for  the  unhappy 
woman  again  sank  into  unconsciousness. 

The  doctor  hastened  to  ring  the  bell  violently,  then 
he  returned  to  the  help  of  Madame  Bastien. 

The  servant  not  replying  to  the  bell,  the  doctor  opened 
the  door  and  called  : 

"  Marguerite  !  Marguerite  !  " 

At  the  alarmed  voice  of  the  doctor,  Frederick,  who 
had  remained  in  the  library,  rushed  to  his  mother's 
chamber,  followed  by  David,  who,  forgetting  all  pro- 
priety, and  yielding  to  an  irresistible  impulse,  wished  to 
see  the  woman  he  was  about  to  leave,  for  the  last  time. 

"Frederick,  support  your  mother,"  cried  Doctor  Du- 
four, "  and  you,  Henri,  go  quick  for  some  cold  water  in 
the  dining-room  —  somewhere.  I  do  not  know  where 
Marguerite  is." 

David  ran  to  execute  the  doctor's  orders,  while  Fred- 
erick, supporting  his  mother  in  his  arms,  for  she  was 
almost  without  consciousness,  said  to  the  doctor,  in  a 
broken  voice  : 

"  Oh,  my  God  !  this  fainting  fit,  how  long  it  lasts  !  how 
pale  she  is !  Help,  help  ! " 

Marguerite  suddenly  appeared ;  her  distorted  features 
presented  a  singular  expression  of  astonishment,  terror, 
and  satisfaction. 

"  Doctor,"  cried  she,  almost  breathless,  "  if  you  only 
knew ! " 
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"  Pierre,  here  is  what  you  asked  me  for,"  said  David, 
running  and  giving  him  a  bottle  filled  with  fresh  water, 
of  which  the  doctor  poured  out  several  spoonfuls  in  a 
cup. 

Then  addressing  the  servant  in  a  low  voice,  he  said : 

"  Marguerite,  give  me  that  vial,  there  on  the  chimney- 
piece.  But  what  is  the  matter  with  you  ? "  added  Doctor 
Dufour,  as  he  saw  the  old  servant  standing  still  and 
trembling  in  every  limb.     "  Speak,  do  speak  ! " 

"  Ah !  monsieur,"  replied  the  servant,  in  a  whisper, 
"  it  is  what  takes  my  breath  away.     If  you  only  knew  !" 

"Well,  finish,  what  is  it?" 

"  Master  is  dead  !  " 

At  these  words  the  doctor  ste|)ped  back,  forgot  Marie, 
stood  petrified,  and  looked  at  the  servant,  unable  to  utter 
a  word, 

David  experienced  such  a  violent  commotion  of  feeling 
that  he  was  obliged  to  lean  against  the  wainscoting. 

Frederick,  holding  his  mother  in  his  arms,  turned 
abruptly  toward  Marguerite,  mui-muring : 

"  Oh,  my  God  !  Dead  —  dead  —  my  father  !" 

And  he  hid  his  face  in  his  mother's  bosom. 

Marie,  although  in  a  swoon,  caused  by  complete  pros- 
tration of  her  strength,  was  sufficiently  conscious  to  hear. 

Marguerite's  words,  "  Master  is  dead,"  reached  her 
ears,  but  dimly  and  vague  as  the  thought  of  a  dream. 

The  doctor  broke  the  solemn  silence  which  had  greeted 
the  servant's  words  and  said  to  her : 

"  How  do  you  know  ?  Explain  yourself." 

"  This  night,"  replied  the  servant,  "  master,  about  six 
miles  from  here,  wanted  to  cross  a  ford  on  a  route 
covered  by  the  overflow.  The  horse  and  carriage  were 
dragged  into  the  water.  They  have  not  found  the  body 
of  M.  Bridou,  but  they  recognised  master's  body  by  his 
goatskin  cloak  ;  it  was  ground  under  the  wheels  of  the 
mill  at  the  pond ;  they  found  half  his  coat  in  one  of 
the  wheels ;  one  of  the  pockets  contained  several  letters 
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addressed  to  master.  It  is  by  that  the  mayor  of  Bl^mur, 
who  is  there  with  a  gendarme,  knew  that  it  was  master 
who  was  drowned,  and  he  has  drawn  up  the  act  of  death." 
When  the  servant  had  finished  her  recital  in  the  midst 
of  a  religious  silence,  Madame  Bastien  recalled  to  herself 
entirely  by  the  profound  and  violent  reaction  produced 
by  this  unexpected  news,  clasped  her  son  to  her  bosom 
passionately,  and  said : 

"  We  will  never  leave  each  other,  never ! " 
Marie  was  about  to  seek  David's  eyes,  instinctively, 
but  an  exquisite  delicacy  forbade  it ;  she  turned  her  eyes 
away,  her  pallor  was  replaced  by  a  faint  colour,  and  she 
pressed  her  son  in  a  new  embrace. 
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CHAPTER    XLI. 

About  three  weeks  had  elapsed  since  the  death  of 
M.  Bastien  had  been  announced. 

So  many  violent  and  contrary  emotions  had  compli- 
cated Marie's  disease,  and  rendered  it  still  more  danger- 
ous. For  two  days  her  condition  had  been  almost 
desperate,  then  by  degrees  it  improved,  thanks  to  the 
skill  of  Doctor  Dufour  and  the  ineffable  hope  from 
which  the  young  woman  drew  enough  force,  enough 
desire  to  live,  to  combat  death. 

At  the  end  of  a  few  days  the  convalescence  of  Marie 
began,  and  although  this  convalescence  was  necessarily 
tedious  and  demanded  the  most  careful  attention,  for 
fear  of  a  relapse  more  to  be  dreaded  than  the  disease 
itself,  all  alarm  had  ceased. 

Is  it  necessary  to  say  that  since  the  announcement  of 
the  death  ot  M.  Bastien,  David  and  Marie  had  not 
uttered  one  word  which  made  allusion  to  their  secret 
and  assured  hopes  ? 

These  two  pure  souls  had  the  exquisite  bashfulness  of 
happiness,  and  although  the  death  of  Jacques  Bastien 
could  not  be  regretted,  David  and  Marie  respected  relig- 
iously his  ashes,  which  were  scarcely  cold,  however 
unworthy  of  respect  the  man  had   been. 

The  illness  of  Madame  Bastien,  and  the  fears  enter- 
tained so  many  days  for  her  life,  produced  a  sincere  sor- 
row in  the  country,  and  her  recovery  a  universal  joy ; 
these  testimonials  of  touching  sympathy,  addressed  as 
much  to  Frederick  as  to  his  mother,  and  the  conscious- 
ness of  a  future  which  had,  so  to  speak,  no  fault  save 
that  of  being  too   bright,  confirmed   and  hastened  the 
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convalescence  of  Marie,  who,  at  the  end  of  three  weeks, 
felt  only  an  excessive  weakness  which  prevented  her 
leaving  her  chamber. 

As  soon  as  her  condition  was  no  longer  critical,  she 
desired  Frederick  to  undertake  the  studies  planned  for 
him  by  David,  and  to  receive  a  part  of  them  in  her  apart- 
ment, and  she  experienced  an  indescribable  delight  in 
seeing,  united  under  her  eyes,  those  two  beings  so  much 
loved,  and  from  whom  she  had  so  dreaded  to  be  sepa- 
rated. Her  presence  at  these  lessons  gave  her  a  thousand 
joys.  First  the  tender,  enlightened  interest  of  David, 
then  the  indomitable  enthusiasm  of  the  young  man,  who 
longed  for  a  glorious,  illustrious  destiny,  that  he  might 
be  the  pride  and  joy  of  his  mother,  and  satisfy  his  ambi- 
tious envy,  whose  purified  flame  burned  within  him  more 
than  ever. 

It  had  been  decided  by  common  consent  that  Freder- 
ick should  first  enter  the  Polytechnic  School,  and  that 
from  there,  according  to  his  inclination,  he  should  follow 
one  of  those  numerous  careers  opened  to  him  by  this 
encyclopajdical  school,  —  war,  the  navy,  art,  letters,  or 
science. 

These  few  words  will  give  an  insight,  somewhat  incom- 
plete, into  the  ideal  felicity  in  which  these  three  tender 
and  noble  creatures  lived  from  the  moment  that  Marie's 
condition  ceased  to  inspire  fear ;  a  felicity  altogether  new 
to  all,  since,  even  in  the  happy  days  which  followed  Fred- 
erick's recovery,  the  coming  of  M.  Bastien,  often  forgot- 
ten, yet  always  imminent,  would  appear  on  their  bright 
horizon  like  a  threatening  cloud. 

At  this  time,  on  the  contrary,  as  far  as  the  view  of 
Marie  and  David  and  Frederick  could  extend,  they  be- 
held an  azure  sky  of  such  serene  splendour  that  its 
almost  limitless  magnificence  sometimes  dazzled  them. 

Three  weeks  had  elapsed  since  the  announcement  of 
the  death  of  M.  Bastien. 
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Two  o'clock  had  just  sounded,  and  Frederick,  assisted 
by  Marguerite  and  old  Andre,  was  filling  the  vases  on 
the  chinineypiece  in  the  library-  with  snowdrops,  pale 
Bengal  roses,  winter  heliotropes,  and  holly  branches, 
ornainented  with  their  coral  berries.  In  the  roiddle  of 
the  mantel,  a  portrait  of  Frederick,  an  admirable  like- 
ness done  in  pastel  by  David,  was  placed  on  an  easel ; 
a  bright  fire  burned  in  the  chimney,  and  on  a  table  were 
preparations  for  a  simple  and  rustic  collation. 

The  three  accomplices,  as  they  were  jestingly  called, 
who  presided  at  the  preparations  for  this  little  festivity, 
or,  in  a  word,  this  surprise  party,  were  walking  about  on 
tiptoe  and  whispering,  for  fear  Madame  Bastien  might 
suspect  what  was  taking  place.  That  day,  for  the  first 
time  since  her  illness,  the  young  woman  was  to  come 
out  of  her  chamber  and  remain  several  hours  in  the 
library.  Frederick  also,  and  the  two  old  servants, 
tried  to  give  an  air  of  mirth  to  this  room,  and  David, 
without  Marie's  knowledge,  was  busy  with  Frederick's 
portrait,  which  she  was  to  see  that  day  for  the  fi.rst 
time. 

During  the  mysterious  coming  and  going,  Marie  was 
alone  in  her  chamber  with  David. 

The  young  woman  clothed  in  mourning,  half  recum- 
bent on  a  sick-chair,  with  silent  happiness  contemplated 
David,  seated  at  a  work-table  and  occupied  in  correcting 
one  of  Frederick's  exercises. 

Suddenly  David,  pursuing  his  reading,  said,  in  a  low 
voice  : 

"  It  is  incomprehensible  !  " 

"What  is  incomprehensible,  M.  David?" 

"  The  really  remarkable  progress  of  this  child,  ma- 
dame.  We  have  been  studying  geometry  only  three 
weeks,  and  his  aptitude  for  the  exact  sciences  develops 
with  the  same  rapidity  as  his  other  faculties." 

'•  If  I  must  tell  you,  M.  David,  this  aptitude  in 
Frederick   astonishes    me ;    it  seems   to   me    that  those 
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studies  which   require   imagination    and    sentiment  are 
what  he  would  prefer." 

"  And  that,  madame,  is  what  surprises  and  charms  me. 
In  this  dear  child  everything  obeys  the  same  impulse, 
everything  develops  visibly,  and  nothing  is  injured.  I 
read  to  you  yesterday  his  last  efforts,  which  were  really 
eloquent,  really  beautiful." 

"  The  fact  is,  M.  David,  that  there  is  a  striking  differ- 
ence between  this  last  production  and  the  best  things  he 
wrote  before  this  terrible  malady,  which,  thanks  to  you 
will  lead  to  Frederick's  regeneiation.  All  that  I  now 
dread  for  him  is  excess  of  work." 

"And  for  that  reason,  I  moderate,  as  much  as  I  can, 
his  eagerness  to  learn,  his  impatient  and  jealous  enthu- 
siasm, his  passionate  longing  for  the  future  which  he 
wishes  to  make  illustrious  and  glorious,  and  that  future 
will  be  his." 

"  Ah,  M.  David,  what  joy,  what  transport  for  us,  if 
our  anticipations  are  realised  I " 

It  is  impossible  to  reproduce  the  tenderness  Marie 
expressed  in  those  words,  "  we  —  our  anticipations," 
which  in  themselves  revealed  the  secret  projects  for 
happiness,  tacitly  formed  by  Marie  and   David. 

The  latter  continued : 

"  Believe  me,  madame,  we  will  see  him  great  in  heart 
and  in  intellect.  There  is  in  him  an  extraordinary 
energy,  which  has  developed  twofold  through  this 
dreaded  envy  which  has  so  much  alarmed  us." 

"  Indeed,  on  yesterday,  M.  David,  he  said  to  me, 
cheerfully : 

" '  Mother,  now  when  I  see  the  castle  of  Pont  Brillant 
rising  in  the  distance,  —  that  once  made  me  so  unhappy, 
—  I  throw  upon  it  only  a  glance  of  friendly  regard  and 
defiance.' " 

"  And  you  will  see,  madame,  if,  in  eight  or  ten  years, 
the  name  of  Frederick  Bastien  will  not  resound  more 
gloriously  than  that  of  the  young  marquis." 
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"  1  have  the  pride  to  share  your  hope,  M.  David. 
Guided  hy  us,  I  do  not  know  to  what  height  my  son 
may  not  attain." 

"  Then  after  a  short  silence  Marie  added  : 

"  But  do  you  know  it  all  seems  like  a  dream  ?  When 
I  think  that  it  is  scarcely  two  months  ago,  the  evening 
of  your  arrival,  you  were  there  at  that  table,  looking 
over  Frederick's  exercises,  and  deploring,  like  me,  the 
veil  which  lay  over  the  mind  of  this  unhappy  child." 

"  Do  you  recollect,  madame,  that  gloomy,  frozen  si- 
lence, against  which  all  our  efforts  proved  unavailing?"' 

"  And  that  might  when,  crazy  with  terror,  I  ran 
up-stairs  to  you,  to  beseech  you  not  to  abandon  my  son, 
as  if  you  could  have  abandoned  him." 

"  Say,  madame,  is  there  not  a  sort  of  charm  in  these 
painful  memories,  now  that  we  are  in  perfect  security 
and  happiness  ? " 

"  Yes,  there  is  a  sad  charm  in  them,  but  how  much  I 
prefer  certain  hopes !  So,  M.  David,  I  will  tell  you  that 
I  have  made  many  plans  to-night." 

"  Let  us  hear  them,  madame." 

"  There  is  one,  very  foolish,  —  really  impossible." 

"  So  much  the  better,  they  are  usually  the  most 
charming." 

"  When  our  Frederick  enters  the  Polytechnic  School, 
we  must  be  separated  from  him.  Oh,  make  yourself 
easy,  I  will  be  brave,  on  one  condition." 

"  And  what  is  that  condition  ?  " 

"  You  are  going  to  laugh  at  it,  because  it  is  so  child- 
ish, perhaps  ridiculous.  Ah,  well,  I  wish  we  could 
dwell  near  him.  And  if  I  must  confess  all  to  you, 
my  desire  would  be  to  take  lodgings  opposite  the 
school,  if  that  is  possible.  Now  you  are  going  to  laugh 
at  me." 

"  I  do  not  laugh  at  this  idea  at  all,  madame  ;  I  think  it 
is  an  excellent  one,  because,  thanks  to  this  proximity, 
you  will  be  able  to  see  our  dear  boy  twice  a  day,  and, 
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besides  visits,  there  will  be  two  long  days  when  we  will 
have  him  all  to  ourselves." 

"  Really,"  answered  Marie,  smiling,  "  you  do  not  think 
I  am  too  fond  a  mother  ?  " 

"  My  reply  is  very  short,  madame.  As  it  is  always 
necessary  to  provide  for  things  in  the  distance,  I  am 
going  to  write  to  Paiis  to-day  to  a  reliable  person  who 
will  watch  for  a  convenient  lodging  opposite  the  school 
and  engage  it  for  us." 

"  How  good  you  are  !  " 

"  Very  easy  kindness,  really,  to  share  with  you  the  joy 
of  being  near  our  dear  boy." 

Marie  remained  silent  a  moment ;  then  tears  of  grati- 
tude filled  her  eyes  and  she  said,  with  inexpressible 
emotion,  as  she  turned  toward  David  : 

"  How  sweet  happiness  is  !  " 

And  her  tearful  eyes  sought  and  met  the  eyes  of 
David  ;  for  a  long  time  they  gazed  at  each  other  in  silent, 
divine  ecstasy.  The  door  of  the  chamber  opened  and 
Marguerite  said  to  the  preceptor,  with  an  air  at  the  same 
time  joyous  and  mysterious  : 

"  M.  David,  will  you  come,  if  you  please  ?  " 

"  And  my  son,"  asked  Marie,  "  where  is  he  ?  " 

"  M.  Frederick  is  busy,  madame,  very  busy,"  replied 
Marguerite,  exchanging  a  glance  of  intelligence  with  the 
preceptor,  who  was  going  out  of  the  door. 

'•'  If  madame  will  permit  it,"  said  Marguerite, "  I  will 
stay  with  her,  in  case  she  may  need  something." 

"  Ah,  Marguerite,  Marguerite,"  said  the  young  wife, 
smiling  and  shaking  her  head,  "  they  are  plotting  some- 
thing here." 

"  Why  do  you  think  that,  madame  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  am  very  discerning !  Since  this  morning,  such 
goings  and  comings  I  have  heard  in  the  corridor,  Freder- 
ick is  absent  during  his  study  hour,  and  an  unusual  noise 
in  the  library  ;  so  you  see  —  " 

"  I  can  assure  you,  madame,  that  —  " 
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"  Good  !  good  !  yon  are  taking  advantage  of  my  con- 
dition," said  Marie,  smiling.  "  They  all  know  that  I 
cannot  walk  about  and  see  myself  what  is  happening 
out  there." 

"  Oh,  madame,  what  do  you  think  ?  " 

"  Well,  Marguerite,  I  think  it  is  a  surprise." 

"  A  surprise,  madame  ':* " 

"  Come,  my  good  Marguerite,  tell  me  all  about  it,  I 
beg  you  ;  then  1  shall  be  happier  sooner,  and  so  I  shall 
be  happier  a  longer  time." 

"  Madame,"  said  Marguerite,  heroically,  "  that  would 
be  treason." 

At  that  moment  old  Andr^  opened  the  door  half-way, 
put  his  head  in,looking-very  radiant  and  mysterious,  and 
said  to  the  servant : 

"  Marguerite,  they  want  to  know  where  is  the  thing 
that— that  — " 

"  Ah,  my  God  !  he  is  going  to  say  some  foolishness ; 
he  never  does  anything  else  !  "  cried  Marguerite,  running 
to  the  door,  where  she  conversed  some  moments  with 
Andre  in  a  low  tone,  after  which  she  came  back  to  her 
mistress,  who  said  to  her,  smiling : 

"  Come,  Marguerite,  since  you  are  relentless,  I  am 
going  to  see  for  myself." 

"  Madame,  you  think  so  ?  You  are  not  able  yet  to 
walk  after  such  an  illness." 

"  Do  not  scold  me,  I  submit ;  I  will  not  spoil  the 
surprise,  but  how  imjiatient  I  am  to  know  !  " 

The  door  of  the  library  oi)ened  again. 

It  was  David,  Frederick,  and  Doctor  Dufour. 

Marguerite  went  away,  after  having  whispered  to 
Frederick : 

"  M.  Frederick,  when  you  hear  me  cough  behind  the 
door,  all  will  be  ready." 

And  the  old  servant  went  out. 

At  the  sight  of  the  doctor,  Madame  Bastien  said, 
cheerfully : 
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"  Oh,  now  that  you  are  here,  my  good  doctor,  1  do 
not  doubt  any  longer  that  there  is  a  conspiracy." 

"A  conspiracy?"  answered  Doctor  Dufour,  affecting 
astonishment,  while  David  and  Frederick  exchanged  a* 
smile. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  replied  Marie.  "  A  surprise  they  are  pre- 
paring for  me.  But  I  warn  you  that  surprises  are  very 
dangerous  to  poor  invalids  like  me,  and  you  had  a  great 
deal  better  tell  me  beforehand." 

"  All  that  I  can  tell  you,  my  dear  impatient  and 
beautiful  invalid,  is  that  we  have  agreed  that  to-day  is 
the  day  when  you  must  make  an  attempt  to  walk  alone 
for  the  first  time,  and  that  it  is  my  duty,  yes,  madame, 
my  duty  to  assist  this  exertion  of  your  powers." 

Scarcely  had  the  doctor  uttered  these  woi'ds,  when 
they  heard  Marguerite  cough  with  great  affectation 
behind  the  door. 

"  Come,  mother,"  said  Frederick  to  his  mother,  ten- 
derly, "have  courage  now,  we  are  going  to  take  a  long 
walk  in  the  house." 

"  Oh,  I  feel  so  strong  that  you  will  be  astonished," 
replied  Marie,  smiling  and  trying  to  rise  from  her  sick- 
chair,  and  succeeding  with  great  difficulty,  for  she  was 
very  weak. 

It  was  a  beautiful  and  pathetic  picture. 

Marie,  having  risen,  advanced  with  an  uncertain  step, 
David  at  hei-  right,  the  doctor  at  her  left,  ready  to  sus- 
tain her  if  she  fainted,  while  Frederick,  in  front  of  her, 
was  slowly  walking  backward,  holding  out  his  arms,  as 
one  does  to  a  child  that  is  attempting  his  first  steps. 

"  You  see  how  strong  I  am  ! "  said  the  young  woman, 
stepping  slowly  toward  her  son,  who  smiled  upon  her 
with  tenderness.  "  Where  are  you  going  to  take 
me  ?" 

"  You  are  going  to  see,  mother." 

Frederick  had  scarcely  uttered  these  words,  when  a 
fearful,  terrible  shriek  sounded   from  behind  the  door. 
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It  was  Marguerite.  Then  the  door  opened  suddenly, 
and  a  bantering,  ringing  voice  said  at  the  same  time : 

"  Make  a  note  of  it !  The  big  old  fellow  is  living 
yet!'\ 

Marie,  who  was  opposite  the  door,  uttered  a  terror- 
stricken  cry  and  fell  backward. 

She  saw  her  husband  Jacques  Bastien. 
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It  will  be  remembered,  perhaps,  that  at  the  moment 
of  departure  for  Bldmur,  Bridou  put  on  Jacques  Bastien's 
greatcoat,  made  of  goatskin.  Bastien,  half  drunk,  had, 
in  spite  of  old  Andre's  advice  to  the  contrary,  persisted 
in  fording  a  place  inundated  by  the  pond  as  well  as  by 
the  waters  of  the  Loire ;  the  horse  lost  his  footing,  and 
the  carriage  was  dragged  down  the  current.  Bridou 
succeeded  in  getting  out  of  the  carriage,  but  was  swept 
by  the  torrent  under  the  wheels  of  tlie  mill  and  crushed 
to  death.  A  part  of  the  goatskin  coat  was  caught  in 
one  of  the  wheels.  In  the  pocket  of  the  garment  were 
found  several  letters  addressed  to  M.  Bastien.  Hence 
the  fatal  error.  It  was  supposed  that  M.  Bastien  had 
been  crushed  under  the  wheels,  and  that  the  body  of 
the  bailiff  had  disappeared  under  the  water, 

Jacques  Bastien,  incommoded  by  his  great  corpulence, 
had  not,  in  spite  of  his  efforts,  succeeded  in  getting  out 
of  the  carriage ;  this  circumstance  saved  him.  The 
horse,  after  having  been  dragged  some  distance  with  the 
drift,  regained  his  footing,  but  soon,  exhausted  by  fatigue, 
and  attempting  to  ascend  a  very  steep  hill,  he  tumbled 
down.  Jacques,  thrown  forward,  received  a  deep  wound 
in  the  head,  and  lay  insensible  for  some  time,  when,  at 
the  break  of  day,  some  labourers  going  to  the  fields 
found  him,  picked  him  up  and  carried  him  to  an  isolated 
farm  quite  distant  from  the  scene  of  the  disaster. 

Jacques  remained  a  long  time  in  this  farmhouse, 
seriously  ill  from  the  results  of  his  wound,  and  a  dan- 
gerous attack  produced  by  fright  and  prolonged  immer- 
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sion  in  the  ice-cold  water.  When  he  was  in  a  condition 
to  write  to  his  wife,  he  intentionally  neglected  to  do  so, 
promising  himself  —  as  no  doubt  rumours  of  his  death 
were  current — to  make  his  resurrection  a  stupid  and 
brutal  joke,  for  he  well  understood  with  what  sentiments 
his  household  would  receive  the  news  of  his  tragic  end. 

In  his  project,  Jac(iues,  as  we  have  seen,  did  not  fail. 

When,  however,  he  saw  his  wife  fall,  overwhelmed  at 
the  sight  of  him,  he  thought  he  had  killed  her,  and  fled 
from  his  house  in  a  terror  which  partook  of  the  nature 
of  frenzy. 

Marie  was  not  the  only  one  overcome  by  this  terrible 
blow. 

Frederick  was  not  less  shocked  by  the  sudden  appear- 
ance of  Bastien,  and,  seeing  his  mother  fall  dead  as  it 
were  on  the  floor,  fell  fainting  in  the  arms  of  Doctor 
Dufour. 

The  poor  boy  was  not  borne  to  his  own  chamber,  but 
to  the  library,  and  a  bed  was  there  prepared  for  him, 
as  Doctor  Dufour  feared,  with  reason,  that  the  removal 
of  Frederick  to  his  own  chamber,  which  opened  into  his 
mother's,  might  be  followed  by  consequences  disastrous 
to  both. 

The  doctor  could  not  give  his  attention  to  both  at  the 
same  time,  and  occupied  himself  first  with  Marie,  w^ho, 
scarcely  convalescent  from  her  previous  illness,  was  alas  ! 
struck  with  a  mortal  blow. 

When  Doctor  Dufour  returned  to  Frederick  he  found 
him  prostrated  by  cerebral  congestion,  and  soon  his  con- 
dition was  desperate. 

When  Marie  regained  consciousness  she  realised  that 
her  end  was  approaching,  and  asked  to  see  her  son 
immediately. 

The  embarrassment  of  Marguerite,  her  pallor  and 
tears,  her  look  of  despair,  and  the  excuses  and  evasions 
she  made  to  explain  the  absence  of  Frederick  in  that 
solemn  moment  were  a  revelation  to  the  young  mother, 
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She  felt,  so  to  speak,  that,  like  herself,  her  son  was 
about  to  die  ;  then  she  asked  to  see  David. 

Marguerite  ushered  the  preceptor  into  the  room  and 
left  him  alone  with  Madame  Bastien,  whose  angelic 
features  already  bore  the  impress  of  death.  With  her 
cold  white  hand  she  made  a  sign  to  David  to  sit  down 
at  her  bedside  and  said  to  him : 

"  How  is  my  son  ?  " 

"  Madame  —  " 

"  He  is  not  in  his  chamber ;  they  are  hiding  him 
from  me." 

"  Do  not  think  —  " 

"  I  understand  all ;  he  is  in  a  desperate  state  i  know, 
but  as  my  end  is  near,  too,  I  wish  to  say  farewell  to  him, 
Henri." 

For  the  first  and  the  last  time,  alas  !  Marie  called 
David  by  his  baptismal  name. 

"Farewell!"  repeated  he,  with  a  heartrending  sob 
"  you  wish  to  say  farewell !  " 

"  But  I  cannot  die  without  telling  you  how  much  I 
have  loved  you.     You  knew  it,  did  you  not,  my  friend  ?  " 

"  And  you  say  that  you  are  going  to  die !  No,  no ! 
Marie,  the  power  of  my  love  will  give  new  life  to  you ! " 
cried  David,  under  a  sort  of  aberration  of  mind.  "  Die  I 
Oh,  why  will  you  die  ?     We  love  each  other  so  much." 

"  Yes,  our  love  is  great,  my  friend,  and  for  me  it  began 
from  the  day  you  restored  the  life  of  my  son's  soul." 

"  Oh,  woe  !  woe  !  " 

"  No,  Henri,  my  death  is  not  a  woe  for  us.  It  seems 
to  me,  you  understand,  that,  in  the  moment  of  leaving 
this  life,  my  soul,  freed  from  terrestrial  ties,  can  read 
the  future.  Henri,  do  you  know  what  would  have  been 
our  fate  ?  *' 

"  You  ask  me  to  tell  you  that>  when  this  morning  our 
plans  were  so  —  " 

"  Listen  to  me,  my  friend  ;  there  are  profound  mysteries 
of  maternal  love  which,  peihaps,  are  never  unveiled  but 
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in  supreme  momenti?.  As  long  as  I  felt  myself  free, 
the  future  appeared  radiant  to  me,  as  it  did  to  jou, 
Henri,  and  perhaps  for  a  few  months,  you  and  my  son 
and  myself  would  have  mingled  our  lives  in  the  same 
bliss." 

"  Oh,  that  dream  !  tliat  dream ! " 

"  The  dream  was  beautiful,  Henri ;  perhaps  the  awak- 
ening would  have  been  cruel." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  You  know  how  much  my  son  loves  me.  You  know 
that  all  passionate  affection  has  its  jealousy  ;  sooner  or 
later,  he  would  have  been  jealous  of  my  love  for  you, 
Henri." 

"  He,  he  jealous  of  me  ?  " 

"  You  can  believe  a  mother's  heart ;  I  am  not  mis- 
taken." 

"  Alas,  you  only  wish  to  make  my  sorrow  less  griev- 
ous ;  brave  and  generous  to  the  last ! " 

"  Say  I  am  a  mother  to  the  last.  Listen  to  me  still, 
Henri.  In  uniting  myself  to  you,  I  would  have  lost  my 
name,  that  humble  name  that  my  son  wanted  above 
everything  to  make  illustrious,  because  that  name  was 
mine,  because  everything  in  the  poor  child  had  reference 
to  me." 

"  Oh,  yes,  you  were  in  all  his  thoughts ;  when  he 
thought  he  was  dying,  he  cried,  'My  mother!'  and  his 
first  cry,  as  he  began  his  march  to  a  glorious  destiny,  was 
still,  'My  mother!'" 

"  My  friend,  let  us  not  deceive  ourselves.  What  would 
have  been  our  grief,  if,  just  when  we  were  about  to  be 
united,  the  fear  of  arousing  my  son's  jealousy,  perhaps 
would  have  stopped  me  ?  And  however  painful  to  have 
renounced  our  love,  think  how  much  more  horrible  it 
would  have  been  to  see,  perhaps,  the  development  of 
Frederick's  jealousy  after  our  union.  What  could  we 
have  done  then  ?     What  would  have  become  of  us  ?  " 

"  No,  no,  Marie,  do  not  believe  that.  Frederick  loves 
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me,  too,  and  he  would  have  sacrificed  himself  to  your 
happiness  and  mine." 

"  Sacrificed  ?  Yes,  my  friend,  he  would  have  sacrificed 
himself.  Oh,  1  know  it,  not  a  word,  not  a  complaint 
would  have  passed  his  lips.  Always  loving,  always  ten- 
der, he  would  have  smiled  on  us  sadly,  and  then  by  de- 
grees, we  would  have  seen  him  at  last  wasting  away." 

"  Oh,  my  God,  that  is  dreadful !  Woe  to  me  !  "  mur- 
mured David,  with  bitter  lamentation.  "  Woe  to 
me!" 

"Joy  to  you,  Henri,  because  you  have  been  the  most 
generous  of  men,"  cried  Marie,  with  an  exaltation  which 
imparted  a  superhuman  expression  to  her  dying  features, 
"  Joy  to  you,  Henri,  for  you  have  been  loved,  oh,  pas- 
sionately loved,  without  costing  a  tear  or  one  moment  of 
shame  to  the  loyal  heart  which  adores  you.  Yes,  Henri, 
1  have  Joved  you  without  hesitation,  without  resistance. 
I  have  loved  you  with  pride,  with  serenity,  because  my 
love  for  you,  Henri,  had  all  the  sacred  sweetness  of  duty. 
Courage,  then,  my  friend,  let  the  memory  of  Marie  and 
Frederick  Bastien  sustain  you  and  console  you." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?   Frederick  !    Oh,  he  at  least  will 
remain  to  me  ! " 

"  My  son  will  not  survive  me." 

"Frederick?" 

"  I  feel  it  here,  yes,  Henri,  here  in  my  heart ;  I  tell 
you  he  will  die." 

"  But,  a  little  while  ago,  Pierre  came  out  of  the  cham- 
ber where  your  son  is  lying,  and  told  me  he  had  not 
given  up  all  hope.  No,  no,  for  him  to  die,  too,  would  be 
more  than  I  could  bear," 

"  Why  do  you  say  that,  Henri  ?  " 

"Great  God!  you  —  you,  his  mother,  ask  that  ques- 
tion ! " 

"  I  told  you,  my  friend,  there  are  profound  mysteries 
in  maternal  love.  I  think  it  would  be  a  dreadful  evil  to 
sm'vive  my  son,  and  Frederick  thinks  as  I  do ;  he  loves  me 
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as  much  as  I  love  him,  and  he  does  not  desire  to  survive 
me." 

"  Oh,  what  misery  for  me  to  lose  you  both  !  " 

"  Marie  and  Frederick  cannot  be  separated  ;  neither 
in  this  world  nor  in  the  other,  my  friend." 

"  Ah,  you  and  he  are  happy  !  " 

"Henri,  my  strength  is  gone,  the  chill  of  death  is  on 
me.     Give  me  your  liand,  your  dear  and  faithful  hand." 

David  threw  himself  on  his  knees  at  the  bedside  of 
the  young  woman,  covering  her  hand  with  tears  and 
kisses ;  he  burst  into  sobs. 

Marie  continued  talking,  her  voice  growing  more  and 
more  feeble. 

"  One  last  request,  Henri ;  you  will  grant  it,  if  it  is 
possible.  M.  Bastien  has  spoken  to  me  of  his  desire  to 
sell  this  house  ;  1  would  not  like  to  have  strangers  pro- 
fane this  home,  where  my  life  has  been  passed,  as  well  as 
the  life  of  my  son  ;  for  my  life  dates  from  the  day  1  be- 
came a  mother.  Doctor  Dufour,  your  best  friend,  dwells 
near  here,  you  would  like  to  live  near  him  some  day. 
Hasten  that  day,  Henri ;  you  will  find  great  consolation 
in  a  heart  like  his." 

"  Oh,  Marie,  this  house  will  be  the  object  of  a  religious 
care  —  but  —  " 

"  Thank  you,  Henri,  oh,  thank  3"ou,  that  thought  con- 
soles rae  A  last  prayer :  I  do  not  wish  to  be  separated 
from  my  son  ;  you  understand  me,  do  you  not  ?  " 

Scarcely  had  Marie  uttered  these  words  when  a  great 
noise  was  heard  in  the  corridor. 

Marguerite  in  terror  called  the  doctor. 

Suddenly  Madame  Bastien's  door  was  thrown  open 
violently.  Frederick  entered,  livid  as  a  corpse,  drag- 
ging after  him  a  piece  of  the  bed  linen,  like  a  winding- 
sheet,  while  Marguerite  was  trying  in  vain  to  hold  him 
back. 

A  last  ray  of  intelligence,  the  filial  instinct  perhaps, 
led  this  child  to  die  near  his  mother. 
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David,  who  was  kneeling  at  the  bedside  of  the  young 
woman,  rose,  bewildered,  as  if  he  had  seen  a  spectre. 

'^  Mother !  mother !  "  cried  Frederick,  in  an  agonising 
voice,  throwing  himself  on  Marie's  bed,  and  enfolding 
her  in  his  arms,  as  the  doctor  ran  to  them  in  dismay. 

"  Oh,  come,  my  child,  come !  "  murmured  Marie,  era- 
bracing  her  son  in  a  last  embrace  with  convulsive  joy, 
"  now  it  is  for  ever  ! " 

These  were  the  last  words  of  the  young  mother. 

Frederick  and  Marie  breathed  out  their  souls  in  a 
supreme  embrace. 
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We  began  this  story  supposing  a  tourist,  going  from 
the  city  of  Pont  Brillant  to  the  castle  of  the  same  name, 
would  pass  the  humble  home  of  Marie  Bastien. 

We  finish  this  story  with  a  like  supposition. 

If  this  tourist  had  travelled  from  Pont  Brillant  to  the 
castle  eighteen  months  after  the  death  of  Frederick  and 
Marie,  he  would  have  found  nothing  changed  in  the 
farm. 

The  same  elegant  simplicity  reigned  in  this  humble 
abode  ;  the  same  wild  flowers  were  carefully  tended  by 
old  Andrd  ;  the  same  century-old  grove  shaded  the  ver- 
dant lawn  through  which  the  limpid  l)rook  wound  its 
way. 

But  the  tourist  would  not  have  seen  without  emotion, 
under  the  shade  of  the  grove,  and  not  far  from  the  little 
murmuring  cascade,  a  tombstone  of  white  marble  on 
which  he  could  read  the  words  :  "  Marie  and  Frederick 
Bastien." 

Before  this  tomb,  which  was  sheltered  by  a  rustic 
porch,  already  covered  with  ivy  and  climbing  flowers, 
was  placed  the  little  boat  presented  to  Frederick  at  the 
time  of  the  overflow,  on  which  could  be  read  the  inscrip- 
tion :  "  The  poor  people  of  the  valley  to  Frederick 
Bastien." 

If  the  tourist  had  chanced  to  pass  this  grove  at  sunrise 
or  at  sunset,  he  would  have  seen  a  man  tall  of  stature 
and  clad  in  mourning,  with  hair  as  white  as  snow, 
although  his  face  was  young,  approaching  this  tomb  in 
religious  meditation. 
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This  man  was  David. 

He  had  not  failed  in  the  mission  entrusted  to  him  by 
Marie. 

Nothing  was  changed  without  or  within  the  house. 
The  chamber  of  the  young  mother,  that  of  Frederick, 
and  the  library,  filled  with  the  uncompleted  tasks  left 
by  the  son  of  Madame  Bastien,  all  remained  as  on  the 
day  of  the  death  of  the  mother  and  child. 

The  chamber  of  Jacques  ]3astien  was  walled  up. 

David  continued  to  inhabit  the  garret  chamber  which 
he  occupied  as  preceptor.  Marguerite  was  his  only 
servant. 

Doctor  Dufour  came  every  day  to  see  David,  near 
whom  be  wished  to  establish  himself,  when  he  could 
trust  his  patronage  to  a  young  physician  newly  arrived 
in  Pont  Brillant. 

As  a  memorial  to  his  young  brother  and  to  Frederick. 
David  —  that  his  grief  might  not  be  barren  of  result  — 
transformed  one  of  the  barns  on  the  farm  into  a  school- 
room, and  there,  every  day,  he  instructed  the  children 
of  the  neighbouring  farmers.  In  order  to  assure  the 
benefit  of  his  instruction,  the  |)ieceptor  gave  a  small 
indemnity  to  the  parents  of  the  pupils,  inasmuch  as  the 
children  forced  by  the  poverty  of  their  families  to  go 
out  to  work  could  not  avail  tiiemselves  of  public  edu- 
cation. 

We  will  suppose  that  our  tourist,  after  having  paused 
before  the  modest  tomb  of  Marie  and  Frederick,  would 
meet  some  inhabitant  of  the  valley. 

"  My  good  man,"  the  tourist  might  have  said  to  him, 
"  pray,  whose  is  that  tomb  down  there  under  those  old 
oaks  ? " 

"  It  is  the  tomb  of  the  good  saint  of  our  country, 
monsieur." 

"  What  is  his  name  ?  " 

"  Frederick  Bastien,  monsieur,  and  his  good  angel  of 
a  mother  is  buried  with  him." 
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"  You  are  weeping,  my  good  man." 

"  Yes,  monsieur,  as  all  weep  who  knew  that  angel 
mother  and  her  son." 

"  They  were,  then,  much  loved  by  the  people  of  the 
country  ?  " 

"  Wait,  monsieur ;  do  you  see  that  tall  fine  castle 
down  there  ?  " 

"  The  Castle  of  Pont  Brillant?" 

"  The  young  marquis  and  his  grandmother  are  richer 
than  the  king.  Good  year  or  bad  year,  they  give  a  great 
deal  of  money  to  the  poor,  and  yet,  if  the  name  of  the 
young  marquis  is  mentioned  among  the  good  people  of 
the  valley  once,  the  names  of  Frederick  Bastien  and  his 
mother  are  mentioned  a  hundred  times." 

"And  why  is  that?" 

"  Because,  instead  of  money,  which  they  did  not  have, 
the  mother  gave  the  poor  her  kind  heart,  and  the  half 
of  her  bread,  and  the  son,  when  it  was  necessary,  his 
life  to  save  the  life  of  others,  as  I  and  mine  can  testify, 
without  counting  other  families  whom  he  rescued  at 
the  risk  of  his  own  life  at  the  great  overflow  two  years 
ago.  So,  you  see,  monsieur,  the  name  of  the  good  saint 
of  the  country  will  endure  longer  in  the  valley  than  the 
grand  Castle  of  Pont  Brillant.  Castles  crumble  to  the 
ground,  while  our  children's  children  will  learn  from 
their  fathers  the  name  of  Frederick  Bastien." 
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